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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  firft  volume  of  this  Collection  of  Farces 
having  met  with  a  favourable  reception  from  the 
Public,  the  Publifher  has  been  enabled  thus  early  to 
complete  2Lfecond,  containing  the  fame  number,  and  of 
equal  merit,  as  the  firfl. 

There  Is  like  wife  preparing  for  the  prefs  a  third  vo- 
lume, which  will  be  publlfhed  at  the  fame  diftance  of 
time  as  between  the  firil  and  fecond;  and  the  feledtion, 
it  Is  hoped,  will  no  lefs  merit  the  approbation  of  the 
Public. 

It  Is  the  wifh  of  the  Publlflier,  In  the  profccutlon  oF 
this  undertaking,  not  to  interfere  with  any  gentlemens 
pieces,  from  the  fale  of  which,  in  a  detached  manner, 
they  may  expe6l  any  further  emolument :  At  the  fame 
time,  thefe  gentlemen  will  confer  upon  him  a  particular 
obligation,  in  giving  their  permlflion  to  Infert  fuch  of 
their  correAed  pieces  as  he  may,  from  a  point  of  deli- 
cacy, have  omitted. 


Edinburgh,  Novemhr  1782, 
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A    C    T      I. 

Scene,  Sir  Jacob's  houfe  at  Garrat^ 
E?iter  Sir  Jacob. 

RSir  Jacob. 
OGER^ 

Enter  Roger. 
Rog*  Anan,  Sir-- 

Sir  Jac,  Sir,  firrah !  and  why  not  Sir  Jacob,  jca\ 
Vol*  II.  A  rafuil  ? 
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rafcal  ?  Is  that  all  your  manners  ?  Has  his  majefty 
dubb'd  me  a  Knight  for  you  to  make  me  a  Miller  ?  Are 
the  candidates  near  upon  coming  ? 

Ro^.  Nic  Goofe  the  taylor  from  jPutuey,  they  fay, 
will  be  here  in  a  crack,   Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.   Has  Margery  fetch'd  in  the  linen  ? 

R.og.  Yes,  Sir  Ja«ob. 

Sir  Jac,  Are  the  pigs  and  the  poultry  lock*d  up  in 
the  barn  \ 

Rog.  Safe,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  jfac.  And  the  plate  and  fpoons  in  the  pantry? 

I^og.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  give  me  the  key  :  the  mob  will  foon 
be  upon  us ;  and  all  is  fifli  that  comes  to  their  net.  Has 
Ralph  laid  the  cloth  in  the  halt  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  let  him  bring  out  the  turkey  and 
chinci  and  be  fure  there  is  plenty  of  muftard  ;  and,  d'ye 
hear,  Roger,  do  you  ftand  yourfelf  at  the  gate,  and  be 
careful  who  you  let  in. 

Rog.   I  will,  Sir  Jacob.  \^E:<it  Rog. 

Sir  Jac.  So,  now  I  believe  things  are  pretty  fecure  : 
But  I  can't  think  wh«t  makes  m^y  daughters  fo  late  ere 

they [^Knocking  at  the  gate. 

Who  is  thaty  Roger  ? " 

.  Rog.   [^without)  Mafter  Lint,    the  .pottcrparrier,    Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac,  Let  him  in.     What  the  deuce  can  he  want? 
Enter  Lint. 

Sir  J^nc.  Weil,  Mafter  Lint,  your  will  ? 

Lins.  Why,  I  come,  ^Sir  Jacob,  partly  to  inquire 
after  your  health,  and  partly,  as  1  may  fay,  to  fettle 
the  bufmefs  of  the  day. 

Sir  Joe.  What  bufmefs  ? 

Lint.  Your  worfhip  knoweth,  this  being  the  day  of 
eleftion,  the  rabble  may  be  riotous ;  in  which  cafe, 
maims,  bruifes,  contufions,  diflocations,  fradlures  fimple 
and  compound,  may  likely  enfue  :  now  your  worfliip 
need  not  be  told,  that  I  am  not  only  a  pharmacopolill, 
or  vender  of  drugs,  but  likewife  ehirurgeon,' or  healer 
mi  wouads. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jac.  True,  Mafter  Lint,  and  equally  flcilful  in 
both. 

Lint*  It  is  your  worfhip's  pleafure  to  fay  fo,  Sir  Ja- 
cob. Is  it  your  worfhip's  will  that  I  lend  a  ininiftring 
hand  to  the  maim'd  ? 

Sir  Jac.   By  all  means. 

Lint.   And  to  whom  muft  I  bring  in  my  bill  \ 

Sir  Jac.  Doubtkfs  the  vellry. 

Lint.  Your  worlhip  knows,  that,  kill  or  cure,  I  have 
contrafted  to  phylic  the  parKh-poor  by  the  great :  but 
this  mufl  be  a  feparate  charge. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no  ;  all  under  one  :  come.  Mailer  Lint^ 
don't  be  unreafonable. 

Lint.  Indeed,  Sir  Jacob,  I  can  hardly  afford  it.  What 
with  the  dearnefs  of  drugs,  and  the  number  of  patients 
the  peace  has  procured  me,  I  can't  get  fait  to  my  por- 
ridge. 

Sir  Jac,  Bad  this  year,  the  better  the  next. We 

mufl  take  things  rough  and  fmooth  as  they  run. 

Lint.  Indeed  I  have  a  very  hard  bargain 

Sir  Jac.  No  fuch  matter;  we  are,  neighbour  Lint, 
a  little  better  inflru6led.  Formerly,  indeed,  a  fit  of 
illnefs  was  very  expenfive  j  but  now  phyfic  is  cheaper 
than  food. 

Lint.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no ;  your  efTences,  elixirs,  emetics, 
fvveats,  drops,  and  your  pailcs,  and  your  pills,  have 
filenced  your  peftles  and  mortars.  Why,  a  fever  that 
would  formerly  have  cofl  you  a  fortune,  you  may  now 
cure  for  twelve  penn'orth  of  powder. 

Lint.  Or  kill.  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  J^c,  And  then  as  to  your  fcurvies,  and  gouts, 
rheumatifms,  confumptions,  coughs  and  catarrhs,  tar- 
water  and  tarpcHtine  will  make  you  as  found  as  a  roach. 

Lint.   Noil  rums 

Sir  Jac.   Specifics,  fpecifics,   Mafler  Lint. 

Li  fit.   I  am  very  forry  to   find  a  man  of  your  wor- 

fiilp's Sir  Jacob,  a  promoter  of  puffs;  an  encoura- 

ger  of  quacks.  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Juc.   Regulars,    Lint,    regulars ;    look    at    their 

names Roger,    bring   me  the   news — not  a  foul  of 

them  but  is  either  P.  L.  or  M.  D. 

A  z.  Lint.. 
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Lint.  Plaguy  liars ;  murderous  dogs. 
Roger  brings  the  Nenxjs, 

Sir  Jac,  Liars  !  Here,  look  at  the  lift  of  their 
cures.  The  oath  of  Margery  Squab,  of  RatclifF-High- 
way,  fpinfter. 

Lint.  Perjuries. 

Sir  jfac.  And  fee  here,  the  churchwardens  have  fign- 
ed  it. 

Lint.  Fi6litious,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac,  Sworn  before  the  worjfhipful  Mr  Juftice 
Drowfy,  this  thirteenth  day  of — 

Lint.  Forgery. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  hark'ye,  firrah,  do  you  think  Mr 
Juftice  Drowfy  would  fet  his  hand  to  a  forgery  ? 

Lint.  I  know,  Sir  Jacob,  that  woman  ;  flie  has  been 
cured  of  fifty  difeafes  io  a  fortnight,  and  every  one  of 
*em  mortal. 

iS/>  Jac.  You  impudent — 

Lint.  Of  a  dropfy,  by  Weft — 

Sir  Jac.  Audacious — 

JJnt.  A  cancer,  by  Cleland. 

Sir  Jas.  Arrogant — 

Lint.  A  palfy,  by  Walker— 

Sir  Jac.   Impertinent — 

Lint.   GcKit  and  fciatic,  by  Rock. 

Sir  Jac.   Infolent — 

Li?it.  Confumption,  by  Stevens's  drops— 

Sir  Jac.  Paltry—- 

Lint.  And  fquinting  by  the  Chevalier  Taylor.— 

Sir  Jac.   Pill-gilding  puppy  1 

Lint.  And  as  to  the  juftice,  fo  the  affidavit  brings 
him  a  (hilling — 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  hark'ye,  rafcal,  how  dare  you  abufe 
the  commiflion  ? — You  blood-letting,  tooth-drawing, 
corn-cutting,  v/onn-killing,  bliftering,  gliftering — 

Lint.   Blefs  me.   Sir  Jacob,  1  did  not  think  to — 

Sir  Jac.  What,  firrah,  do  you  infult.me  in  my  of- 
fice ?     Here,  Roger,  out  with  him — Turn  him  out. 

Lint.  Sir,  as  I  hope  to  be — 

Sir  Jac.  Away  with  him.  You  fcoundrel,  if  my 
clerk  was  within,  Pd  fend  you  this  inftant  to  Bride- 
well.    Things  are  come  to  a  pretty  pafs  indeed,  if  after 

all 
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ail  my  reading  in  Wood,  and  Nelfon,  and  Bum  ;  if 
after  twenty  years  attendance  at  turnpike-meetings,  fef- 
fions,  petty  and  quarter;  if  after  fettling  of  rates,  li- 
cenfing  ale-houfes,  and  committing  of  vagrants — But 
all  refpe6l  to  authority  is  loil,  and  i/ziuf  ^ionu?i,  now- 
a-days,  is  no  more  'regarded  than  a  petty  conftable. 
\_Knocking.~\  Roger,  fee  who  13  at  the  gate?  ^Why, . 
the  fellow  is  deaf. 

Rog.  Juilice  Sturgeon,  the  fifhmonger,  from  Brent- 
ford.  . 

Sir  y^r.  Gad's  my  life  !  and  Major  to  the  Middlef^x 
militia.     Ufher  him  in,   Roger. 

Rnter  Major  Sturgeon. 

«S/>  Jac,  I  could  have  wifh'd  you  had  come  a  littJe 
fooneii^  Major  Sturgeon. 

Maj.  Why,  what  has  been  the  matter.  Sir  Jacob? 

Sir  Jac,  I'here  lias,  Major,  been  here  an  impudent 
pill-monger,  who  has  dar'd  to  fcandalize  the  whole  body 
of  the  bench. 

Maj.  Infolent  companion  ! '  had  I  been  here,  I  would 
have  mittimus'd  the  rafcal  at  once. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no,  he  wanted  the  Major  moi^  than  the 
Magiilrate  j  a  few  fmart  ftrokes  from  your  cane  would.- 

have  fully  anfwer'd  the  purpofe.- Well,  Major,   our 

wars  are  done;    the   rattling  drum  and  fqueaking  fife 
now  wound  our  cars  no  more. 

Mc.ij.  True,  Sir  Jacob,  our  corps  is  difembodicd,  fo  * 
the  French  may  fleep  in  fecurlty. 

Sir  Jac,  But,  Major,  was  it  not  rather  late  in  life 
for  you  to  enter  upon  the  profelBon  of  arms  ? 

Maj.  A  little  aukward  in  the  beginning.  Sir  Jacob  : : 
the  great  difficulty  they  had  was  to  get  me  to  turn  out 
my  toes;    but  ufe — ^ufe    reconciles  all    them  kind    of 
things  :  why,  after  my  hrft  campaign,  I  no  more  minded, 
the  noife  of  the  guns  than  a  fiea-bite. 

Sir  Jac.  No! 

Alaj.  No.      i'here  is  more  made  of  thefe  matters  than 
they  merit.      For  the  general  good,  indeed,   I  am  glad, 
of  the  peace;  but  as  to   my  Tingle  felf— And  yet  we 
have  had  fome  dcfperate  duty,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  No  doubt. 

Maj.  Oh  fuch   uiarchings    and   couiUer-marchingft! ' 
A.  3^,  fromi 
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from  Brentford  to  Elln,  from  Elin  to  A6lon,  from  Ac- 
ton to  Uxbridge  :  The  dufl  flying,  fun  fcorching,  men 
fvveating — Why,  there  was  our  lalt  expedition  to  Houn- 
flow,  that  day's  work  carried  off  Major  Moloffas.  Bun- 
hill-fields  never  faw  a  braver  commander !  He  was  aa 
irreparable  lofs  to  the  fcrvice. 

Sir  Jac.  How  came  that  about  ? 

Maj,  Why,  it  was  partly  the  Major's  own  fault :  I 
advifed  him  to  pull  of  his  fpurs  before  he  went  upon  ac- 
tion ;  but  he  was  refolute,  and  would  not  be  rul'd. 

Sir  Jac.   Spirit ;  zeal  for  the  fervice. 

Maj,  Doubtlefs — But  to  proceed :  In  order  to  get 
our  men  in  good  fpirits,  we  were  quartered  at  Thiflle- 
worth  the  evening  before ;  at  day-break,,  our  regiment 
form'd  at  Hounflow  town's  end,  as  it  might  be  about 
here.  The  Major  made  a  fine  difpofition ;  on  we 
march'd,  the  men  all  in  high  fpirits,  to  attack  the  gib- 
bet where  Gurdel  is  hanging;,  but  turning  down  a  nar- 
row lane  to  the  left,  as  it  might  be  about  there,  in  or- 
der to  poflefs  a  pig's-ftye,  that  we  might  take  the  gal- 
lows In  flank,  and  at  all  events  fecure  a  retreat,  who- 
ihould  come  by  but  a  drove  of  fat  oxen  for  Smithfield. 
The  drums  beat  in  the  front,  the  dogs  bark'd  in  the 
rear,  the  oxen  fet  up  a  gallop  ;  on  they  came  thunder- 
ing upon  us,  broke  through  our  ranks  in  an  inftant^ 
and  threw  the  whole  corps  in  confufion. 
,    Sir  Jac,  Terrible  ! 

Maj.  The  Major's  horfe  took  to  his  heels  ;  away  he 
ficour'daver  the  heath.  That  gallant  commander  fluck 
both  his  fpurs  into  the  flank,  and  for  fome  time  held  by 
his  mane;  but  in  crofiing  a  ditch,  the  horfe  threw  up 
his  liead,  gtive  the  Major  a  dowfe  in  the  chops,  andi 
jilump'd.luni  into  a  gravel-pit,,  jufl:  by  the  powder- 
in  Illb. 

Slr^ac.  Dreadful! 

Maj.  Whether  from  the  fall  or  the  fright,  the  Major 

mov'd  off  ill  a  month- Indeed  it.  was  an  unfortunate 

day  for  us  all. 

Sir  Jac.  As  how  ? 

Maj.  Why,  as  Captain  Cucumber,  Lieutenant  Patty-- 
Pan,  Enfign  Tripe,  and  myfclf,  were  returning  to  town 
iiithe  Turahftm-Green  ftage,  we  were  ftopp'd  near  the. 

Ham- 
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Hammerfmlth  turnpike,  and  robb'd   and  ilripp'd  by  a 
footpad. 

Sir  Jac.  An  unfortunate  d.^y  indeed  ! 

Maj,  But  in  fome  meafure  to  make  me  amends,  I 
got  the  Major's  commifTion. 

Sir  Jac,  You  did. 

Maj.  O  yes.  I  was  the  only  one  of  the  corps  that 
could  rid  ;  othervvife  we  always  fucceeded  of  courfe :  no 
jumping  over  heads  ;  no  underhand  work  among  us  ;  all 
men  of  honour  ;  and  1  muft  do  the  regiment  the  juflice 
to  fay,  there  never  was  a  fet  of  more  amiable  officers. 

Sir  Jac.  Quiet  and  peaceable. 

Maj,  As  lambs,  Sir  Jacob.  Excepting  one  boxing*- 
bout  at  the  Three  CompafTes  in  A(?ton,  between  Cap- 
tain Sheers  and  the  Colonel,  concerning  a  game  at  all- 
fours,  I  don't  remember  a  hngle  difpute. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  that  was  mere  mutiny  ;  the  Captaia 
©ught  to  have  been  broke. 

Maj,  He  was  :  for  the  Colonel  not  only  took  away 
his  cockade,  but  his  cuftom  ;  and  1  don*t  think  pooin 
Captain  Sheers  has  done  a  ilitch  for  him  fince. 

Sir  Jac,  But  you  foon  fupplied  the  lofs  of  Moloffas  ? 

Maj.  In  part  only  :;  no,  Sir  Jacob,  he  had  great  ex- 
perience ;  he  was  train'd  up  to  arms  from  his  youth  :  at 
fixteen  he  trail'd  a  pike  in  the  artillery-ground  ;  at 
eighteen  got  a  company  in  the  Smithfield  pioneers;  and- 
by  the  time  he  was  twenty,  was  made  aid-de-camp  to 
Sir  Jeffery  Grub,  knight,  alderman,  and  colouel  of  the- 
Yellow. 

Sir  Jac,  A  rapid  rife! 

Maj.  Yes,,  he  had  a  genius  for  war;  but  what  I 
wanted  in  praftice,  I  made  up  by  doubling  my  diligence,. 
Our  porter  at  homt  had  been  a  ferjeant  of  marines  ?  fo 
after  fhop  was  (hut  up  at  night,  he  us'd  to  teach  me 
my  exercife  ;.  and  he  had  not  to  deal  with  a  dunce,  Sir- 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Your  progrefs  was  great  ?. 

Maj.  Amazing.  In  a  week  I  could  flioulder,  and. 
reft,  and  poize,  and  turn  to  the  right,  and  wheel  to  the 
l«ft;  and  in  lefs  than  a  month,  I  could  fire  without 
winking  or  blinking. 

jS/>  y^<r,  A  perfe<^  Hannibal  J 
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Maj\  Ah,  and  then  I  learnt  to  form  lines,  and  hol- 
lows, and  fquares,  and  evolutions,  and  revolutions  :  Let 
me  tell  you,  Sir  Jacob,  it  was  lucky  that  Monileur  kept 
his  myrmidons  at  home,  or  we  ihould  have  pepper'd  his 
fiat  bottom'd  boats. 

S/r  Jac.  Ay,  marry,  he  had  a  marvellous  efcape. 
'    Maj,  We  would  a  taught  him  what  a  Briton  can  do, 
who  is  fighting />ro  arvis  ?ci\dL focus. 

Sir  Jcic,  Pray  now.  Major,  which  do  you  look  upon 
as  the  bed  difciplin'd  troops,  the  London  regiments,  or 
the  Middlefcx  militia  ? 

Maj,  Why,  Sir  Jacob,  it  does  not  become  me  to 
fey  ;  but  lack-a-day,  they  have  never  feen  any  fervice — 
Holiday  foldiers  !  Why,  I  don't  believe,  unlefs  indeed 
upon  a  lord  mayor's  day,  and  that  mere  matter  of  ac- 
cident, that  they  were  ever  v/ct  to  the  ildn  in  their. 
Itves. 

Sir  Jac.  Lideed! 

Maj.  No  ;    foldiers  for  fun-fiiine.   Cockneys ;.  they 
have  not  the  appearance,  the  air,  the  freedom,  the  Jenny 
fequi  that — Oh,  could  you  but  fee  me  falute  :  You  have 
never  a  fpontoon  in  the  houfe  ? 
•   Sir  Jac,  No  ;  but  we  could  get  you  a  fhove-pike. 

Maj,  No  matter.  Well,  Sir  Jacob,  and  how.  are 
your  fair  daughters,  fweet  Mrs  Sneak,  and  the  lovely 
Mrs  Bruin  :  ie  fhe  as  lively  and  as  brilliant  as  ever  ? 

iS/>  Jac  Oh  ho,  now  the  murder  is  out  ;  this  vifit 
^as  intended  for  them;  come,  own  now.  Major,  did 
not  you  expert  to  meet  with  them  here  ?  You  officers 
are  men  of  fuch  gallantry  ! 
'  Maj.  Why,  we  do  tickle  up  the  ladies,  Sir  Jacob  ; 
there  is  no  rdiiling  a  red  coat. 

Sir  Jac,  True,  true.  Major. 

Maj,  But  that  is  now  all  over  with  me.  "  Farewell 
«*^  to  tlic  plumed  ftceds  and  neighing  troops,"  as  the 
black  man  fays  in  the  play  ;  like  the  Roman  cenfurer, 
I  Ihall  retire  to  my  favin  field,  and  there  cultivate  cab- 
bages. 

Sir  Jac.  Under  the  fhade  of  your  laurels. 

Maj.  True  ;  I  have  done  with  the  major,  and  now 
return  to  the  magiftrate  ;   Cedunt  arma  iogge. 

Sir  Jac,  Still  in  .the  f«vice  of  your  country. 


THE  MAYOR  OF  GARRATT.         9 

Maj,  True  ;  man  was  not  made  for  himfelf ;  and  fo, 
thinking  that  this  would  prove  a  bufy  day  in  the  jufti- 
cing  way,  I  am  come,  Sir  Jacob,  to  lend  you  a  hand. 

Sir  yac.  Done  like  a  neighbour. 

Maj.  I  have  brought,  as  I  fuppofe  moft  of  our  bull- 
nefs  will  be  in  the  battery  way,  fome  warrants  and  mit- 
timufes  ready  lill'd  up,  with  all  but  the  names  of  the 
parties,  in  order  to  fave  time. 

Sir  jfao.  A  provident  magiftrate. 

Maj.  Pray,  how  fhall  we  manage  as  to  the  article  of 
fwearing ;  for  I  reckon  we  Ihall  have  oaths  as  plenty  as 
hops. 

Sir  jfac.  Why,  with  regard  to  that  branch  of  our 
bufmefs  to-day,  I  believe  the  law  muil  be  fuffer'd  to 
fleep. 

Maj.  I  fhould  think  we  might  pick  up  fomething 
that's  pretty  that  way. 

Sir  Jac.  No ;  poor  rafcals,  they  would  not  be  able 
to  pay  ;  and  as  to  the  Hocks,  we  fhould  never  find  room 
for  their  legs. 

Maj,  Pray,  Sir  Jacob,  is  Matthew  Marrowbone,  the 
butcher  of  your  town,  living  or  dead  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Living. 

Maj.  And  fwears  as  much  as  he  ufed  ? 

Sir  Jac.  An  alter'd  man,  Major;  not  an  oath  comes 
out  of  his  mouth. 

Maj.  You  furprife  me  ;  why,  when  he  frequented 
our  town  of  a  market-day,  he  has  taken  out  a  guinea  in 
oaths — And  quite  chang'd  ? 

Sir  yac  Entirely:  they  fay  his  wife  has  made  him 
a  methodift,  and  that  he  preaches  at  Kennington  Com- 
mon. 

Maj.  What  a  deal  of  mifchief  thofe  rafcals  do  in  the 
country Why  then  we  have  entirely  loll  him  ? 

Sir  yac.  In  that  way  ;  but  I  got  a  brace  of  blnd- 
Gvcrs  from  him  laft  week  for  a  couple  of  baliards. 

Maj.  Well  done.  Mailer  Matthew — But  pray  now, 
Sir  Jacob —  \_Mob  nvithout,    huzza  ! 

Sir  yac.  What's  the  matter  now,   Roger  ? 
Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  The  eleftors  defire  to  know  if  your  worfhip  has 
any  body  to  recommend  I 

Str 
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Sir  Jac.  By  no  means ;  let  them  be  free  In  their 
choice:   I  fhan't  interfere. ^ 

Ro]^.  And  if  your  worrtiip  has  any  objection  to  Crif- 
pln  Heel-tap  the  cobler's  being  returning  officer? 

Sir  Jac.  None,  provided  the  rafcal  can  keep  himfelf 
fober.      Is  he  there  ? 

Rjg.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob  :  make  way  there  ;  Hand  far- 
ther off  from  the  gate  :  here  is  Madam  Sneak  in  a  chair 
along  with  her  hufband. 

Maj,  Gad*s  fo,  you  will  permit  me  to  convoy  her  in. 

{^Exit  Major. 

Sir  Jac.  Now  here  Is  one  of  the  evils  of  war.      This 

Sturgeon  was   as   pains-taking  a  Billingfgate-broker  a& 

any  in  the  bills  of  mortality.     But  the  hfh  is  got  out  of 

his  element ;  the  foldier  has  quite  demolifh'd  the  citizen. 

Enter  Mrs  Sneak,  handed  by  the  Major, 

Mrs  Sneak,  Dear  Major,  I  demand  a  million  of  par- 
dons. I  have  given  you  a  profufion  of  trouble  ;  but  my 
hulband  is  fuch  a  goofe-cap,  that  I  can*t  get  no  good 
out  of  him  at  home  or  abroad — Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak— 
Your  bleffing.  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac,  Daughter,  you  arc  welcome  to  Garratt. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Why,  Jerry  Sneak  !      I  fay — 
Enter  Sneak,  nvith  a  band  box,  a  hoop-petticoat  under  his 
arm.,  and  cardinal)  &c.  dec.  &c. 

Sneak.   Here,  lovy. 

Mrs  Sneak  Here,  looby:  there,  lay  thefe  things  in 
the  hall ;  and  then  go  and  look  after  the  horfe.  Are 
you  fure  you  have  got  all  the  things  out  of  the  chaife  ? 

SnL'ak,  Yes,  chuck. 

Mrs  Sfieak.  Then  give  me  my  fan, 
|]  Jerry  drops  the  things  in  fs arching  his  pocket  for  the  fan. 
'    Mrs  Sneak-   Did  ever  mortal  fee. fuch  a — I  declare,  I 
am  quite  afham'd  to  be  feen  with  him  abroad  ;  go,  get 
you  gone  out  of  my  fight. 

Sneak.    I  go,  lovy  :    Good  day  to  my  father-in-law. 

Sir  Jac.  I  am  pflad  to  fee  you,  fon  Sneak  :  but  where 
IS  your  brother  Bruin  and  his  wife  ? 

Sneak  He  will  be  here  anon,  father  Sir  Jacob  ;  he 
-did  but  juft  ilep  into  the  alley  to  gather  how  tickets 
were  fold. 

Sir  Jac,  Ver'-  well,  fo.i  Sneak.  \_E:Ht  Sneak. 

Mrs 
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Mrs  Sneak.  Son  !  yes,  and  a  pretty  fon  you  have 
provided. 

<  ^/>  jfac.  I  hope  all  for  the  beft  :  why,  what  terrible 
*  work  there  would  have  been,  had  you  married  fuch  a 

<  one  as  your  fifter  ;  one  houfe  could  never  have  con- 

<  tain'd  you — Now,   I  thought  this  meek  mate — 
*  Mrs  Sue  a  k.  Meek!   a  muihroom,  a  milkfop* 

Sir  Jac.  Look  ye,  Molly,  I  have  married  you  to  a 
man  ;  take  care  you  don't  make  him  a  monfter. 

\_Exit  Sir  Jacob, 

Mrs  Sneak.  Moniler  !  Why,  Major,  the  fellow  has 
no  more  heart  than  a  moufe.  Had  my  kind  ftars,  in- 
deed, allotted  me  a  military  man,  I  fhould  doubtlefs 
have  deported  myfelf  in  a  befeemingly  manner. 

Maj.  Unquellionably,  Madam. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Nor  would  the  Major  have  found,  had  it 
been  my  fortune  to  intermarry  with  him,  that  Molly 
Jollup  would  have  difhonoured  his  cloth. 

Maj.   I  fliould  have  been  too  happy. 

Mrs  Sfisak.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  reverence  the  army  ;  they 
are  all  fo  brave,  fo  polite,  fo  every  thing  a  woman  can 
wiih — 

Maj.   Oh!   Madam — 

Mrs  Sneak,  So  elegant,  fo  genteel,  fo  obliging  :  and 
then  the  rank ;  why,  who  would  dare  to  affront  the 
wife  of  a  major  ? 

Maj.  No  man  with  impunity  ;  that  I  take  the  free- 
dom to  fay,  Madam.  « 

Mrs  Sneak.  I  know  it,  good  Sir.  Oh  !  I  am  no 
flranger  to  what  I  have  mifs'd. 

Maj.  Oh,  Madam  ! — Let.  me  die  but  ihe  has  infinite 
merit.  .  \.^ftde. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Then  to  be  join'd  to  a  fneaking  flovenly 
cit ;  a  paltry,  prying,  pitiful  pin-maker  ! 

Maj.  Melancholy  ! — 

Mrs  Sneak.  To  be  joftled  and  crammM  with  the 
crowd ;  no  refpe^t,  no  place,  no  precedence ;  to  be 
choak'd  with  the  fmoke  of  the  city  ;  no  country  jaunt* 
but  to  Iflington  ;  no  balls  but  at  Pewterer's-hall. 

Maj.   Intolerable  ! 

Mrs  Sneak.  I  (ee,  Sir,  you  have  a  proper  fenfe  of 
my  fufferings. 

.Maj^ 
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Maj.  And  would  fhed  my  beft  blood  to  relieve  them, 

jyirs  Sneak.   Gallant  gentleman  ! 

Maj.  The  brave  muft  favour  the  fair, 

Mrs  Sneak*  Intrepid  Major  ! 

Maj.  Divine  Mrs  Sneak  ! 

Mn  Sneak.  Obliging  commander ! 

Maj,  Might  I  be  permitted  the  honour— 

Mrs  Sneak.   Sir — 

Maj.  Juft  to  ravifh  a  kifs  from  your  hand. 

Mrs  Sneak,  You  have  a  right  to  all  we  can  grant. 

Maj,  Courteous,  condefcending,  complying — Hum 
—ha  ! 

Enter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Chuck,  my  brother  and  filler  Bruin  are  juft 
turning  the  corner  ;  the  Clapham  ftage  was  quite  full, 
and  fo  they  came  by  water, 

Mrs  Sneak,  I  wifh  they  had  all  been  fous'd  in  the 
Thames — A  prying,  impertinent  puppy  ! 

Maj,  Next  time  I  will  clap  a  centinel  to  fecure  the 
door. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Major  Sturgeon,  permit  me  to  withdraw 
for  a  moment ;  my  drefs  demands  a  little  repair. 

Maj.  Your  ladyfliip's  moft  entirely  devoted. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Ladyfhip  !  he  is  the  very  BrogHo  And 
Bellifle  of  the  army  ! 

Sneak,  Shall  I  wait  upon  you,  dove  ? 

Mrs  Sneak.  No,  dolt ;  what,  would  you  leave  the 
Major  alone  ?  is  that  your  manners,  you  mongrel  ? 

Maj.  Oh,  Madam,  I  can  never  be  alone;  yourfwcat 
idera  will  be  my  conftant  companion. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Mark  that ;  I  am  forry,  Sir,  I  am  obli- 
gated to  leave  you. 

Maj.  Madam — 

Mrs  Sneak,  Efpecially  with  fuch  a  wretched  compa- 
nion. 

Maj.  Oh,  Madam— 

Mrs  Sneak.  But  as  foon  as  my  drefs  is  reftor'd,  I 
fhall  fly  to  relieve  your  diftrefs. 

Maj.  For  that  moment  I  fhall  wait  with  the  greatcft 
impatience. 

Airs  Sneak.  Courteous  commander  I 

Maj,  Barragon  of  women  I 
I  Mrt 
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Mrs  Sneak.  Adieu ! 

Maj,  Adieu  !  ^Exit  Mrs  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Notwithllanding,  Sir,  all  my  chicken  has 
faid,   I  am  fpecial  company  when  (he  is  not  by. 

Maj.  I  doubt  not,  Mr  Sneak. 

Sfieak.  If  you  would  but  come  one  Thurfday  night  to 
our  club,  at  the  Nagg's-Head  in  the  Poultry,  you  would 
meet  fome  roaring,  rare  boys,  i'faith  :  There's  Jemmy 
Perkins  the  packer,  little  Tom  Simkins  the  grocer,  ho- 
neft  mailer  Muzzle  the  midwife — 

Maj.  A  goodly  company  ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  then  fometimes  we  have  the  Choic(? 
Spirits  from  Comus's  Court,  and  we  crack  jokes,  and 
are  fo  jolly  and  funny :  I  have  learnt  myfelf  to  ling 
"  An  old  woman  clothed  in  gray."  But  I  durft  not 
fmg  out  loud,  becaufe  my  wife  would  overhear  me;  and 
fhe  fays  as  how  I  bav/1  worfer  than  the  broom-man. 

Major.  And  you  mull  not  think  of  difobliging  youL* 
lady. 

Sneak.  I  never  does  :  I  never  contradicts  her,  not  I. 

Major.  That's  right ;  llie  is  a  woman  of  infinite  me- 
rit. 

Sneak.  O  a  power !  And  don't  you  think  fhe  is  very- 
pretty  withal  ? 

Maj.  A  Venus ! 

Sneak.  Yes,  werry  like  Wenus — Mayhap  you  have 
known  her  fome  time  ? 

Maj.  Long. 

Sneak.  Belike  before  fhe  was  married  ? 

Maj.   I  did.  Mailer  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Ay,  when  fhe  was  a  wirgin.  I  thought  you 
was  an  old  acquaintance  by  your  kilhng  her  hand  ;  for 
we  ben't  quite  fo  famihar  as  that — But  then,  indeed, 
we  han't  been  married  a  year. 

Maj.  The  mere  honey- moon. 

Sneak.  Ay,  ay,  I  fuppofe  we  fliall  coifle  to  it  by  de- 
grees. 

Bruin  (nvithin.)  Come  along,  Jane;  why,  you  are 
as  purfy  and  lazy,  you  jade — 
Enter  Bruin  and  Wife  :   Bruin  n.vith  a  cotton-cap  on  ;  his 

ivife  ivith  his  ivig,  great  coat;  and  fiJhing'roJ. 

Bruin.  Come,    Jane,    give  me  my  wig:    you  flut, 

Vol.  ir.  B  hov/ 
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how  yon  have  toufled  the  curls  ?  Mafter  Sneak,  a  good 
morning  to  you.  Sir,  I  am  your  humble  fervant  un- 
known. 

Enter  Roger. 
Ttog.  Mrs  Sneak  begs  to  fpeak  with  the  Major. 
Maj.   I  will  wait  on  the  lady  immediately. 
Sneak,  Don't  tarry  an  inftant ;  you  can't  think  how 
impatient  fhe  is.      \_Exit  Major.]      A  good  morrow  to 
you,  brother  Bruin  ;  you  have  had  a  warm  walk  actofs 
the  fields. 

Mrs  Bruin.  Good  Lord,  I  am  all  in  a  miick — 

Bruin,  And  who  may  you  thank  for  it,  huffy?  If 
you  had  got  up  time  enough,  you  might  have  fecur'd 
the  ilage  ;  but  you  are  a  lazy  He-a-bed — 

Mrs  Bruin,  There's  Mr  Sneak  keeps  my  fifler  a 
chay. 

Bruin,  And  fo  he  may  ;  but  I  know  better  what  to 
do  with  my  money  :  Indeed  if  the  war  had  but  continued 
awhile,  I  don't  know  what  mought  ha'  been  done  ;  but 
this  plaguy  peace,  with  a  pox  to't,  has  knock'd  up  all 
the  trade  of  the  Alley. 

Mrs  Bruin.  For  the  matter  of  that,  we  can  afford  it 
well  enough  as  it  is. 

Bruin.  And  how  do  you  know  that  ?  Who  told  you 
as  much,  Mrs  Mixen  ?  I  hope  I  know  the  world  bet- 
t-er  than  to  truft  my  concerns  with  a  wife ;  no,  no, 
thank  you  for  that,  Mrs  Jane. 

Mrs  Bruin.  And  pray,  who  is  more  fitterer  tQ  be 
trulled  ? 

Bruin.  Hey-day  !  Why,  the  wench  is  bewltch'd  : 
Come,  come,  let's   have   none   of  your  palaver  here — 

Take  twelve-pence  and  pay  the  waterman. But  firft 

iee  if  he  has  broke  none  of  the  pipes — And,  d'ye  hear, 
Jane,  be  fure  to  lay  the  fifhing-rod  fafe. 

\_E%it  Mrs  Bruin. 
'    Sneak.  Od's  me,  how  finely  fhe's  manag'd !     What 
would  I  give  to  have  my  wife  as  much  under ! 
.    Bruin,  it  is  all  your  own  fault,  brother  Sneak. 

Sneak.  D'ye  think  fo  ?  She  Is  a  fweet  pretty  crea- 
t^ire. 

Bruin.  A  vixen. 

Sneak,  Why,  tg  fay  the  truth,  (he  does  now  and  then 

hei^or 
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heclor  a  little  ;  and,  between  ourfclves,  domineers  like 
the  devil.  O  Lord,  I  lead  the  life  of  a  dog.  Why, 
Hie  allows  me  but  two  (hillings  a-week  for  my  pocket. 

Bruin,   No  ! 

Sneak.  No,  man  ;  *tis  (he  that  receives  and  pays  all : 
and  then  I  am  forc'd  to  trot  after  her  to  church,  with 
her  cardinal,  pattens,  and  prayer-book,  for  all  the  world 
as  if  I  was  Hill  a  'prentice. 

Bruitu  Zounds  1  I  would  foufe  them  all  in  the  ken- 
nel. 

Sneak.  I  durll  not — And  then  at  table  I  never  gets 
what  I  loves. 

Bruin,  The  devil ! 

Sneak.  No;  fhe  always  helps  me  herfclf  to  the  tough 
drumfticks  of  turkies,  and  the  damn'd  fat  flaps  of  fhoul- 
ders  of  mutton.  I  don't  think  1  have  eat  a  bit  of  under- 
cruft  fmce  we  have  been  married.  You  fee,  brother 
Bruin,  I  am  almoft  as  thin  as  a  lath. 

Bruin.  An  abfolute  fl<:eleton  ! 

Sneak.  Now,  if  you  think  I  could  carry  my  point,  I 
would  fo  fwinge  and  leather  my  lambkin  :  God,  I  would 
fo  curry  and  claw  her. 

Bruin.  By  the  Lord  Harry,  fhe  richly  defervts  it. 

Sneak.  Will  you,  brother,  lend  me  a  lift  I 

Bruin.  Command  mc  at  all  times. 

Sneak.  Why,  then,  I  will  verily  pluck  up  a  fpirit ; 
and  the  firll  time  fhe  offers  to — 

Mrs  Sneak  {ivithin.)  Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak! 

Sneak.  Gad's  my  life,  fure  as  a  gun  that's  her  voice  ! 
Look  ye,  brother,  I  don't  choofe  to  breed  a  diilur- 
bance  in  another  body's  houfe  ;  but  as  foon  as  ever  I  get 
home — 

Bruin.  Now  is  your  time. 

Sneak.  No,  no  ;  it  would  not  be  decent. 

Mrs  Sneak  (luithin.)  Jeriy  !  Jerry  ! 

Sneak.  I  come,  lovy.  But  you  will  be  fure  to  ftand 
by  mc  ? 

Bruin.  Trot,  nincompoop. 

Sneak.   Well,  if  I  don't-— I  wifli— 

Mrs  Sneak  ('within.)  Where  is  this  lazy  puppy  a-loi- 
tering  ? 

B  2  SncaL 
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Sneak,  I  come,  chuck,  as  fall  as  I  can — Good  Lord, 
what  a  fad  life  do  I  lead  !  [_Exit  Sneak. 

Bruin.  Ex  quovis  linguo  :  who  can  make  a  filk  purfe 
©f  a  few's  ear  ? 

Enter  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Come,  fon  Bruin,  we  are  all  feated  at  table, 
man  ;  we  have  but  juft  time  for  a  fnack  :  the  candidates 
are  near  upon  coming. 

Bruin.  A  poor,  paltry,  mean-fpirited — Damn  it,  be- 
fore I  would  fubmit  to  fuch  a — 

Sir  jfcic.  Come,  come,  man  ;  don't  be  fo  crufly. 

Bruin.  I  follow.  Sir  Jacob.  Damme,  when  once  af 
Tuan  gives  up  his  prerogative,  he  might  as  well  give  up 
— But,  however,  it  is  no  bread  and  butter  of  mine — 
Jeriy,  Jerry — Zounds,  1  would  Jerry  and  jerk  her  too. 

A   c   T      n. 

Scene  continues. 

Sir  Jacob,  Major  Sturgeon,   Mr  and  Mrs  Bruin,  Mk 
and  Airs  Sneak,  difcovered. 

Mrs  Sneak,   T  NDEED,  Major,  not  a  grain  of  curio- 
X   fity  !     Can  it  be  thought  that  we,  who 
have  a  lord-mayor's  fhow  every  yesir,  can  take  any  piea- 
iure  in  this  ? 

Maj,  In  time  of  war,  madam,  thefe  meetings  are  not 
amifs.  I  fancy  a  man  might  pick  up  a  good  many  re- 
cruits ;  but  in  thefe  piping  times  of  peace,  I  wonder  Sir 
Jacob  pennits  it. 

Sir  Jac.  It  would,  Major,  cofl  me  my  popularity  to 
quafh  It:  the  common  people  are  as  fond  of  their  cu- 
ftoms  as  the  barons  were  of  their  Magna  Charta :  be- 
lidcs,  my  tenants  make  fome  little  advantage. 
Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Crifpin  Heel-tap,  with  the  eledors,  are  fet  ouf 
from  the  Adam  and  Eve. 

Sir  Jac.  Gad  fo,  then  they  will  foon  be  upon  us : 
Come,  good  folks,  the  balcony  will  give  us  the  beft  view 
of  the  whole.  Major,  you  will  take  the  ladies  under 
prote(5lion. 

Maj. 
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Maj,  Sir  Jacob,  I  am  upon  guard. 

*  Sir  Jac.  I  can  tell  you,  this  Heel-tap  is  an  arch 

*  rafcal — 

*  Sneak.  And  plays  the  beft  game  at  crlbbage  in  the 

<  whole  corporation  of  Gan-att. 

*  Mrs  Sneak.  I'hat  puppy  will  always  be  a-chattering, 

*  Sneak.  Nay,   I  did  but — 

*  Mrs  Sneak.  Hold  your  tongue,    or  I'll  fend  you. 

*  home  in  an  inftant. — 

*  Sir  Jac.  Pr'ythee,    daughter ! — You  may   to-day, 

*  Major,  meet  with  fomething  that  will  put  you  in  miiid 

*  of  more  important  tranfa6lions. 

*  Maj,  Perhaps  fo. 

*  Sir  Jac.    Lack-a-day,    all  men   are   alike  ;    theii*- 

*  principles  exactly  the  fame  :   for  though  art  and  edu- 

*  cation  may  difguife  or  polifh  the  manner,  the  fame 

*  motives  and  fprings  are  univerfally  planted. 

«  Maj.  Indeed! 

*  ^^^  y^^'   Why,   in   this  mob,   this  group   of  ple- 

*  beians,  you  will  meet  with  materials  to  make  a  Sylla, 

*  a  Cicero,  a  Solon,  or  a  Csefar :  let  them  but  change 

*  conditions,  and  the  world's  great  lord  had  been  but 

*  tlie  beft  wreftler  on  the  green. 

'  Maj.  Ay,  ay ;   I  could  have  told  thefe  things  for- 

<  merly ;  but  fmce   I  have   been   in   the  army,   I   have 

*  entirely  negle£led  the  claffes. 

*  Mob  nuithout  huzza. 

*  .S';>  yac.  But  the  heroes  are  at  hand.  Major.' 
Sneak.  Father  Sir  Jacob,  might  not  we  have  a  tank- 
ard of  ftingo  above  ? 

Sir  Jac.  By  all  means. 
Sneak.  D'ye  hear,  Roger — 

\_Exeunt  into  the  balcony > 
Scene,  A  Street. 
Enter  Mob,  nvith  Heel-tap  at  their  head ;  fame  crying^ 
A  Goofe ;  others,  A  Ring  ;  others^  A  Primmer, 
Heel.   Silence  there  ;  filence. 
I/?  Mob.  Hear  neighbour  Heel-tap. 
2d  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  Crifpin. 

^d  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  him,  hear  Crifpin  ;  he  will  put 
us  into  the  model  of  the  thing  at  once. 
Ji€cl'ia^,  Why  then;  filence,  I  fay. 
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jIII.  Silence. 

Heel-tap,  Silence,  and  let  us  proceed,  neighbours^ 
V'ith  all  the  decency  and  confufion  ufual  upon  thefe  oc- 
cafions. 

j/?  Moh,  Ay,  ay,  there  is  no  doing  without  that. 

j^lL  No,  no,  no. 

Heel.  Silence  then,  and  keep  the  peace  ;  what,  is 
there  no  refpecl  paid  to  authority  ?  am  not  I  the  re- 
turning officer  ? 

y^lL  Ay,  ay,  ay. 

Heel.  Chofen  by  yourfelves,  and  approved  of  by  Sir 
Jacob  ? 

J II.  True,  true. 

Heel.  Well  then,  be  filent  and  civil  :  Stand  back 
there,  that  gentleman  without  a  fhirt,  and  make  room 
for  your  betters.     Whereas  Simon  Snuffle  the  fexton  ! 

Snuffle.  Here. 

Heel.  Let  him  come  forward ;  we  appoint  him  our 
fecretary  :  for  Simon  is  a  fcoUard,  and  can  read  written 
liand  ;  and  fo  let  him  be  refpefted  accordingly. 

2id  Mob.  Room  for  mailer  Snuffie. 

Heel.  Here,  ftand  by  me  ;  and  let  us,  neighbours^ 
proceed  to  open  the  premunire  of  the  thing  :  but,  firft, 
your  reverence  to  the  lord  of  the  manor  ;  a  long  life  and 
a  merry  one  to  our  landlord  Sir  Jacob  !  huzza  I 

Mob.  Huzza  ! 

Sneak,  How  fares  it,  honeft  Crifpin  ? 

Heel.  Servant,  Mailer  Sneak. — Let  us  now  open  the 
premunire  of  the  thing,  which  I  ftiall  do  briefly,  with 
iill  the  loquacity  poflible  ;  that  is,  in  a  medium  way  ; 
which,  that  we  may  the  better  do  it,  let  the  fecretary 
read  the  names  of  the  candidates,  and  what  they  fay  for 
themfelves ;  and  tlien  we  fhall  know  what  to  fay  of 
them.     Mailer  Snuffle,  begin. 

Snuf.  "  To  the  worthy  inhabitants  of  the  ancient  cor- 
<*  poration  of  Garratt :  Gentlemen,  your  votes  and  in- 
*«  terell  are  humbly  requelled  in  favour  of  Timothy 
"  Goofe,  to  fucceed  your  late  worthy  mayor,  Mr  Ri- 
*^  chard  Dripping,  in  the  faid  oflice,  he  being 

Heel.  This  Goofe  is  but  a  kind  of  golling,  a  fort  of 
fneaking  fcoun'drel :  who  is  he  ? 

Su'jf^  A  journeyman  taylor  from  Putney. 
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Heel.  A  journeyman  taylor!  A  rafcal,  has  he  the 
impudence  to  tranfpire  to  be  mayor  ?  D'ye  confider, 
neighbours,  the  weight  of  this  oiBice  ?  Why,  it  is  a 
burden  for  the  back  of  a  porter  j  and  can  you  think  that 
this  crofs-legg'd  cabbage-eating  fon  of  a  cucumber,  thia 
whey-fac'd  ninny,  who  is  but  the  ninth  part  of  a  man, 
has  llrength  to  fupport  it  ? 

I/?  Mob,  No  Goofe  !   no  Goofe  ! 

2d  Mob.  A  Goofe! 

HeeL   Hold  your  hiffing,  and  proceed  to  the  next. 

Snuf.  "  Your  votes  are  defired  for  Matthew  Mug." 

iji  Mob.  A  Mug  !  a  Mug ! 

Heel.  Oh,  oh ;  what,  you  are  all  ready  to  have  a 
touch  of  the  tankard  ?  But  fair  and  foft,  good  neigh- 
bours :  let  us  tafte  this  Mailer  Mug  before  we  fwallow 
him  ;  and,  unlefs  1  am  miftaken,  you  will  find  him  a 
damn'd  bitter  draught. 

\J}  Mob.  A  Mug  !  a  Mug  ! 

2d  Mob.  Hear  him  ;  hear  Mafter  Heel-tap  ? 

iji  Mob.  A  Mug  1  a  Mug  ! 

Heel.  Harkye,  you  fellow  with  your  mouth  full  of 
Mug,  let  me  alTc  you  a  queflion — bring  him  forward- 
Pray,  is  not  this  Matthew  Mug  a  victualler  ? 

^d  Mob.   I  believe  he  may. 

Heel.  And  lives  at  the  fign  of  the  Adam  and  Eve  ? 

3^  Mob.   I  behevc  he  may. 

Heel.  Now  anfwer  upon  your  honour,  and  as  you  are 
a  gentleman,  what  is  the  prefent  prke  of  a  quart  of 
home-brew'd  at  the  Adam  and  Eve  ? 

3^  Mob.  I  don't  know. 

Heel.  You  lie,  firrah ;  an't  it  a  groat  ? 

7,d  Mob.  I  believe  it  may. 

Heel.  Oh,  may  be  fo.  Now,  neighbours,  here's  a 
pretty  rafcal;  this  fame  Mug,  becaufe,  d'ye  fee,  Hate- 
affairs  would  not  jog  glibly  without  laying  a  farthing  a 
quart  upon  ale,  this  fcoundrel,  not  contented  to  take 
things  in  a  medium  way,  has  had  the  impudence  to  raife 
it  a  penny.  ** 

Mob.  No  Mug  !  no  Mug  ! 

Heel.  So,  I  thought  I  fhould  crack  Mr  Mug.  Come, 
proceed  to  the  next^  Sinxon, 

:       '  '  Snuf, 
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Snuf.  The  next  upon  the  lift  is  Peter  Primmer  the 
fchoolmafter. 

Heel  Ay,  neighbours,  and  a  fufficient  man  :  let  me 
tell  you,  Mafter  Primmer  is  the  man  for  my  money ;  a 
man  of  learning,  that  can  lay  down  the  law  :  why,  ad- 
zooks,  he  is  wife  enough  to  puzzle  the  parfon  ;  and 
then,  how  30U  have  heard  him  oration  at  the  Adam 
and  Eve  of  a  Saturday  night,  about  Ruflia  and  Pruf- 
fia.  Ecod,  George  Gage  the  excifeman  is  nothing  at 
all  to  un. 

4M  Mob.  A  Primmer  ! 

Heel.  Ay,  if  the  folks  above  did  but  know  him  ; — 
why,  lads,  he  will  make  us  all  ftatefmen  in  time. 

2d  Mob.  Indeed! 

Heel.  Why,  he  fwears  as  how  all  the  mifcarriages  are 
«)wing  to  the  great  people's  not  learning  to  read. 

3^  Mob.   Indeed  ! 

Heel.  For,  fays  Peter,  fays  he,  if  they  w^ould  but 
once  fubmit  to  be  learned  by  me,,  there  is  no  knowing 
to  what  a  pitch  the  nation  might  rife* 

■ijl  Mob.  Ay,  I  wifli.  they  would. 

Sneak,  Crifpin,  what,  is  Peter  Primmer  a  candidate  ? 

HeeL  He  is,  Mafter  Sneak. 

Sneakf  Lord,  I  know  him,  mun,  as  well  as  my  mo- 
ther :  why,  I  ufed  to  go  to  his  ledlures  to  Pewterer's- 
hall  along  with  deputy  Firkin. 

HeeL  Like  enough. 

Sneak.  Ods  me,  brother  Bruin,  can  you  tell  what  is 
become  of  my  vife  ? 

Bruin.   She  is  gone  off  with  the  Major. 

Sneak.  Mayhap  to  take  a  walk  in  the  garden  :  I  will 
go  and  take  a  peep  at  what  they  are  doing. 

\^Exit  Sneak. 
Mob  nvithout  huzza. 

Heel.  Gadfo !  tlie  candidates  are  coming.  Come, 
neighbours,  *  range  yourfelves  to  the  right  and  left,  that 
*  you  may  be  canvafs'd  in  order  :'  let  us  fee  who  comes 
Jfirft? 

jji  Mob.  Mafter  Mug. 

Heel.  Now,  neighbours,  have  a  good  caution  that 
this  Mafter  Mug  does  not  cajole  you  j  he  is  a  damn'd 
judavering  fellow.- 

EnUr 
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Enter  Matthew  Mug. 

*  Mug.  Gentlemen,  I  am  the  lowell  of  your  flaves : 
'  Mr  Heel-tap,  have  the  honour  of  killing  your  hand. 

*  Heel.  There,  did  not  I  tell  you? 

*  Mug.  Ah,  my  very  good  friend,   I  hope  your  fa- 
ther is  well  \ 

*  I/?  Moh.  He  is  dead. 

Mug.  So  he  is.     Mr  Grub,  if  my  wifhes  prevail, 

*  your  very  good  wife  is  in  health. 

*  zd  Moh.  Wife  !    1  never  was  married. 

*  Mug.  No  more  you  were.     Well,  neighbours  and 

*  friends — ^Ah  !   what,  honeft  Dick  Bennet ! 

*  'i^d  Mob.  My  name  is  Gregory  Gubbius. 

*  Mug.  You  are   right,  it  is  fo  \  and  how  fares ^  it 

*  with  good  Mr  Gubbins  ? 

«  ^d  Mob.  Pretty  tight,  Mailer  Mug. 

*  Mug.  I  am  exceedingly  happy  to  hear  it. 

*  ^th  Moh.  Hark'ye,  Mailer  Mug, 

*  Mug.  Your  pleafure,  my  very  dear  friend  ? 

<  4M  Mob.  Why  as  how  and  concerning  our  young 
<  one  at  home. 

*  Mug.  Right,  Ihe  is  a  prodigious  promifing  girl. 

*  Ofth  Mob.  Girl  !   Zooks,  why  'tis  a  boy. 

*  Mug.  Tnie,  a  fine  boy  !     1  love  and  honour  the 

*  child. 

*  4M  Moh.    Nay,   'tis  none  fuch  a  child  j  but  you 

*  promised  to  get  un  a  place. 

*  Mug.  A  place  !  what  place  ? 

<  £fth  Moh.  Why,  a  gentleman's  fervice,  you  know. 

*  Mug.   It  is  done  ;  it  is  fix'd  ;  it  is  fettled. 

*  dfth  Mob.  And  when  is  the  lad  to  take  oh  ? 

'  Mug.  He  mull  go  in  a  fortnight  at  fartheft. 

<  a^th  Mob,  And  is  it  a  pretty  goodilh  birth.  Mailer 
«  Mug? 

«  Mug.  The  bell  in  the  world  ;  head-butler  to  Lady 

*  Barbara  Bounce. 

*  4M  Moh.  A  lady ! 

*  Mug.  The  wages  are  not  much,  but  the  vails  are, 

*  amazing. 

*  A,th  Moh.  Barbara  Bunch  ? 

*  Mug.  Yes ;  (he  has  routs  on  Tuefdays  and  Sundays, 

''         «  and 
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*  and  he  gathers  the  tables  ;  only  he  finds  candles,  cards, 

*  coffee,  and  tea. 

*  4//;  Mob.    Is  Lady  Barbara's  work  pretty  tight  ? 

*  Mug.  As  good  as  a  finecme  ;  he  only  writes  cards 

*  to  her  company,  and  dreffes  his  miftrefs's  hair. 

*  ^th  Mob.  Hair!    Zounds,  why  Jack  was  bred  to 

*  dreffing  of  horfes. 

*  Mug,  True  J  but  he  is  fuffered  to  do  that  by  de- 
«  puty. 

«  4M  Mob.  May  be  fo. 
^  *  Mug.  It  is  fo.     Hark*ye,  dear  Heel-tap,  who  is 

*  this  fellow  ?  1  fhould  reniember  his  face. 

*  Heel.  And  don't  you  ? 

*  Mug^  Not  I,  I  profefs. 
«  Heel  No  ! 

*  Mug.  No. 

*  HeeL  Well  faid,    Mafter  Mug;    but   come,    time 
<  wears :  have  you  any  thing  more  to  fay  to  the  corpo- 

*  ration  ?* 

Mug.  Gentlemen  of  the  corporation  of  Garrat — 
Heel.  Now,  twig  him ;  now,  mind  him :   mark  how 
he  hawls  his  mufcks  about. 

Mug,  The  honour  I  this  day  folicit,  will  be  to  me 
the  moll  honourable  honour  that  can  be  conferr'd ;  and 
fliould  I  fucceed,  you,  gentlemen,  may  depend  on  my 
ufing  my  utmoft  endeavours  to  promote  the  good  of  the 
borough  ;  for  which  purpofe,  the  encouragement  of  your 
trade  and  manufadlories  will  moil  principally  tend.  Gar- 
ratt,  it  mud  be  owned,  is  an  inland  town,  and  has  not, 
like  Wandfworth,  and  Fulham,  and  Putney,  the  glo- 
rious advantage  of  a  port ;  but  what  nature  has  denied, 
indullry  may  fupply  :  cabbage,  carrots,  and  colly-flowers, 
may  be  deemed  at  prefcnt  your  ftaple  commodities ;  but 
why  fhould  not  your  commerce  be  extended  ?  Were  I, 
gentlemen,  worthy  to  advife,  I  fhould  recommend  the 
opening  a  new  branch  of  trade  ;  fparagrafs,  gentlemen, 
the  manufacturing  of  fparagrafs.  Batterfea,  I  own, 
gentlemen,  bears  at  prefent  the  bell ;  but  where  lies 
the  fault  ?  In  ourfelves,  gentlemen  :  let  us,  gentlemen, 
but  exert  our  natural  flrength,  and  I  will  take  upon  me 
to  fay,  that  a  hundred  of  grafs  from  the  corporation  of 

Garratt 
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Garratt  will,  in  a  fhort  time,  at  the  London  market,  be 
held  at  leaft  as  an  equivalent  to  a  Batterfea  bundle. 

Mo!?.  A  Mug  !  a  Mug  ! 

Heel.  Damn  the  fellow,  what  a  toiigue  he  has  !  I 
muft  ftep  in,  or  he  will  carry  the  day.  Harkee,  Ma- 
iler Mug  ? 

Mug.  Your  pleafure,  my  very  good  friend  ? 

I/eef.  No  flummering  me  :  1  tell  thee,  Matthew, 
-'twont  do :  why,  as  to  this  article  of  ale  here,  how 
comes  it  about,  that  you  have  rais'd  it  a  penny  a  quart  ? 

Mug.  A  word  in  your  ear,  Crifpin  ;  you  and  your 
friends  fliall  have  it  at  three  pence. 

Hee/.  What,  firrah,  d'ye  offer  a  bribe  ?  D'ye  dare 
to  corrupt  me,  you  fcoundrel  ? 

Mui^.  Gentlemen  — 

Heel,  Here,  neighbours  ;  the  fellow  has  offer'd  to 
bate  a  penny  a  quart,  if  fo  be  as  how  I  would  be  con- 
fenting  to  impofe  upon  you. 

Mob,  No  Mug  !  no  Mug  ! 

Mug.  Neighbours,  friends — 

Mob.  No  Mug ! 

Mug.  I  believe  this  is  the  firft  borough  that  ever  was 
loft  by  the  returning  officer's  refufmg  a  bribe. 

\_Exit  Mug. 

2d  Muh.  Let  us  go  and  pull  down  his  fign. 

Heel.  Hold,  hold,  no  riot :  but,  that  we  may  not 
give  Mug  time  to  pervert  the  votes  and  carry  the  day, 
let  us  proceed  to  the  eleftion. 

Mob.  Agreed  !  agreed  ! 

\_Exit  Heel-tap  andVloh^ 
*   Sir  Jacob,  Bruin,  and  Wife,  coJNe  from  the  balcony. 

Sir  jfac.  Well,  fon  Bruin,  how  d'ye  relifh  the  cor- 
poration of  Garratt  ? 

Bruin.  Why,  lookye.  Sir  Jacob  ;  my  way  is  always 
to  fpeak  what  I  think  :   I  don't  approve  on't  at  all. 

Mrs  Bruin.  No  ! 

Sir  Jac.  And  what's  your  objeftion  ? 

Bruin.  Why,  I  was  never  over-fond  of  your  May- 
games  ;  befides,  corporations  are  too  ferious  things  ;  they 
are  edge-tools,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir 

•  The  id  zCt  ufually  begins  here  ;  and  the  whole  foregoing 
Iccncs,  fro.Tj  th<;  end  of  aft  I,  arc  omitte  1, 
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Sir  Jac.  That  they  are  frequently  tools,  I  can  readily 
grant :  but  I  never  heard  much  of  their  edge. 

Mrs  Bruin,  Well  now,  I  proteil,  I  am  pleas'd  tt'ith 
ft  mightily. 

Bruin.  And  who  the  devil  doubts  it  ? — You  women 
folks  are  eafily  pleas'd. 

Mrs  Bruin.  Well,  I  like  it  fo  well,  that  I  hope  to 
fee  one  every  year. 

Bruin.  Do  you  ?  Why  then  you  will  be  damnably  bit  : 
you  may  take  your  leave,  I  can  tell  you  ;  for  this  is  the 
iaft  you  fliall  fee. 

Sir  yac.  Fie,  Mr  Bruin,  how  can  you  be  fuch  a 
bear  ?  is  that  a  manner  of  treating  your  wife  ? 

Bruin.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  would  have  me  fuch  a 
fiiiveling  fot  as  your  fon-in-law  Sneak,  to  truckle  and 
cringe,  to  fetch  and  to — 

Enter  Sneak  in  a  violent  hurry. 

Stieak.  Where's  brother  Bruin  !  O  Lord,  brother, 
I  have  fuch  a  difmal  ftory  to  tell  you. 

Bruin.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sneak.  Why,  you  know  I  went  into  the  garden  to 
look  for  my  vife  and  the  Major,  and  there  I  hunted  and 
hunted  as  fharp  as  if  it  had  been  for  one  of  my  own  mi- 
nickens ;  but  the  deuce  a  major  or  madam  could  I  fee  : 
at  laft,  a  thought  came  into  my  head  to  look  for  them 
up  in  the  fummer-houfe. 

Bruin.  And  there  you  found  them  ? 

Sneak.  I'll  tell  you  :  the  door  was  lock'd  ;  and  then 
I  look'd  through  the  key-hole  ;  and  there,  Lord  a  mer- 
cy upon  us  !    \_IVhif pets']  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

Bruin^  Indeed !  Zounds,  why  did  not  you  break 
open  the  door  ? 

Sneak.  I  durft  not :  What,  would  you  have  me  fet 
my  wit  to  a  foldier  ?  I  warrant  the  Major  would  have 
knock'dme  down  with  one  of  his  boots ;  for  I  could  fee 
they  were  both  of  them  off. 

Bruin.  Very  well  !  pretty  doings !  You  fee^  Sir 
Jacob,  thefe  are  the  fruits  of  indulgence  :  You  may  call 
me  bear,  but  your  daughter  Ihall  never  make  me  a 
beaft. 

Mob  huzzas* 
2  Sir 
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.    Sir  Jac,  Hey-day !  What,  is  the   eledion  over  al- 
ready ? 

Enter  Crifpin,  ^c*. 

Hsel  Where  is  Mailer  Sneak  ? 

Sneak.   Here,  Crifpin. 

Heel.  The  ancient  corporation  of  Garratt,  in  confi- 
deration  of  your  great  parts  and  abilities,  and  out  of  re- 
fpeft  to  their  landlord  Sir  Jacob,  have  unanimoufly 
chofen  you  mayor. 

Sneak.  Me  !  huzza !  Good  Lord,  who  would  have 
thought  it !   But  how  came  Mafter  Primmer  to  lofc  it  ? 

Heel,  Why,  Phill  Fleam  had  told  the  eledors,  that 
Mafter  Primmer  was  an  Irirtiman ;  and  fo  they  would 
none  of  them  give  their  vote  for  a  foreigner. 

Sneak.  So  then  1  have  it  for  certain  ;  huzza  !  Now, 
brother  Bruin,  you  fhall  fee  how  I'll  manage  my  ma- 
dam :  Gad,  Til  make  her  know  I  am  a  man  of  autho- 
rity ;  fhe  fhan't  think  to  bullock  and  domineer  over  me. 

Bruin.   Now  for  it,   Sneak  ;  the  enemy's  at  hand. 

Sneak.   You  promife  to  ftand  by  me,  brother  Bruin  ? 

Bruin.  Tooth  and  nail. 

Sneak.  Then  now  for  it ;  I  am  ready,  let  her  come 
when  flie  will. 

Enter  Mrs  Sneak. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Where  is  the  puppy  ? 

Sneak.  Yes,  yes  ;  flie  is  axing  for  me. 

Airs  Sneak.  So,  fot  ;  what,  is  this  true  that  I  hear  ? 

Sneak.  May  be  'tis,  may  be  'tant :  I  don't  choofe  to 
trull  my  affairs  with  a  voman.  Is  that  right,  brother 
Bruin  ? 

Bruin.   Fine  !  don't  bate  her  an  inch. 

Sneak.  Stand  by  me. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Hey-day  !  I  am  amaz'd  !  Why,  what 
is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Sneak.  The  meaning  is  plain,  that  I  am  grown  a 
man,  and  vil  do  what  I  pleafc,  without  being  account- 
able to  nobody. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Why,  the  fellow  is  furcly  bewitch'd. 

Sneak.  No,  I  am  un\A'itch'd,  and  that  you  fhall  know 
to  your  coil ;  and  ilnce  you  provoke  me,  1  will  tell  you 
a  bit  of  my  mind  :  what,  I  am  the  hufband  I  hope  ? 

Bruin,  That's  right  j  at  her  again. 

Vol,.  II.  C  Sneak. 
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Sneak,  Yes  ;  and  yo«  {han't  think  to  he6lor  and  do- 
iTiIneer  over  me  as  you  have  done  ;  for  I'll  go  to  the 
club  when  I  pleafe,  and  ftay  out  as  late  as  1  lilt,  and 
row  in  a  boat  to  Putney  on  Sundays,  and  wifit  my 
friends  at  Vitfontide,  and  keep  the  key  of  the  till,  and 
help  myfelf  at  table  to  vliat  vittles  I  like  ;  and  Til  have 
a  bit  of  the  brown. 

Bruin,   Bravo,  brother  !     Sneak,  the  day*8  your  own. 

Sneak.  An't  it !  Vhy,  I  did  not  think  it  vas  in  rac  ; 
fhall  I  tell  her  all  1  know  ? 

Bruin.  Every  thing ;  you  fee  The  is  flrjck  dumb. 

Sneak,  As  an  oyfter.  Befides,  Madam,  I  have  fome- 
thing  furder  to  tell  you :  ecod,  if  fome  folks  go  into 
gardens  with  majors,  mayhap  other  people  may  go  into 
garrets  with  maids. There,  I  gave  it  her  home,  bro- 
ther Bruin. 

Mrs  Sneak,  Why,  ^doodle,  jackanapee,  harkee,  who 
am  I  ? 

Sneak,  Come,  don't  go  to  call  names  :  Am  I  ? — ^vhy, 
jny  wife,  and  I  am  your  mafter. 

Mrs  Sneak,  My  mafter  !  you  paltry,  puddling  pnppy  ; 
you  fneaking,  fliabby,  fcrubby,  fuivelling  whelp  ! 

S?ieak.   Brother  Bruin,  don't  let  her  come  near  me. 

Mrs  Sneak,  Have  I,  firrah,  demean'd  myfelf  to  wed 
fuch  a  thing,  fuch  a  reptile  as  thee  !  Have  I  not  made 
myfelf  a  bye-word  to  all  my  acquaintance  !  Don't  all 
the  world  cry.  Lord,  who  would  have  thought  it,  Mifs 
Molly  Jollup  to  be  married  to  Sneak  !  to  take  up  at  laft 
ivith  fuch  a  noodle  as  he  ! 

Sneak,  Ay,  and  glad  enough  you  could  catch  me  : 
you  know  you  was  pretty  near  your  laft  legs. 

Mrs  Sneak,  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  confident  cur  ?  My 
laft  legs !  Why,  all  the  country  knows,  1  could  have 
pick'd  and  choos'd  where  I  would  :  did  not  I  refufe 
Squire  Ap-Griffith  from  Wales  ?  did  not  Oumfellor  Crab 
come  a-courting  a  twelvemonth  ?  did  not  Mr  Wort,  the 
great  brev/er  of  Brentford,  make  an  offer  that  Ifhould 
keep  my  poft-chay  ? 

Sneak,  Nay,  brother  Bruin,  fhe  has  had  werry  good 
proffers,  that  is  certain. 

Mrs  Sneak,  My  laft  legs  ! — But  I  can  rein  my  paf- 
fion  no  longer  j  let  me  get  at  the  villain. 

Bruin, 
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Bruiiu  O  fie,  fifter  .Sneak. 

l^neak.   Hold  her  fail. 

Mrs  Sneak,  Mr  Bruin,  unhand  mc  :  what,  it  is  you 
that  have  iHrred  up  thcfe  coals  then  ;  he  is  fet  on  by 
you  to  abufe  me. 

Bruin.  Not  1  ;  I  would  only  have  a  man  to  behave 
like  a  man. 

Mrs  Sneak.  What,  and  are  you  to  teach  him  I  war.  ■ 
rant — But  here  cornes  the  Major. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon, 
Oh  Major  !  fueh  a  riot  and  rumpus  !  Like  a  man  in^ 
deed  !  I  willi  people  would  mind  their  own  affairs,  and 
not  meddle  with  matters  that  does  not  concern  them  : 
but  all  in  good  time  ;  I  fhall  one  day  catch  him  alone, 
when  he  has  not  his  bullies  to  back  him. 

Sneak.  Adod,  that's  true,  brother  Bruin  ;  what  fhall 
I  do  when  fhe  has  me  at  home,  and  nobody  by  but  our  ; 
fclves  ? 

Bruin*  If  you  get  her  once  under,  you  may  do  with 
her  whatever  you  wiU. 

Maj,  Look  ye,  Mafler  Bruin,  I  don't  know  how 
this  behaviour  may  fuit  with  a  citizen  ;  but  were  you  an 
officer,  and  Major  Sturgeon  upon  your  court-martial — f 

Bruin.   What  then  ?  "" 

Maj.  Then  !   why  then  you  would  be  broke. 

Bruin,   Broke  !   and  for  what  ? 

Maj.  What !  read  the  articles  of  war  :  but  thefe  things 
are  out  of  your  fpear ;  points  of  honour  are  for  the  fons 
of  the  fword. 

Sneak.  Honour !  if  you  come  to  that,  where  was 
your  honour  v/hen  you  got  my  vife  in  the  garden  ? 

Maj.  Novr,  Sir  Jacob,  this  is  the  curfe  of  our  cloth  : 
all  fufpefted  for  the  faults  of  a  few. 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  not  without  rcafon  :  I  heard  of  your 
tricks  at  the  king  of  Bohemy,  when- you  was  campain- 
ing  about ;  I  did.  Father  Sir  Jacob,  he  is  as  wicious 
as  an  old  ram. 

Maj.  Stop  whilfl  you  are  fafe,  Mafler  Sneak :  for 
the  fake  of  your  amiable  lady,  1  pardon  what  is  pafl— ^ 
But  for  you —  " 

Bruin.  Well  ! 

Maj.  Dread  the  vvhole  force  cf  my  fury. 

C  2  '  Brimu 
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Bruin.    Why,    look  ye,    Major    Sturgeon,    I  don't  ^ 
much  care  for  your  poppers  and  fliarps,  becaufe  why, 
they  are  out  of  my  way  ;  but  if  you  will  doff  with  your 
boots,  and  box  a  couple  of  bouts. 

IVlaj.  Box  !  box  ! — Blades,  bullets,  bagfhot ! 

Mrs  Sneak,  Not  for  the  world,  my  dear  Major !  O 
rifle  not  fo  precious  a  life  !  Ungrateful  wretches  !  and 
is  this  the  reward  for  all  the  great  feats  he  has  done  ? 
After  all  his  marchings,  his  foufings,  his  fweatings,  his 
fwimmings  ;  muft  his  dear  blood  be  fpilt  by  a  broker  ? 

MaJ.  Be  fatisfied,  fweet  Mrs  Sneak  ;  thefe  little  fra- 
cafes  we  foldiers  are  fubje6l  to  ;  trifles,  bagatailes,  Mrs 
Sneak.  But  that  matters  may  be  conduced  in  a  mili- 
tary manner,  I  will  get  our  chaplain  to  pen  mc  a  chal- 
lenge.    Expe6l  to  hear  from  my  adjutant. 

Mrs  Sfieak,    Major,    Sir  Jacob ;  what,    are   you  all 

Icagu'd  againil  his  dear A  man,  yes ;  a  very  manly 

aclion  indeed,  to  ftt  married  people  a-quarrelling,  artd 
ferment  a  difference  between  hufband  and  wife  :  if  you 
were  a  man,  you  would  not  (land  by  and  fee  a  poor  wo- 
man beat  and  abus'd  by  a  brute,  you  would  not. 

Sneak.  Oh  Lord,   I  can  hold  out  no  longer  !      Why, 
•brother  Bruin,  you  have  fet  her  a  veepingj   my  life,  my 
lovy,  don't  veep :  did  I  ever  think  I  (hould  have  made 
my  Molly  to  veep  ! 

Mrs  Sneak.  Laft  legs  !  you  lubberly— 

IStr/ker  him» 

Sir  Jac.   Oh  fie,  Molly. 

Mrs  Sneak.  What,  are  you  leagued  againft  me,  Sir 
Jacob  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Prithee  don't  expofe  yourfelf  before  the 
whole  parifli.     But  what  has  been  the  occafion  of  this  ? 

Mrs  Sneak.  Why,  has  not  he  gone  and  made  himfelf 
the  fool  of  the  fair  ?  Mayor  of  Garratt  indeed  !  ecod, 
I  could  trample  him  under  my  feet. 

Sneak.  Nay,  why  fhould  you  grudge  me  my  purfar- 
ment  ? 

Mrs  Sneak.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  an  oaff  ?  Why, 
thee  wilt  ,be  pointed  at  wherever  thee  goeft.  Look  ye, 
Jerry,  mind  what  I  fay  ;  go,  get  'em  to  choofe  fome- 
body  elfe,  or  never  come  near  me  again. 

Sneak.  What  fhall  I  do,  father  Sir  Jacob  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Jae,  Nay,  daughter,  you  take  this  thing  in  too 
ferious  a  h'ght  j  my  honeil  neighbours  thought  to  com- 
pliment me  :  but  come,  we'll  fettle  the  bufinefs  at  once. 
Neighbours,  my  fon  Sneak  being  fcldom  amongft  us, 
the  duty  will  never  be  done  :  fo  we  will  get  our  honeffc 
friend  Heel-tap  to  execute  the  office ;  he  is,  I  think, 
every  way  qualified. 

Moh.  A  Heel-tap  ! 

HseL  What  d'ye  mean  ?  as  Mailer  Jeremy's  deputy  ? 

Sir  Jac^  Ay,  ay,  his  Iccum  tenens. 

Sneak.  Do,  Crilpin  ;  do  be  my  locum  tenens* 

Heel.  Give  me  your  hand.  Mailer  Sneak,  and  to 
oblige  you  I  will  be  the  lociwi  tenens » 

Sir  Jac.  So,  that  is  fettled  :  but  now  to  heal  the 
other  bre.ach.  Come,  Major,  the  gentlemen  of  your 
cloth  feldom  bear  malice  ;  let  me  interpofe  between  you 
and  my  fon. 

Maj.  Your  fon  in-law.  Sir  Jacob,  does  deferve  a  ca- 
fligation  ;  but  on  recollei^ieti,  a  cit  would  but  fully  my 
arms.      I  forgive  him. 

Sir  yac.  I'hat's  right :  as  a  token  of  amity,  and  to 
celebrate  our  feaft,  let  us  call  in  the  fiddles.  Now,  if 
the  Major  had  but  his  flioes,.  he  might  join  in  a  coun- 
try-dance. 

Maj,  Sir  Jacob,  no  (hoes  ;  a  major  muft  be  never  out 
of  his  boots  ;  always  ready  for  a<2:ion.  Mrs  Sneak  will 
find  me  lightfome  enough. 

Sneak.  What,    are  all   the  vomen   engaged  ?     Wliy 
then  my  locufn  ienens  and  I  will  jigg  together.     Forget 
and  forgive.   Major. 
.   Maj.  Freely. 

Nor  be  it  fald,  that  after  all  my  toil, 

I  ftain'd  my  regimentals  by  a  broil. 

To  you  I  dedicate  boots,  fword,  and  fliieldj 

Sir  Jac.  As  harmlefs  in  the  chamber  as  the  field. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr  HAVARD. 


AN  ancient  fage,  when  death  approach'd  his  bed,       « 
Confign'd  to  Pluto  his  devoted  head  ; 
And,  tliat  no  fiend  might  hifs,  or  prove  uncivil. 
With  vows  and  pray'rs  he  fairly  brib'd  the  Devil  : 
Yet  neither  vows  nor  pray'rs,  nor  rich  oblation, 
Cou'd  always  fave  the  finner — from  damnation. 
Thus  authors,  tott'ring  on  the  brink  of  fate, 
The  critic's  rage  with  prologues  deprecate  ; 
Yet  oft  the  trembling  bard  implores  in  vain, 
The  wit  profefs'd  turns  out  a  dunce  in  grain  ; 
No  plea  can  then  avert  the  dreadful  fentencc. 
He  mud  be  damn'd — in  fpite  of  all  repentance. 

Here  juftice  feems  from  her  ftraight  lijie  to  vary,. 
No  guilt  attends  a  fa£t  involuntary  ; 
This  maxim  the  whole  cruel  charge  deftroys. 
No  poet  fure  was  ever  dull — by  choice. 

So  pleads  our  culprit  in  his  own  defence, 
You  cannot  prove  his  dulnefs  is — prepcnfe. 

He  means  to  pleafe — he  owns  no  other  view  ; 
And  now  prcfentsyou  with — a  fea-ragout. 
A  difii — howe'er  you  relilTi  his  endeavours,, 
.Replete  with  a  variety  of  flavours. 

A  ftout  Hibernian,  and  ferocious  Scot, 
Together  boil  in  our  enchanted  pot. 
To  taint  thefe  viands  with  the  true  fumet, 
He  fhreds  a  mufty,  vain,  French — martinet. 
This  ftale  ingredient  might  our  porridge  marr 
Without  feme  acid  juice  of  Englifo  tar. 
To  roufe  the  appetite  the  drum  fhall  rattle. 
And  the  defert  (hall  be  a  bloodlcfs  battle.-- 

What  heart  will  fail  to  glow,  what  eye  to  brighten, 
When  Britain's  wrath  arous'd  begins  to  lighten  ! 
Her  thunders  roll — her  fearlcfs  Tons  advance. 
And  her  red  enfigns  wave  o'er  the  pale  flow'rs  of  France^ 

Such  game  our  fathers  play'd  in  days  of  yore, 
When  Edward's  banners  fann'd  the  GaUic  Ihore  ; 
When  Howard's  arm  Eliza's  vengeance  hurl'd, 
And  Drake  diffus'd  her  fame  around  the  world. 

Still  (hall  that  godlike  flame  your  bofoms  fire. 
The  gen'rous  fon  Ihal)  emulate  the  fire, 
Her  ancient  fplendor  England  fliall  maintain, 
O'er  diftant  realms  extend  her  genial  reigo. 
And  rife — th'  unrivali'd  QOifxek  of  the  ni«iii) 
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A    C    T      L 

£»Ur  Heartly  and  Brush. 
Brush. 

WELL,  if  this  be  taking  diverfion  on  the'water, 
Heav'n  fend  me  fafe  on  Englifh  ground  !   and 
if  ever  I  come  in  fight  of  the  fea  again,  may  a  watery 

grave  be  my  portion. Firft,  to  be  terrified  with  the 

thoughts  of  drowning — fecondly,  to  be  tofied  and  tum- 
bled about  like  a  foot-ball — thirdly,  to  be  drenched  with 
fea-water — fourthly,  to  be  ftunk  to-  death  with  pitch 
and  tar,  and  the  favoury  fcent  of  my  fellow -fufferers — 
fifthly,  to  be  racked  with  perpetual  puking  *  till  my 
•  guts  are  turned  infide  out* — and,  fixthly  and  laftly,, 
to  be  taken  prifoner  and  plundered  by  the  French  ! 

I/cart.   Enough — enough — 

Brujh.  Enough  ! — aye,  and  to  fpare. — I  wifh  I  could 
give  part  to  thofe  who  envy  my  good  fortune. — But  how 
will  the  good  Lady  Bloomwell  moralize  when  (he  finds 
her  daughter  Mifs  Harriet  is  fallen  into  the  hands  of- 
Monfieur  de  Champignon  \ 

Heart,  No  more — that  reflexion  alarms  me  ! — yet  I 
have  nothing  to  fear — as  there  is  no  war  declared,  we 
fhall  foon  be  releafed  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  the  French 
will  treat  us  with  their  ufual  politenefs. 

BruJh.  Pox  on  their  politenefs !  Ah,  mailer,  com- 
mend me  to  the  blunt  fincerity  of  the  true  furly  Britifli 
maltifF. — ^The  rxifcallion  that  took  my  purfe  bowed  fo 
low,  and  paid  me  fo  many  compliments,  that  I  ventu- 
red to  argue  the  matter,  in  hopes  of  convincing  him  he 
was  in  the  wrong — but  he  foon  flopped  my  mouth  with 
a  vengeance,  by  clapping  a  cocked  piflol  to  my  ear,  and 
telling  me  he  ftiould  have  the  honour  to  blow  my  brains 
out. — Another  of  thofe  polite  gentlemen  begged  leave 
to  exchange  hats  with  me— a  third  fell  in  love  with  my 
filver  flioe-buckles— nay,  that  very  individual  nice  but- 
tock of  beef,  which  I  had  juft  begun  to  furvey  with 
looks  of  dcfire,  after  the  difmal  evacuation  I  had  under- 
gone,  was  ravifhed  from  my  fight  by  two  famifhcd 

French  s 
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French  wolves,  who  beheld  it  with  equal  joy  and  aflo- 
nifhment. 

Heart,  I  mull  confefs  they  plundered  us  with  great 
dexterity  and  difpatch  ;  and  even  Monfieur  de  Cham- 
pignon, the  commander,  did  not  keep  his  hands  clear  of 
the  pillage; — An  inflance  of  rapacioufnefs  I  did  not  ex- 
pecl  to  meet  with  in  a  gentleman  and  an  officer. — Sure 
he  will  behave  as  fuch  to  Harriet. 

Brulh.  Faith,  not  to  flatter  you,  Sir,  T  take  him  to 
be  one  of  thofe  fellows  who  owe  their  good  fortune  to 
nothing  lefs  than  their  good  works. — He  firft  rifled  your 
miftrels,  and  then  made,  love  to  her  with  great  gallan- 
try— but  you  was  in  the  right  to  call  yourfelf  her  bro- 
ther— If  he  knev/  you  were  his  rival,  you  might  pafs 
your  time  very  difagreeably. 

Heart.  There  are  two  officers  on  board,  who  feem  to 
difapprove  of  his  condu6t ;  they  would  not  be  concerned 
in  robbing  us,  nor  would  they  fuiTer  their  foldiers  to 
take  any  ftiare  of  the  prey,  but  condoled  Harriet  and 
me  on  our  misfortune  with  marks  of  real  concern. 

Brujl?,  You  mean  Lieutenant  Oclabber  and  Enfign 
Maclaymore  ;  a  couple  of  damn'd  re-negadoes — You  lean 
upon  a  broken  reed  if  you  trull  to  their  compaffion. 

Heart.  Oclabber  I  knew  at  Paris,  when  I  travelled 
with  my  brother  ;  and  he  then  bore  the  character  of  an 
honefl:  man  and  a  brave  officer. — The  other  is  an  High  - 
lander,  excluded  (I  fuppofe)  from  his  own  country  on 
account  of  the  late  rebellion  ;  for  that  reafon,  perhapa, 

more  apt  to  pity  the  diftrefled. 1  fee  them  walking 

this  way  in  clofe  conference. — While  I  go  down  to  the 
cabin  to  vifit.my  dear  Harriet,  you  may  lounge  about>> 
and  endeavour  to  overhear  their  converfation.  \_Excut2t* 
Enter  Oclabber  and  Maclaymore. 
Oclah.  Arrah,  for  what  ? — I  don't  value  Monfieur  de 
Champignon  a  rotten  potatoe  ;  and  when  the  fliip  goes 
afliore,  I  will  be  after  afliing  him  a  fliivil  queftion,  as  I 
told  him  to  his  face,  v/hen  he  turned  his  back  upon  mc 
in  the  cabin. 

Mac.  Weel,  weel,  Maifter  Oclabber,  I  wonna  tak 
upon  me  to  fay  a'together  ye're  in  the  wrang — but  y^ 
ken  there's  a  time  for  a' things  ;  and  we  man  gang,  hooly 
and  fairly  while  we're  under  command. 

Oclah 
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*  Oclab.  You  may  talk  as  you  plaife,  Mr  Maclaymore, 
—you're  a  man  of  learning,  honey.  Indeed,  indeed,  I 
am  always  happy  when  you  are  fpaiking,  whether  I  am 
afleep  or  awake  a  gra  :  But,  by  my  fhoul,  I  will  main- 
tain, after  the  braith  is  out  of  my  body,  that  the  Eng- 
iiili  pleafurc-boat  had  no  right  to  be  taken  before  the 
declaration  of  war,  much  more  the  prifoners  to.be  plun- 
dered, which  you  know  is  the  prerogative  of  pirates  and 
privateers. 

Mac.  To  be  fure,  the  law  of  nations  does  na  prefciud 
that  privilege  in  aftual  war ;  for  ye  ken,  in  ajicieut 
times,  the  s'ldiox  x.t\j^\\\t  fpoUa  opima  ;  and  in  my  coun- 
try to  this  very  day  vre  follmv  the  auld  pradlice,  pecur 
dum  pr.edas  agerc.  But  then  ye  maun  tak  notice,  nac 
gentleman  wad  plunder  a  Icddy — awa',  awa'  ! — fie  for 
for  ftiame  !  and  a  right  fonfy  damfel  too.  Pm  furc  it 
made  my  heart  wae,  to  fee  the  faut  brine  come  happing 
o'er  her  winfome  cheeks. 

Oclah.  Devil  burn  me,  but  my  bowels  wept  fait  water 
to  fee  her  fweet  face  look  fo  forrowful ! — Och,  the  de- 
licate creature  ! — fhe's  the  very  moral  of  my  own  honey, 
dear  Sheelah  o'Shannaghan,  *  whom  I  left  big  with  child 

*  In  the  county  of  Fermanaghan,  grammachree  !*— ' 
Ochone  my  dear  Sheelah . — *  Look  here,  fhe  made  me 

*  this  fword-belt,  of  the  fliin  of  a  fca-wolf  that  I  fhot 

*  at  the  mouth  of  the  Shannon — and  I  gave  her  at  part- 

*  ing  a  nun's  difcipline  to  keep  her  fweet  flcefh  in  or- 

<  der — Och,  my  dear  honey  captain,  cried  fhe,   I  fhall 

<  never  do  penance  but  I  will  be  thinking  of  you. — ' 
Ah,  poor  Sheelah!  {he  once  met  with  a  terrible  misfor- 
tune gra :  we  were  all  a  merry-making  at  the  caille  of 
Ballyclough  ;  and  fo  Sheelah  having  drank  a  cup  too 
much,  honey,  fell  down  flairs  out  of  a  window.  When 
1  came  to  her,  fhe  told  me  flie  was  fpeechlefs ;  *  and  by 

*  my  flioul  it  was  tree  long  weeks  before  fhe  got  upon 

*  her  legs  again  :*  then  I  compofed  a  lamentation  in  the 
Irifh  tongue — and  fung  it  to  the  tune  of  drbnmendoo'i 
but  a  friend  of  mine,  of  the  order  of  St  Francis,  has 
made  a  relation  of  it  into  Englifh,  and  it  goes  very  well 
to  the  words  of  Elcn  a  Roon . 

*  Mac,  Whether  is't  an  elegy  or  a  ode  1 

•  OckK 
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*  Oclab.  How  the  devil  can  it  be  odd,  when  the  ver- 

*  fes  are  all  even  ? 

*  Mac.  Gif  it  be  an  elegy,  it  muil  be  written  in  the 
<  carmen  elegiacum ;  or  gifF  it  be  an  ode,  it  may  be 
«  momocolos,  dicolos,  tctraftrophos — or  perhaps  it's  loofc 

*  iambics. 

*  Oclab,  Arra,    upon  my  confcience   I  believe  it  i* 

*  fimple  fhambrucks,  honey.'     But  if  you'll  hold  your 
tongue,  you  fhall  fee  with  your  own  eyes. 

SONG. 

Ye  fwains  of  the  Shannon,  fair  Sheelah  is  gone. 
Ye  fwains  of  the  Shannon,  fair  Sheelah  is  gone  ; 
Ochone  my  dear  jewel, 
,  Why  was  you  fo  cruel, 
Amidft  my  companions  to  leave  me  alone  ? 

n. 

Tho'  Teague  fhut  the  cafement  in  Bally-clough  hall, 
Tho'  Teague  fliut  the  cafement  in  Bally-clough  hall  j 

In  the  dark  (he  was  groping, 

And  found  it  wide  open  ; 
Och,  the  devil  himfelf  could  not  Hand  fuch  a  fall. 

111. 
In  beholding  your  charms,  I  can  fee  them  no  more, 
in  beholding  your  charms,  I  can  fee  them  no  more  ; 

If  you're  dead  do  but  own  it. 

Then  you'll  hear  me  bemoan  it ; 
For  in  loud  lamentations  your  fate  I'll  deplore. 
IV. 

*  Devil  curfe  this  occafion  with  tumults  and  flrife  ! 

*  Devil  curfe  this  occaiion  with  tumults  and  ftrife  I 

*  O  the  month  of  November, 

*  She'll  hav€  Cdufe  to  remember, 

*  As  a  black-letter  day  all  the  days  of  her  life.* 

V. 
With  a  rope  I  cou'd  catch  the  dear  creature  I've  loil:  ! 
With  a  rope  I  cou'd  catch  the  dear  creature  I've  loft  ! 

But  without  a  difmifiion, 

I'd  lofe  my  commiffion. 
And  be  hang'd  with  difgrace  for  deferting  my  poft. 

Shall  I  never  fee  you,  my  lovely  Sheelah,  ihefe  feven 

long 
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long  years  ? — An  it  plalfed  God  to  bring  us  within  forty- 
miles  of  each  other,  1  would  never  defire  to  be  nearer 
all  the  days  of  my  life. 

Mac,  Hoot-fie,  Captain  Oclabber,  whare's  a'  your 
philofophy  ? — Did  you  never  read  Seneca  de  confolatione  ? 
— or  Volufenus,  my  countryman,  de  tranquiliitate  ani' 

fjti  ? Pfe   warrant  we  have  left  a  bonny  lafs  too,  in 

the  braes  of  Lochaber — my  yellow-hair' d  deary  that 
wont  to  meet  me  among  the  hether. — Heigh,  firs  I  how 
fhe  grat  and  cried,  JVae*j  my  heart  that  ive  Jljould  ftwder, 
Whifht,  what*s  a'  that  rippct !  [y^  noife  cf  drums* 

Oclab.  Arra-mon-deaul !  they  are  beating  our  grena- 
dier's march,  as  if  the  enemy  was  in  view  :  but  i  fhall 
fetch  them  off  long  enough  before  they  begin  to  cliarge  j 
or,  by  St  Patrick,    I'll  beat  their  ikulls  to  a  pancake. 

*  Mac.   ( To  a  bag-piper  crofing  the  Jl age. )   Wharc  are 

*  ye  ga'ane  with  the  moofic,  Donald  ? 

*  Pip.  Guid  fait,  an  pleafe   your  honour,  the  com- 

*  mander  has  fent  for  her  to  play  a  fpring  to  the  fafe- 

*  nach  damfel ;  but  her  nain  fell  wad  na  pudge  the  length 

*  of  her  tae  without  your  honour's  order — and  fhe'll  gar 

*  a'  the  men  march  before  her  with  the  Britilh  flag  and 

*  the  reft  of  the  plunder. 

*  Mac.   By  my   faul   he's  a   gowk  and  a  gauky,  to 

*  ettle  at  diverting  the  poor  laffy  with  the  puppet -(hew 

*  of  her  ain  misfortune — But,  howfomever,  Donald,  ye 

*  may  gang  and  entertain  her  with  a  pibroch  of  Macree- 

*  man's  compofition  ;  and  if  fhe  has  any  tafte  for  moofic, 

*  ye'll  foon  gar  her  forget  her  difaller. 

*  Oclah.  Arrah,   now  fince  that's  the  caafe,   I  would 

*  not  be  guilty  of  a  rude  thing  to  the  lady  ;  and  if  it  be 

*  done  to  compofe  her   fpirits,  by  my  fhoul  the  drum 

*  fliall  beat  till  ihe's  both  deaf  and  dumb,  before  I  tell 
'  it  to  leave  off— But  we'll  go  and  fee  the  proceffion. 

\_Exeuf2t, 
«  A  Proceffion. 

*  Firj}  the  hag -pipe — then    a   ragged  dirty  JJoeet  for  the 

*  French  colours — a  fde  offoldiers  in  tatters — the  Fng- 
*■  lijh  prifonert — the  plunder  ^  in  the  tfiidji  of 'which  is  an 

*  Engl  if?  buttock  of  beef  carried  on  the  fjouldcrs  of  four 

*  meagre  Frenchmen*.     The  drwinfolh'wed  by  a  crenv  of 

*  French  failors* 

Enter 
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Enter  Cliampignon  and  Harriet. 

Cha7n.  Madame,  you  fee  de  fortune  of  de  war — my 
fate  be  admirable  capricieux — yow  be  de  prifonier  of  my 
arm — I  be  de  cautive  of  your  eye — by  gar,  my  glorle 
turn  to  my  difgrace. 

Har.  Truly,  I  think  fo  too — for  nothing  can  be  more 
difgraceful  than  what  you  have  done. 

Cham,  Den  vat  1  ave  done  ! — parblieu,  I  lifet  under- 
ftand  vat  you  mean,  madame — I  ave  de  honor  to  carry 
off  one  great  viftoire  over  de  Englls. 

Har,  You  have  carried  off  an  unarmed  boat  contrary 
to  the  law  of  nations,  and  rifled  the  pafTengers  in  oppo- 
fjtion  to  the  di<2;ates  of  juilice  and  humanity — I  fhould 
be  glad  to  know  what  a  common  robber  could  do  worfe. 

Chain.  Common  robber  ! — Ma<lame,  your  ferviteur  tres 
humble — de  charm  of  your  efprit  be  as  brilliant  as  de 
attraits  of  your  perfonne  :  in  one  and  t'oder  you  be 
parfaitement  adorable — fouffrez  den  dat  I  prefent  my  'art 
at  your  altar. 

Har,  *  If  you  have  any  heart  to  prefent,  it  muft  be 

*  a  very  ftale  facrifice — for  my  own  part,  1  have  no  tafle 

*  for  xk\.tf limit  ;  fo'  you  had  better  keep  it  for  the  la- 
dies of  your  own  country,  MoJiJieur, 

Cham.  Ah  cruelle  ! — de  ladies  en  France  will  felicite 
demfelves  dat  you  renonce  de  tcndre  of  Monlieur  de 
Champignon — *  Madame  la  ducheffe — maistaifons — alte 

*  la — et  la  belle  marquife  !  ah  quelles  ames  !' — vanite 
apart,  madam,  I  ave  de  honneurto  be  one  man  a  bonnes 
fortunes — diable  m'emporte  !  till  I  rencontre  your  in- 
vincible eye,  1  ave  alway  de  fame  fucccs  in  love  as  in 
war. 

J{ar.  I  dare  fay  you  have  been  always  equally' lucky 
and  wife. 

*  Cham,  Ah   ma   charmante  ! — dat  is  more  of  your 

*  bonte  den  of  my  merite — permettez  done,  dat  I  amufe 

*  you  wid  de  traufpoits  of  my  flame. 

*  Har.  In  a  proper  place,  i  believe  1  fliould  find  them 

*  very  entertaining.' 

Cham,  How  you  ravifli-a  mc,  my  princcffe  !•— avouez 
done,  you  ave  de  fentimens  for  my  perfonne — parblieu  ! 
it  is  all  your  generofite — dcrc  is  noting  extraordinary  in 

Vol.  II,  D  nay 

/ 
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my  perfonne,  diable  m'emporte  !  hai,  hai ! 

[_Cuts  a  caper, 

Har.  Indeed,  Monfieur,  you  do  yoiirfelf  injuftice  ; 
for  you  are  certainly  the  moft  extraordinary  perlbn  I 
had  ever  the  honour  to  fee. 

Chavi.  Ah,  ah,  Madame  !  I  die  under  the  charge  of 
your  pohtefTe — your  approbation  ave  difiipc  de  brouillard 
dat  envelope  ma  fantafie — your  fmile  infpirc  me  wid  al- 
legrefTe — allons  !   vive  I'amour  ! — la,  la,  la,  la — 

liar.  What  a  delicate  pipe  !  I  find,  Manfieur,  you're 
alike  perfeft  in  all  your  accomplifhments. 

Cha7}i.  Madame,  your  (lave  eternellement — ^perfonnes 
of  gout  ave  own  dat  me  fing  de  chanfonettes  not  alto- 
gether too  bad,  before  1  ave  de  honour  to  receive  one 
ball  de  piilolet  in  my  gorge,  wen  I  board  de  Englis  man 
of  war,  one,  two,  three,  four,  ten  years  ago — I  take 
pofieflion  fabre  a  la  main  ;  but  by  gar,  de  enncmi  be 
opiniatre — dey  refufe  to  fubmit,  and  carry  me  to  Pli- 
mout — Der^  1  apprehend  your  tongue,  madame — dere 
I  dance,  and  ave  de  gallanteries  parmi  les  belles  fdlcs 
Angloifes — I  teaih  dem  to  love— they  teafh  me  to  fing 
your  jolies  vaudevilles. — A  cohlere  dcre  vas,  and  he  Iha 
in  ojiejlall — Hai,  hai !  how  you  tafte  my  talens,  Ma- 
dame I 

Har.  Oh,  you  fing  enchantingly  ;  and  fo  natural,  one 
would  imagine  you  had  been  a  cobler  all  the  days  of  your 
life — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Chain.  Hai,  hai,  hai  ? — If  you  not  flatter  me,  Ma- 
dame, I  be  more  happy  dan  Charlemagne — but  I  ave 
£ear  dat  you  mocquez  de  moi — tell-a  me  of  grace,  my 
princeffe,  vat  fort  of  lover  you  fhoofe — I  vil  transform 
myfelf  for  your  plaifir. 

Har.  I  will  not  fay  what  fort  of  lover  I  like  ;  but 
I'll  fing  what  fort  of  lover  I  defpife. 

Chain.  By  gar,  (he  love  me  eperduement.         \_Afide. 

SONG. 
I. 

From  the  man  whom  I  love  tho'  my  heart  I  difgulfe, 

I  will  freely  defcribe  the  wretch  I  defpife  ; 

And  if  he  has  fenfe  but  to  balance  a  ftraw, 

lie  will  furc  take  the  hint  from  the  pidure  I  draw. 

II. 
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IL 

A  wit  without  fenfc,  without  fancy  a  beau, 
Like  a  parrot  he  chatters,  and  ftruts  like  a  crow  j 
A  peacock  in  pride,  in  grimace  a  baboon, 
In  courage  a  hind,  in  conceit  a  Gafcoon. 

IIL 
Asa  vulture  rapacious,  in  falfchood  a  fox, 
Inconilant  as  v\^ves,  and  unfeeling  as  rocks; 
As  a  tyger  ferocious,  perverfe  as  an  hog. 
In  mifchief  an  ape,  and  in  fawning  a  dog. 

IV. 
In  a  word,  to  fum  up  all  his  talents  together, 
His  heart  is  of  lead,  and  his  brain  is  of  feather  : 
Yet,  if  he  has  fenfe  but  to  balance  a  ftraw, 
He  will  fure  take  the  hint  from  the  pidure  I  draw. 

Cha?/i.  Morbleau,  Madame,  you  fing  a  merveilles — 
begar,  de  figure  be  ver  fingulier. 

Enter  Heartly. 

Cham.  Monf.  Artlie,  I  ave  de  honeur  to  be  your  mofl: 
umble  ferviteur — Mademoifelle  your  filler  ave  des  per- 
fections of  an  ange ;  but  Ihe  be  cold  as  de  albatre. 
You  do  me  good  office— I  become  of  your  alliance — you 
command  my  fervice. 

Heart.   I  hope  my  filler  will  fet  a  proper  value  upon 
your  addreffes  ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  my  beft  en 
deavours  to  perfuade  her  to  treat  your  pafiion  as  it  de- 
ferves. 

Chaj;t.  As  it  deferve  ! — mardy  !  dat  is  all  I  defire — 
den  I  treat  you  as  one  prince.  \_A  fervant  nvhifpers  and 
retires."]  Comment !  que  m'  import c — Madame,  I  mull 
leave  you  for  one  moment  to  de  garde  of  Monf.  your 
broder  ;  but  I  return  in  one  twinkle.  [_£xJL 

Heart.  My  dear  Harriet,  have  you  good  nature  enough 
to  forgive  me  for  having  expofed  you  to  all  thefe  dan- 
gers and  misfortunes  ? 

Har.  I  can't  but  be  pleafed  with  an  event  which  has 
introduced  me  to  the  acquaintance  of  the  accomplifhed 
Champignon,  ,ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Heart.  You  can't  imagine  how  happy  I  am  to  fee  yoa 
bear  your  misfortune  with  fuch  good  humour,  after  the 
terror  you  underv^^ent  at  our  being  taken. 

D  2  Har, 
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Har.  I  was  indeed  terribly  alarmed  when  a  cannon - 
{]iot  came  whillling  over  our  head?,  and  not  a  little  de- 
jefted  when  I  found  myfelf  a  prifoner — but  I  imagine 
all  danger  diminifhes,  or  at  leaft  lofes  part  of  its  tenor, 
the  nearer  you  approach  it  :  and  as  for  this  Champig- 
non, he  is  fuch  a  contemptible  fellow,  that,  upon  re- 
colledlion,  I  almoll  defpife  myfelf  for  having  been  afraid 

of  him. O'  my  confcicnce,    I  believe   all  courage  is 

acquired  from  praclicc — I  don't  doubt  but  in  time  I 
ihould  be  able  to  ftand  a  battery  myfelf. 

Heart,  Well,  my  fair  Thaleftris,  fliould  you  ever  be 

attacked,   I  hope  the  aggreffor  will  fall  before  you. 

Champignon  has  certainly  exceeded  his  orders,  and  we 
ihall  be  releafed  as  foon  as  a  reprefentation  can  be  made 
to  the  French  court. 

Har,  1  fliould  be  loth  to  trouble  the  court  of  France 
with  matters  of  fo  little  confequence.  Don't  you  think 
it  praiSticable  to  perfuade  the  captain  to  fet  us  at  liberty? 
There  is  one  figure  in  rhetoric  which  I  believe  he  would 
hardly  refill. 

Heart.  I  g\iefs  your  meaning,  and  the  experiment 
fliall  be  tried,  if  we  fail  of  fucccfs  from  another  quarter. 
1  intend  to  make  myfelf  known  to  Oclabber,  with  whom 
I  was  formerly  acquainted,  and  take  his  advice.  He 
and  the  Scotch  enfign  arc  at  variance  with  Champignon, 
and  difapprove  of  our  being  made  prifoners. 
Enter  Brufh. 

Heart.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  been  fifhing  the  bonny 
Scot ;  have  you  caught  any  intelligence  ? 

Br  up?.  Sir,  I  have  done  your  bufmefs — Captain  Ma- 
claymore  and  I  have  been  drinking  a  bottle  of  four  wine 
to  the  health  of  Mifs  Harriet  and  your  worfliip  :  in  a 
word,  he  is  wholly  devoted  to  your  fervice. • 

*  Har.  Pray,  Mr  Bruih,  what  method  did  you  take 

*  to  ingratiate  yourfelf  with  that  proud  ftalking  F^^gh- 

*  lander  ? 

*  BruJJ?.   I  won  his  heart  vnth   fome  tranfient  enco- 

*  miums  on  his  country.      I  affefted  to  admire  his  plaid, 

*  as  an  improvement  on  the  Roman  toga  ;  fwore  it  was 

*  a  mofl  foldierly  garb  ;  and  faid,  I  did  not  wonder  to 

*  fee  it  adopted  by  a  nation  equally  renowned  for  learn- 

*  ing  and  valour* 

Heart. 
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*  Heart.  Thefe  infidious  compliments  could  not  fail 
to  undermine  his  loftinefs. 

*  Brujh.  He  adjulled  his  bonnet,  rolled  his  quid  from 
one  cheek  to  the  other,  threw  his  plaid  over  his  left 
fhoulder  with  an  air  of  importance,  ftrutted  to  the  far- 
ther end  of  the  deck  ;  then  returning  with  his  hard 
features  unbended  into  a  ghaflly  fmile,  By  my  faul, 
man,  (fays  he),  ye're  na  fule ;  I  fee  ye  ken  foo  weel 
how  to  mak  proper  diilin£lions — you  and  I   man  be 

better  acquainted. 1  bowed  very  low  ifi  return  for 

the  great  honour  he  did  mc — hinted,  that  though  now 
I  was  in  the  llation  of  a  fervant,  1  had  fome  preten- 
fions  to  family  ;  and,  lighing,  cried,  Tejnpora  7uuta7i* 
tur^  et  nos  vnitamtir  hi  illis. 

*  Hear.  That  fc rap  of  Latin  was  a  home-thruH-  ■  ■ 
You  fee,  firrah,  the  benefit  of  a  charity -fchool. 

*  Brujlo.  Ay,  little  did  I  think,  when  I  was  flogged 
for  neglefting  my  Accidence,  that  ever  my  learning 

would  turn  to  fuch  account. Captain  Maclaymore 

was  furprifed  to   hear  me  fpeak  Latin  ;  yet  he  found 

fault  with  my  pronunciation. He  fhook  me  by  the 

hand,  though  I  was  a  little  fhy  of  that  compliment  ; 
and  faid,  he  did  not  expert  to  find  flowers  under  a 
nettle  :  but  I  put  him  in  mind  of  a  fingat  cat,  for  I 
wa  sbetter  than  I  was  bonny. — Then  he  carried  me  to 
his  cabin,  where  we  might  difcourfe  more  freely  ;  told 
n\e  the  captain  was  <?  light-headed  gufe,  and  expreffed 
his  concern  at  your  captivity,  which  he  faid  was  a  fla- 
grant infraftion  of  the  treaty  Qi  Aix-la-Chapelle, 

*  Har.  There,  i  hope,  you  backed  his  opinion  with 
all  your  eloquence. 

f  Brajh.  I  extolled  his  underflanding ;  interefled  hid 
gallantry  in  the  caufe  of  a  dillreffed  lady  ;  and  in  or- 
der to  clinch  my  remonilrance,  told  him,  that  my 
mailer's  great-grandmother's  aunt  was  a  Scotchwoman 
of  the  name  of  Macintofli,  and  th-at  Mr  Heartly  piqu'd 
himfeif  on  the  Highland  blood  that  ran  in  his  veins. 

*  Heart.  I'm  obliged  to  your  invention  for  the  ho- 
nour of  that  alliance.— 1  hope  the  difcovery  had  a 
proper  effect  upon  my  coufin  Maclaymore. 

*  BruJJj.  He  no  fboner  heard  tliat  particular,  than  lie 
ilartedup,  crying,  What  the  deel  fay  yc?  Macintofh  L 

D  3  *  — fwunds. 
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<  — fwimds,  man,  that's  the  name  of  my  ain  mither — 

*  wha  kens  but  Meiler  Heartly  and  I  may  be  coozens 

*  feventeen  times  removed  ?  Then  he  gave  me  a  full  ac- 

*  count   of  his   pedigree  for   twelve  generations,  and 

*  hawked  up  the  names  of  his  progenitors  till  they  fet 

<  my  teeth  on  edge  :  To  conclude,'  he  has  promifed  to 
give  you  all  the  afiiilance  in  his  power,  and  even  to  fa- 
vour our  efcape  ;  for,  over  and  above  his  other  motives, 
I  find  he  longs  to  return  to  his  own  country,  and  thinks 
a  piece  of  fervice  done  to  an  Englifh  gentleman  may  en- 
able him  to  gratify  that  inclination. 

Heart.  But  what  fcheme  have  you  laid  for  our  efcape  ? 

Brujh.  The  boat  is  along  fide — our  men  are  permit- 
ted to  walk  the  deck — when  the  captain  retires  to  reil, 
and  the  watch  is  relieving,  nothing  will  be  more  eafy 
than  to  ftep  on  board  of  our  own  galley,  cut  the  rope, 
hoiil  the  fails,  and  make  the  bell  of  our  way  to  Old 
England. 

Heart.  But  you  don't  confider  that  Mr  de  Champig- 
non, if  alarmed,  may  flip  his  cable  and  give  us  chace — 
nay,  compliment  us  with  a  difh  of  fugar-plurabs  that 
may  be  very  hard  of  digeftion. 

Briijh.  There  the  friendfhip  of  Maclaymore  will  be  of 
fervice  :  for  as  foon  as  our  flight  is  known,  he  and  hia 
jBien,  on  pretence  of  being  alert,  will  make  fuch  a  bufl.le 
and  confufion,  that  nothing  can  be  do/le  until  we  are 
cut  of  their  reach  ;  and  then  we  mufl:  trufl:  to  our  own 
canvas  and  tlic  trim  of  our  veflel,  which  is  a  prime 
failer. 

Har.  The  proje6l  is  feafible,  and  may  be  the  more 
prafticable,  if  the  Irtlh  lieutenant  can  be  brought  to  co- 
operate with  the  enfign. 

Heart.  Odfo,  there  he  comes Brufti,  go  and  wait 

upon  Mifs  Harriet  to  her  cabin,  v/hile  I  accofl;  this  Hi- 
bernian. 

Enter  Oclabber. 

Oclab,  Your  humble  fervant,  bir — I  hope  the  lady  is 

plaifed  with  her  accommodation Don't  you  begin  to 

be  refreflied  with  the  French  air  blowing  over  the  fea  ? 
— upon  my  confciencc,  now,  it's  fo  delicate  and  keen, 
that  for  my  own  part,  honey,  I  have  been  as  hungry  as 
an  Irifh  wolf-dog  ever  iincc  1  came  to  this  kingdom. 

Hsart> 
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Heart.  Sir,  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  inquiry. — I 
am  no  ftranger  to  the  French  air,  nor  to  the  pohtencfs 
of  Captain  Oclabber— — What !  have  you  quite  forgot 
your  old  acquaintance  ? 

Oclab^  Acquaintance,  honey  ! — by  my  ftioul  I  fhould 
be  proud  to  recolleft  your  countenance,  though  I  never 
faw  you  before  in  the  days  of  my  Hfe. 

Heart,  Don*t  you  remember  two  Englifhmen  at  Pa- 
ris, about  three  years  ago,  of  the  name  of  Heartly  ? 

Oclab.  Ub  ub  00  ! — by   Shaint  Patrick,  I  remember 

you  as  well  as   nothing  in   the  world Arrah,  now, 

whether  is  it  your  own  felf  or  your  brother  ? 

Heart.  My  brother  died  of  a  confumption  foon  after 
our  return  to  England. 

Oclab.  Ah,  heaven  reft  his  foul,  poor  gentleman  — but 
it  is  a  great  comfort  to  a  man  to  be  after  dying  in  his 
own  country — I  hope  he  was  your  elder  brother,  gra — 
Oh,  I  remember  you  two  made  one  with  us  at  the  Hotel 
de  Buffy — by  my  flioul  we  were  very  merry  and  frolick- 
fome  ;  and  you  know  I  hurt  my  ancle,  and  my  foot 
fwelled  as  big  as  tree  potatoes — by  the  fanne  token  I  fent 
for  a  rogue  of  a  furgeon,  who  fubfcribed  for  the  cure, 
and  wanted  to  mak«  a  hand  of  my  foot. Mr  Heart- 
ly, the  devil  fly  away  with  me,  but  I  am  proud  to  fee 
you,  and  you  may  command  me  without  fear  or  affec- 
tion, gra. 

Heart.  Sir,  you  are  extremely  kind  ;  and  may,  I  ap- 
prehend, do  me  a  good  office  with  Captain  Champig- 
non, who,  I  cannot  help  faying,  has  treated  us  with 
very  little  ceremony. 

Oclah.  V\\  tell  you  what,  Mr  Heartly,  we  officers 
don't  choofe  to  find  fault  with  one  another  ;  bccaufe 
there's  a  difcipline  and  fubordination  to  be  obferved,  you 
know : — therefore  I  fhall  fay  nothing  of  him  as  an  offi- 
cer, honey  ;  but  as  a  man,  my  dear,  by  the  mafs  he's  a 
mere  baift. 

Heart.  I'm  glad  to  find  your  opinion  of  him  fo  con- 
formable to  my  own. — I  underftand  by  my  fervant  too, 
that  Mr  Maclaymore  agrees  with  us  in  his  fentiments  of 
Monfieur  de  Champignon  ;  and  difapproves  of  his  taking 
our  boat,  as  an  unwarrantable  infult  offered  to  the  Bri- 
tiih  nation. 

Oclah 
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Oclah*  By  my  faoul,  I  told  him  fo  before  you  came 

aboard. -As  for  Enfign  Maclaymore,  there  is  not  a 

prettier  fellow  in  feven  of  the  beft  counties  in  Ireland — 
as  brave  as  a  heron,  my  dear — arrah,  the  devil  burn  him 

if  he  fears  any  man  that  never  wore  a  head Ay,  and 

a  great  fcholar  to  boot — he  can  talk  Latin  and  Irifh  as 
well  as  the  archbifhop  of  Armagh. — Didn't  you  know 
we  are  fworn  brothers — though  I  am  his  fenior  officer, 
and  fpaik  the  French  more  fluid,  gra. 
Enter  Brufli. 

BrufI),  O  Lord,  Sir,  all  the  fat's  in  the  fire. 

Oclah.  Arrah,  what's  a-fire,  honey  ? 

Brujh,  All  our  fine  project  gone  to  pot. — *  We  may 

*  now  hang  up   our  harps  among  the  willows,  and  fit 

*  down  and  weep  by  Babel's  ilreams.* 
Heart.   What  does  the  blockhead  mean  ? 

Brujlo.  One  of  our  foolifh  fellows  has  blabbed,  that 
Mifs  Harriet  is  not  your  filler,  but  your  mlllrefs  ;  and 
this  report  has  been  carried  to  Monfieur  de  Champignon, 
whom  I  left  below  in  the  cabin,  taxing  her  with  difli- 
mulation,  and  threatening  to  confine  her  for  life. — He 
fings,  capers,  fwears,  and  ftorms  in  a  breath. — I  have 
feen  bedlam  ;  but  an  Englifh  lunatic  at  full  moon  is  a 
very  fober  animal  when  compared  to  a  Frenchman  in  a 
paffion. 

Heart.  I  care  not  for  his  paffion  or  power. By 

heav'n,  he  fhall  not  offer  the  leail  violence  to  my  Har- 
riet while  a  drop  of  blood  circulates  in  my  veins  ! — I'll 
affault  him,  though  unarm'd,  and  die  in  her  defence. — 

\Going. 

Oclah,  Won't  you  be  eafy  now  ? — your  dying  fignifies 
nothing  at  all,  honey;  for  if  you  ihoald  be  killed  in  the 
fray,  what  excufe  would  you  make  to  the  yoimg  lady's 
relations,  for  leaving  her  alone  in  the  hands  of  the  ene- 
my ? — By  my  faoul,  you'd  look  very  foolifh. Take 

BO  notice  at  all,  and  give  yourfelf  no  trouble  about  the 
matter — and  if  he  fhould  ravifh  your  miflrefs,  by  my  fal- 
vation  I  would  take  upon  me  to  put  him  under  aiTeft. 

Heart.  The  villain  darcu  not  think  of  committing  fuch 
an  outrage. 

Qclab,  Devil  confound  me,  but  I'd  never  defire  abet- 
ter joke.— Och;  then,  my  dear,  you'd  fee  how  I'd 

trim 
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trim  him — you  fliould  have  fatisfaftlon  to  your  heart's 
content. 

Heart.  Di(lra6lion  ! If  you  will  not  give  me  your 

afTillance,    I'll  fly  alone  to  her  defence. 

BruJJ?.  Zooks,  5^.ir,  you're  as  mad  as  he  — You'll  ruin 
us  pull  all  redemption. — What  the  deuce  are  you  afraid 
of? — Ravifh  ! — An  atomy  like  that  to  pretend  to  ravilh! 
No,  no  ;  he'll  ravilh  nothing  but  our  goods  and  chattels, 

and  thefe  he  has  difpofed  of  already. Befidcs,  Mifs 

Harriet,  when  his  back  Avas  turned,  defircd  me  to  con- 
jui«e  you  in  her  name  to  take  care  of  yourfelf;  for 
Champignon  would  have  no  pretence  to  confine  her,  if 
you  was  out  of  the  way. 

Oclab.  O'  my  confcience,  a  very  fenfible  young  wo* 
man  !  When  there  are  two  lovers  in  the  caafe,  'tis  na- 
tural to  wilh  one  of  them  away. — Come  along  with  me, 
honey  ;  we'll  hold  a  council  of  war  with  Enfign  Ma- 
claymore — perhaps  he  may  contrive  mains  to  part  you. 
No  man  knows  better  how  to  make  a  foldierly  retreat. 

BruJJ?,  Soldierly  or  unfoldlerly,  it  fignifies  not  a 
button — fo  we  dp  but  efcape,  I  fhall  be  glad  to  get  away 
at  any  rate,  even  if  I  fhould  fly  like  a  thief  from  the 
gallows. 

Oclab,  Devil  fire  you,  my  dear,  you're  a  wag — Ar- 
rah,   who  told  you  that  my  friend  Maclaymore  efcaped 

from  the  gallows  ? By  my  faoul,  'tis  2^  fortune  de  la 

guerre, —  Indeed,  Indeed,  I  would  never  defire  to  com-* 
inand  a  better  coi-ps  than  what  1  could  form  out  of  the 
honeil  gentlemen  you  have  hanged  in  England. 

Heart.  I'm  fo  confounded  and  perplexed  in  confe- 
quence  of  this  unlucky  difcovery,  that  I  can't  ftart  one 
diftinft  thought,  much  lefs  contribute  to  any  fcheme  that 
requires  cool  deliberation. 

Oclab,  Arrah  faith,  my  dear,  we  muil  leave  thofe 
things  to  wifer  heads, — For  my  own  part  I'm  a  foldier, 
and  never  burden  my  brain  with  unneceffary  baggage. 

I  won't  pretend  to  lead,  but  I  follow  in  the  throng ; 
And  as  I  don't  think  at  all,  I  can  never  think  wrong. 


ACT 
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ACT         II. 

[-^ great  noJfe  and  hujlk  leh'ind  the  Scenes. ] 

Enter  Maclaymore  and  Champignon. 

Champignon  running  upon  the  Stage  in  a  ridiculous  dijJjahiUe. 

Cham.   XJRENEZ  garde  qu'elle  ne  voiis  echappc  ! — 

1       aux  armes! Monf.  le  fecond centre 

tnaitre la  chaloupe,  la  chaloupe  ! 

Mac.  [cverturning  him  as  if  through  fnijiake. )  As  I 
fall  anfwar,  the  folks  are  a*  gaen  daft ! — Deel  flap  out 
your  een,  Vm  nae  fic  midge  but  ye  might  a  feen  me  in 
your  porridge. 

Cham.  Ah  meurtre  !  affafiln  !  vous  avez  tue  votre 
commandant ! — holla  ho  !   me  gens,  a  moi. 

Mac.  Hout  na,  it  canna  be  our  commander  Monfieur 
de  Champignon,  running  about  in  the  dark  like  a  wor- 

ricow  ! Preferve  us  a*,  it's  the  vara  man — Weel  I 

wot,  Sir,  Pm  right  forry  to  find  you  in  fic  a  pickle — 
but  wha  thought  to  meet  with  you  playing  at  blind 
Harry  on  deck  ? 

Chain,  (rijing.)  Ventre  falngrls !  my  whole  brain  be 
derangee  ! — Traitre,  you  be  in  de  complot. 

Mac.  Traiter  me  nae  traiter,  Mefter  Champignon,  or 
gude  faith  you  and  I  maun  ha'  our  kail  through  the 
reek. 

Cham,  Were  be  de  prifoniers  ? — tell-a  me  dat — ha* 
— mort  de  ma  vie  !  de  Englis  vaifTeau  ! — de  prife  !  de 
prifoniers  ! — facrebleu  !  ma  gloire  !  mes  richelfes  !  rendez 
moi  les  prifoniers — you  be  de  enfeigne,  you  be  de  of- 
ficier. 

Mac.  Troth,  I  ken  foo  weel  Pm  an  offiflier — I  wufs 
fome  other  people  who  hand  their  heeds  unco  high, 
ken'd  the  refpadl  due  to  an  offifher,  we  fhould  na  be 
faflied  with  a'  this  din. 

Chain.  Tell-a  me  an  moment,  were  be  Monfieur 
'Artlie  ?  were  be  de  prifoniers  ?  wat  you  beat  my  brains 
wiAyoni  fit tifes  ? 

Mac.  Nay,  fin  ye  treat  me  with  fa  little  ceremony,  I 
man  tell  you,  Meiler  Heartly  was  na  committed  to  my 
charge ;  and  fae  ye  may  gang  and  leuk  after  him — and 

as 
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as  for  prifoners,  I  ken  of  nae  prifoners  but  your  ain 
valet,  whom  ye  ordered  to  be  put  iti  irons  this  morning 
for  fupping  part  of  your  bouillon  ;  and  if  the  poor  fal- 
low had  na  done  the  deed,  I  think  he  muft  have  ftarved 
for  want  of  vidluals 

Cham,  Moibleu,  Monfieur  Maclaimore  !   you  dillrait 

me  wid  your  babil 1  demand  de  Englls  prifonniers 

-^^m*entendez  vous  ? 

Mac.  Monfieur  de  Champignon,  jevous  entends  bien 
—there  was  nae  Englifh  prifoner  here — for  I  maun  tell 
you,  Sir,  that  if  ever  you  had  read  Grotius  de  Jure  Belli 
ac  Pads — or  Puffetidorf  de  officio  Hojuinis  et  Civis. — ye 
wad  a'  fcen  he  could  na  be  in  the  predicament  of  a  cap- 
tus  in  belh,  or  an  ohfes  or  vades— (or  what  ?  ye'll  fay-— 
beeaufe  he  was  na  X.^\\\i  flagrant e  hello — 'ergo  he  was  nae 
prifoner  of  war — Now  what  fays  the  learned  Puffen- 
dorf? 

Cham.  Comment !  you  call  me  Puff- and -horf?  ventre 
bleu,  you  be  one  impertinent, 

Mac.  What,  wliat ! that^s  a  paughty  word,  Sir 

— that^s  nae  language  for  a  gentleman — nae  mair-o'that, 
or  gude  faith  we'll  forget  where  we  are. 

ChaJii.  Morbleu,  you  ave  forget  dat  I  be  your  ge- 
neral— your  chief. 

Mac.  By  my  faul,  man,  that's  itrange  news  indeed  ' 
You  my  chief  ?  you  chief  of  the  Maclaymores  \ 
Chajn.   Si,  moi,  ruilre — moi  qui  vous  parle. 
Mac.  Donna  ruftre  me,   Sir,  or  deel  damn  my  faul, 
but  I'll  wmft  your  head  aff  your  flioulders,  if  ye  was  the 
bell  Champignon  in  France.  [They  draiu  and  fight. 

Enter  Oclabber. 
Oclah.  Devil  fir£  you,  my  lads,  what's  the  maining  of 
all  this  difturbance  ? — o'  my  confcience,  there's  no  fnch 
thing  as  refting  below — a  man  wou'd  lie  as  quiet  at  the 

bottom  of  the  fea I've  been  a  bed  thefe  tree  hours, 

hut  1  cou'd  not  clofe  an  eye,  gra  ;  for  you  waked  me 
before  I  fell  afleep.  [Pretending  to difcover  Champignon. 
Arrah  now,  don't  I  dream,  honey  ?  what,  is  it  your 
Gwn  felf,  Monfieur  de  Champignon,  going  to  attack  my 
enfign  ? — By  my  faoul,  that's  not  fo  fhivil  now,  aboard 
of  your  own  fhip.     Gentlemen,  I  put  you  both  under 

;irreft  in  the  king's  name,^ You  fhall  fee  one  another 

locked 
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leckcd  111  your  cabins  with  your  own  hands  ;  and  then 
if  you  cut  one  another's  troats,  by  the  blefl'ed  virgin, 
you  fhall  be  brought  to  a  court-martial,  and  tried  for 
your  lives,  ,agi-a. 

Mac.  (Jheathing  his  fvjord.)  Weel,  vvcel.  Sir, — ye're 
my  commanding  offifher — tuu?n  ejl  iwperare — but  he 
and  I  fall  meet  before  mountains  meet — that's  a*. 

Chafn.  {to  Oclabber.)  Vat!  you  prcfume  to  entrc- 
mettre  in  mcs  affaires  d'honeur!  — you  have  de  hardieffe 
to  difpute  wid  me  de  command  of  dis  vaiffcau  de  guerre! 
— tcU-a  me,  if  you  know  my  condition,  ha  ? 

Oclab.  Indeed,  indeed,  my  dear,  I  believe  your  pre- 
fent  condition  is  not  very  favoury — but  if  Eniign  Ma- 
claymorc  had  made  you  Ihorter  by  the  head,  your  con- 
dition would  have  been  ftill  worfc — and  yet,  upon  my 
confcience,  I  have  feen  a  man  command  fuch  a  frigate 
as  this  without  any  head  at  all. 

Chavu  Monfieur  O-claw-bear,  you  mocquez  de  mol  ; 
you  not  feem  to  know  my  nobleffe — dat  I  defcend  of  de 
bonne  famille — dat  my  progeniteurs  av©  bear  de  ho- 
nourable crjtte — de  cotte  of  antiquite. 

Oclah.  By  my  faoul,  when  I  knew  you  firft,  you  bore 
a  veiy  old  coat  yourfelf,  my  dear ;  for  it  was  thread- 
bare, and  out  at  elbows. 

Chat?/.  Ah,  la  mauvaife  plaifanterie. — Dalgnez,  my 
goot  Lieutenant  O-claw-bear,  to  onderlland  dat  I  ave 
de  gi-ands  alliances — du  bien — de  rente — dat  I  ave  regale 
des  princes  in  my  chateau. 

Oclab.  Och,  I  beg  your  chateau's  pardon,  gramma- 
chrce  !  I  have  had  the  honour  to  fee  it  on  the  banks 
of  the  Garonne — and,  by  my  faoul,  a  very  venerable 
TDuilding  it  was — aye,  and  very  well  bred  to  boot,  ho- 
ney ;  for  it  ftood  always  uncovered  ;  and  never  refufed 
entrance  to  any  paflenger,  even  though  it  were  the  wind 
and  the  rain,  gra. 

Cham.  You  pretendez  to  know  my  famille,  ha  ? 

Oclab.  By  Shaint  Patrick,  I  know  them  as  well  as  the 
father  that  bore  them — Your  nephew  is  a  begging-bro- 
ther of  the  order  of  St  Francis — Mademoifelle,  your 
filler,  efpoufed  an  eminent  favatier  in  the  county  of 
Bearne — and  your  own  flielf,  my  dear,  lirft  mounted 
the  ftage  as  a  charlatan  j  then  ferved  the  Count  de  Bar- 
2  dafch 
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dafch  for  your  diverfion  ;  and  now,  by  the  king's  favour, 
you  command  a  frigate  of  twelve  guns,  lying  at  anchor 
within  the  province  of  Normandy. 

Chanu  A  quelle  medifance  ! — que  vous  imaglnez  bien, 
Monfieur — but  I  vill  reprefent  your  condud  to  dcs 
Marechaux  of  France  ;  and  dey  will  convince  you  dat 
Monfieur  de  Champignon  is  one  perfonne  of  fome  con- 
fideration — Un  charlatan  ! — mardy,  dat  be  ver  plaifant. 
— Meflieurs,  ferviteur — I  go  to  give  de  neceffaires  ordres 
pour  r'  attraper  des  Englis  chaloupe — jufque  au  re  voir — 
Charlatan  ! — Savatier  ! — Mort  de  ma  vie  !  \_ExiU 

Oclah.  Faith  and  troth,  my  dear,  you'll  fee  the  cha- 
loupe far  enough  out  of  fight  by  this  time. 

Mac.  By  my  faoul,  Captain,  ye  fent  him  awa*  with 
a  fiea  in  his  bonnet — He'll  no  care  to  wreftle  anitha* 
fa'  with  you  in  a  huriy — he  had  the  wrang  fow  by  the 
lug. 

Oclah.  If  he  will  be  after-playing  at  rubbers,  he  mufl 
expert  to  meet  with  bowk — pooh !  I  main,  he  mud 
look  to  meet  with  bowls,  if  he  will  be  playing  at  rub- 
bers— Arra  man  deaul,  that's,  not  the  thing  neither — 
but  you  know  my  maining,  as  the  faying  is. 

Mac.  Hoot,  aye — I'fe  warrant  I  ken  how  to  gar 
your  bowls  row  right — and  troth  I  canna  help  thinking 
but  I  played  my  part  pretty  weel  for  a  beginner. 

Oclab.  For  a  beginner ! — devil  fetch  me  but  you  played 
like  a  man  that  jokes  in  earneft — but  your  joke  was  like 
to  cut  too  keen,  honey,  when  I  came  to  part  you — and 
yet  I  came  as  foon  as  you  tipped  me  the  wink  v.uth  your 
finger. 

Mac  Let  that  flie  ftick  i'  the  wa — when  the  dirt's 
dry  it  will  rub  out — but  now  we  man  tak  care  of  the 
poor  waff  lafiy  that's  left  under  our  proteftion,  and  de- 
fend her  from  the  maggots  of  this  daft  Frenchman. 

Oclah^  I  will  be  after  confining  him  to  his  cabin,  if  he 
oifers  to  touch  a  hair  of  her  baird,  agra. 

Mac.  It's  now  break  of  day — donna  ye  fee  the  bonny- 
grey-eyed  morn  blinking  o'er  yon  moffy  craig  ? — We'll 
e'en  gang  down  and  tak  a  tafi'e  of  whiflvy  together,  and 
then  fee  what's  to  be  done  for  Mifs  Harriet.     \_ExeuTrt. 
Enter  Harriet  and  Brufh. 
Mar.  O  Lord,  I'rn  in  fuch  a  flutter — What  was  the 
Vol.  II.  E  ineaning 


50  T  H  E    R  E  P  R  I  S  A  L :    O  R, 

meaning  of  all  that  noife  ? — Brufli,  arc  you  fiire  your 
mailer  is  out  of  all  clanger  of  being  retaken. 

Brujh.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  fafe  enough  for  this  bout. 
The  two  land-officers  performed  their  parts  to  a  miracle. 
My  mailer  and  our  people  flipped  into  the  boat  without 
being  diflurbed  by  the  Gentries,  who  were  tutored  for 
the  pui^ofe  ;  and  they  were  almoft  out  of  fight  before 
Champignon  was  alarmed  by  a  ftarved  Frenchman, 
"whofe  hunger  kept  him  awake — but  now  they  have 
doubled  the  point  of  land,  and  in  four  hours  or  fo  will 
be  in  fight  of  fwect  Old  England — I'mfure  I  fentmany 
s  v/Ifhful  look  after  them. 

Har.  What,  you  are  forry  then  for  having  ftaid  be- 
Iklnd  with  me-? 

Brujh^  O,  by  no  manner  of  means,  Ma*am — To  be 
fure  you  did  me  an  infinite  deal  of  honour,  Ma'am,  in 
defiring  that  I  might  be  left,  when  you  fpoke  to  my  ma- 
iler through  the  barricado — but  yet.  Ma'am,  1  have 
fuch  a  regard  for  Mr  Heartly,  Ma'am,  that  I  fliouldbe 
glad  to  (hare  all  his  dangers.  Ma'am — though,  after  all 
is  done  and  faid,  I  don't  think  it  was  very  kind  in  him 
to  leave  his  millrefs,  and  faithful  fervant,  in  fuch  a  di- 
lemma. 

Har,  Nay,  don't  accufe  your  mailer  unjuilly — you 
know  how  unwillingly  he  complied  with  my  requelt — 
we  could  not  guefs  what  villainous  ileps  this  fellow 
Champignon  might  have  taken  to  conceal  his  rapine, 
which  Mr  Heartly  will  now  have  an  opportunity  to  re- 
prefent  in  its  true  colours. 

Bni/h.  Well — heaven  grant  him  fuccefs,  and  that 
fpeedily — For  my  own  part,  I  have  been  fo  long  ul'cd 
to  his  company,  that  I  grow  quite  chicken-hearted  in 
his  abfence — If  I  had  broke  my  leg  two  days  ago,  I 
ihouldn't  have  been  in  this  quandary — God  forgive  the 
man  that  iiril  contrived  parties  of  pleafure  on  the  water. ' 

Har.  Hang  fear,  Bruih,  and  pluck  up  your  courage 
—I  have  fonie  fmall  ikill  in  phyfiognomy,  and  can  af- 
fure  you  it  is  not  your  fate  to  die  by  water — Ha  !  I  fee 
the  Captain  coming  this  way — I  mull  bear  the  brunt  of 
airother  ilorm. 

BruJI}.  Odio,  ril  run  dov/n  to  Lieutenant  Oclabber  and 

his 
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his  enfign,  and  give  them  notice  in   cafe  there  fliould 

be  occafion  to  interpofe.  [-£x/V  Brufli, 

Enter  Champignon. 

Cham,  Madame,  you  pardon  my  prefomption,  dat  I 
pay  my  devoirs  in  difliabiile — hot  it  be  all  for  your  fer- 
vlce — Monficur  your  amant  ave  decampe  fans  fagon — 
I  take  de  alarm,  and  make  all  my  efforts  to  procure  you 

de  plaifir  of  feeing  him  again Ah,  he  be  de  gallant 

homme  to  abandon  his  maitrcfie ! 

Ha::   Is  there  no  pofiibility  of  bringing  him.  back  ? 

Cham.  By  gar,  it  be  tout-a-fait  impofllble — he  ileal 
comme  one  thief  into  de  chaloupe,  and  vanifh  in  de  ob" 
fcuritc. 

Ear.   Vxvl  heartily  glad  to  hear  it. 

Cham,   For  vvat  you  be  glad,  my  princefs,  ha  ? 

Hat:  That  he's  no  longer  in  your  pov^er. 

Chain.  Bon! — jujlle  ciel ! — how  you  make  me  happy 
to  fee  you  glad,  Madame!  la,  la,  la,  ra,  ra — Ventre 
bleu  !  he  be  one  fugitif — If  we  rencontre  again,  re- 
vanche, revanche  !  la,  la,  la,  ra,  ra — Permettez  done, 
Madame,  dat  I  ave  de  honeur  to  languifle  before  your 
feet — ave  pitie  of  me — take  my  fword — plongez  dans 
my  bofoni — Ah,  larron  !  perfide  I — la,  la,  la,  ra,  ra. 
\_HeftngSi  kneels .^  and  dances.,  by  turns, 
Monfieur  Artlie  is  not  in  my  power — bon  ! — but  by 
Gar,  Madame,  you  know  who  is,  hah  ! 

Har.  As  forme,  my  fex  protects  me — I  am  here,  in- 
deed, a  prifoner  and  alone  ;  but  you  will  not,  you  dare 
rsot,  treat  me  with  indignity. 

Cham.  Dare  not  ! — Bravo — (liow  to  mc  de  man  vil 
fay  I  dare  not— 9a — ha— hah  !  .{^Capers  about. 

Har.  You're  in  fuch  a  dancing  humour,  'tis  pity  you 
fhould  want  mufic — Shall  I  ling  you  a  fong  ? 

Cham.  Ah  cruelle  ! — You  gouverne  vvid  foverain  em- 
pire over  my  'art — you  roufe  me  into  one  ilorm — you 
ling  me  into  one  calm. 

SONG. 
I. 
Let  the  nymph  Hill  avoid  and  be  deaf  to  the  fwaln 
Who  in  tranfports  of  paflion  aSeCls  to  complain  : 
For  his  rage,  not  his  love,  in  tliat  frenzy  is  fliown  ; 
And  the  blail  that  blows  loudell  is  foon  overblown, 

E.  t:  ■      liv 
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II. 

But  the  fliepherd  whom  Cupid  has  piefcM  to  the  heart, 
Will  fubmiflive  adore,  and  rejoice  in  the  fniart ; 
Or  in  plaintive  foft  murmurs,  his  bofom-felt  wo, 
like  the  fmooth-ghding  current  of  rivers  will  flow. 

III. 
Though  filent  his  tongue,  he  will  plead  with  his  eyes, 
And  his  heart  own  your  Iway  in  a  tribute  of  fighs  ; 
But  when  he  accolls  you  in  meadow  or  grove, 
His  tale  is  all  tendernefs,  rapture,  and  love. 

^^;/.-r  Brufh. 

BruJJ?.  News,  news  !  there's  an  Englifh  man  of  war's 
boat  along-fide  with  a  flag  of  truce. 

Chavu  Comment ! — Madame,  you  ave  de  bonte  to 
retire  to  your  cabane — I  go  drefs  myfelf,  and  give  de 
aiiidience  \_Exit.  Champignon. 

Ear.  O  Brufli,  Brurti,  how  my  *  little'  heart  palpi- 
tates with  fear  and  fufpenfe  ! — What  does  the  arrival  of 
this  boat  portend  ? 

DruJJy,  Our  deliverance  from  the  hands  of  the  PhiK- 
ftines,  I  hope — It  could  not  arrive  at  a  more  feafonablc 
jundlure  ;  for  my  fpirits  are  quite  flagged — not  that  I'm 
lb  much  concernecf  on   my  own   account.   Ma'am  ;  but 

I   can't   be   infenfible    to  your  danger.    Ma'am 1 

fliould  be  an  ungrateful  wretch  if  I  did  not  feel  for  one 
that  is  fo  dear  to  Mr  Hcartly,  Ma'am. 

Har^  Really,  Mr  Brufh,  you  feem  to  have  improved 
mightily  in  politenefs  fmce  you  lived  among  thefe 
French  gentlemen. 

BruJJ?,  Liv'd,  Madam  ! — I  have  been  dying  hourly 
fmce  I  eame  aboard  :  and  that  politenefs  which  you  are 
pleafed  to  mention.  Ma'am,  is  nothing  but  fneaking 
fear  and  henheartednefs,  which  I  believe  (God  forgive 
me)  is  the  true  fource  of  all   French  politenefs  ;  a  kind 

of  poverty  of  fpirit,  or  want  of  flncerity 1  fhouldbe 

very  proud  to  be  drubbed  in  England  for  my  infolence 
and  ill-breeding. 

Har.  Well,  I  hope  you'll  foon   be   drubbed  to  your 
heart's  content. — When  we  revifit  our  own  country,  you 
Ihall  have  all  my  intereil  towards  the  accomplifliment  of 
your  wilh— mean  while,  do  me  the  favour  to  make  fur- 
ther 
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ther  inquiry  about  this  fame  flag  of  truce,  and  bring  an 

account  of  what  fhall  pafs  to  my  cabin,  where   I  ihall 

wait  for  you  with  the  utmoil  impatience.  [_Exeu/2t, 

Efiter  Block  and  another  Seaman. 

Block,  Smite  my  limbs,  Sam,  if  the  lieftenant  do  clap 
her  aboard,  here  is  no  plunder — nothing  but  rags  and 
vermin,  as  the  faying  is — we  (hall  iliare  nothing  but  the 
guns  and  the  liead-money — ^if  you  call  thofe  heads  that 
have  no  bodies  belonging  to  'um. — Mind  that  there 
fcarecrow — fte  how  his  cloth  hangs  in  tlie  wind — Ad- 
zooks,  the  fellow  has  got  no  llowag.e — he's  all  upper 
work  and  head-fail — I'll  be  damn'd  if  the  firll  hard 
fquall  don't  blow  him  into  the  air  like  the  peeling  of- 
an  onion.. 

^/;/^r  Brufh. 

Brujlj,  Heh — how  ! — no  fure  i — yes,  faith,  but  it  iso 
• — Odfo,  coufm  Block,  who  thought  to  meet  with  you 
among  the  French  ? 

Block.  What  cheer,  ho  \- — How  does  mother  Marge- 
ry ? — Meet  me  among  the  French  ?  Agad,  I'd  never 
defire  better  paflime  than  to  be  among  'cm  with  a  good 
cutkifh  in  my  hand,  and  a  brace  of  piitols  in  my  girdle. 
— Why  look  you,  brother,  hearing  as  how  you  and  your 
miflrefs  were  wind-bound,  wc  are  come  along-fide  to 
tow  you  into  the  offing. 

BruJJj,  The  Lord  reward  you,  coufm- — but  what  if 
this  damn'd  Frenchman  ihould  refufe  to  part  with  us  ? 

Block.  Why  then,  Lieftenant  Lyon  is  a-cruifmg  to 
windward  of  that  there  head-land — he'll  be  along-fide 
in  half  a  glafs,  fall  under  your  ftern,  clap  his  helm^ 
a-ilarboard,  rake  you  fore  and  aft,  and  fend  the  French- 
man, and  every  foul  on  board,  to  the  devil,  in  the  turn- 
ing of  an  handfpike. 

Brujh.  The  devil  he  will  ! — but,  coufin,  what  mud 
become  of  me  then  ? 

Block.  Thereafter  as  it  may  be — You  muil  take  your 
hap,  I  do  fuppofe — we  failors  never  mind  thofe  things—- 
every  fhot  has  its  commifiion,  d'ye  fee— we  mull  all  die 
one  time,  as  the  faying  is — if  you  go  down  now,  it  may 
{ave  your  going  aloft  another  time,  brother. 

BncJJy.  O  curfe  your  comfort ! 

Block,   Heark  ye,  brother,  this,  is  a  cold  morning — 
E  3.  Iwve' 
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feave  you  picked  up  never  a  runlet  along  (hore? — What 
d*ye  fay  to  a  Aug  ? 

Brujh.  Slug  ! — O,   I  underftand  you — 

{^Fetches  a  keg  of  brandy^  ivhkh  Blockyc'/j  to  his  head. 

Block.  Right  Nantz,  ftrike  my  topfails!— — Odd* 
heart,  this  is  the  only  thing  in  France  that  agrees  with 
an  Englifhman's  conilitution.  — Let  us  drink  out  their 
brandy,  and  then  knock  out  their  brains, — This  is  the 
way  to  demoHfh  the  fpirit  of  the  French. — An  Engli{h- 
man  will  fight  at  a  minute's  warning,  brother  — but  a 
Frenchman's  heart  nuift  be  buoyed  up  with  brandy- 
No  more  keg,  no  more  courage* 

BruJh.  T'other  puH,  coufin. 

Block.  Avail,  avail — no  more  canvas  than  we  can 
carry — we  know  the  trim  of  our  own  vefTcl — Smite  my 
crofs-trees!'  we  begin  to  yaw  already — Hiccup. — 

Brujh.  Odfo,  our  commander  is  coming  upon  deck 
io  give  audience  to  your  midfhipman. 

Block.   Steady.  \Ey:eu7it*. 

£fiter  Champignon,  Oclabber,  Maclaymore,  Brufh, 
Tom  Haulyard  ajt  Englijh  midjhipman. 

Char??.  Eh  bien,  Monfieur,  qui  fouhaite-il? 

Haul.  Anan-^Monfeer  fweat-he  ! — Agad,  I  believe, 
if  we  come  along-fide  of  you,  we'll  make  you  all  fweat. 

Mac.  That's  mair  than  you  can  tell,  my  lad ye 

may   gar  me  fweet  wi'  fetching,  but  it's  no  in  your 
breeks  to  gar  me  fweet  wi'  fear. 

Oclab.  You  may  fvi'ait  me  after  I'm  dead,  honey — 
but,  by  the  bleffed  virgin  !  you  fhall  not  fwa.t  me  alive 
-—and  fo  you  may  be  after  delivering  your  meffage,  gra. 

Haul.  If  it  wa'n't  for  fuch  as  you  that  (how  your  own 
country  the  fore-top-fail,  wold  our  enemy's  cable,  and 
man  their  quarters,  they  would  never  ride  out  the  gale^ 
Qr  dare  to  ihow  their  colours  at  fea — But  howfomever, 
we'll  leave  that  bowling  1'  the  block,  as  the  faying  is — . 
If  fo  be  as  how  that  there  Frenchman  is  commander  of 
this  here  veffel,.  I  have  orders  from  my  officer  to  demand 
an  Englifli  young  woman,  with  all  her  baggage  and 
jtliingumbobs,  that  he  took  yeilerday  out  of  a  pleafure- 
boat  belonging  to  one  Mr  Heartly  of  Dorfetihire,  who 
Hipped  the  painter  this  morning. 
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Cham.  Mardy  !  de  commiflion  be  very  peremptoire  ! 
— Ecoute  moil  ami,  vat  you  call  Monfieur  your  com- 
mandant ? 

Haul.  I  don't  take  in  your  palaver,  not  I — and  may- 
hap you  don't  know  my  lingo  ;  but,  agad,  M^e'll  foon 
make  you  underiland  plain  Englifli. 

Oclab.  Monfieur  Champignon  wants  to  know  who  Is 
your  comm.anding  officer,  honey. 

Haul.  Who  (hould  it  be  but  lieutenant  Lyon  of  the 
Triton  man  of  war  of  fixty  guns  ?  as  bold  a  heart  as  ever 
crack'd  bifcuit. 

Cham.  Bon  ! — fuppofe  dat  I  refufe  de  command  of 
Monfieur  Lionne  ? 

Haul.  Suppofe  ! — if  you  do,  he'll  run  you  along-fide 
yard-arm  and  yard-arm,  and  blow  you  out  of  the  water; 
that's  all. 

Cbam.  By  gar,  he  vill  find  himfelf  miilaken  :  here  is 
not  vater  for  one  fixty  gun-  (hip — [/IfiJe.) — Heark  yon 
mc,  Monfieur  vat  is  your  name,  tell  Monfieur  Lionne  dat 
I  am  called  Michel  Sanfon  Goluat  de  Champignon-, 
Marquis  de  Vermilfeau— dat  I  ave  de  honeur  to  ferve 
de  king — dat  fear  be  one  bagatelle  of  wich  1  have  dfc 
mepris — dat  I  regard  your  ambaffade  as  de  galimatias — 
dat  my  courage  fuffice  to  attack  one  whole  Englis 
efcadre — and  dat  if  Monf.  Lionne  be  difpofed  to  rendre 
mol  un  vifite,  I  fhall  have  de  gloire  to  chaftife  his  pre- 
fomption  ;  fo  I  permitte  you  go  your  way. 

<  Alac.  DiJJenth — Bide  you,  billy — there's  nae  clerk 
*>  here,  I  trow — Weel,   Lieutenant  Oclabber,  I  tak  in- 

*  ftruments  in  your  haund   againll  the   proceedings  of 

*  Captain  Champignon,  wha  has  incarcerate  the  Englifh 

*  leddy,  contrair  to  the  law  of  nature  and  nations.    Now, 

*  cocky,  ye  may   gang   about  your  bufinefs  ;  when  ye 

*  come  back,   I'fe  tank  with  you  in  another  ftile. 

*  Oilab.   YoY  my  own  part,  honey,    I  fhall  be  after 

*  (bowing  you  fome  diverfion  in   the  way  of  my  duty ; 

*  but  I  taakc  y-ou  to  witntfs,  that   I   have  no  hand  la 

*  detaining  the  lady,  who  is  plaiftd   to   favour  us  with 

*  her  company  againil  her  own  confent,  gra.' 

Haul.  Mayhap  you  may  trufl  to  your  (hoal-water— ^ 
If  you  do,  you're  taken  all  aback,  brother ;  for  Lieute- 
uaat  Lyon  commands  a  tender  of  twelve  ^uns,  and  fifty 

ftout 
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ftout  hands,  that  draws  lefs  than  this  here  frigate  by 
the  llreak  ;  and — heh  ! — agad,  yonder  Ihe  comes  round 
the  point  with  a  flowing  fail — b'w'ye,  Monfeer  Cham- 
pignon ;  all  hands  to  quarters  ;  up  with  your  white  rag  j 
I  doubt  my  officer  and  I  will  tafle  fome  of  your  foup- 
meagre  by  that  time  you  pipe  to  dinner.  \_Exit.. 

Cham.  Mort  de  ma  vie  !  je  ne  vous  attendois  pas  fitot, 
a   quelle  cote  faut  il  que  je   me  tourne  ?    facrebleau ! 

Meffieurs,  I  demand  your  confeil :  you  proteft  againft 
my  conduite  :  if  you  tink  me  ave  done  de  injuftice,  you 
vil  find  me  tout-a-fait  raifonable;  we  render  Mademoi- 
felle  to  de  Englis ;  for  I  juge  it  bien  mal  a-propos  to 
engage  de  enemi,  wen  de  fpirit  of  contradiction  reign 
among  ourfelves. 

Oclab.  Faith  and  troth,,  my  dear,  the  contradiftion 
is  all  over ;  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  ftation  your 
men  ;  and  as  for  Maclaymore  and  my  own  flielf,  the 
Englifh  cannon  may  make  our  legs  and  arms  play  at 
loggerheads  in  the  air,  honey  ;  tut  we'll  fland  by  you 
for  the  glory  of  France,  in  fpite  of  the  devil  and  all  his 
works,  gra. 

Mac.  Never  fafh  your  noddle  about  me  :  Confcience^. 
I'fe  no  be  the  firll  to  cry  barley. 

Oclab.  Enfign  Maclaymore,  I  order  you  to  go  and 
take  pofTeffion  of  the  forecaflle  with  your  divifion,  ho- 
ney. I  wifh  they  may  Hand  fire  till  you're  all  knock'd 
o'  the  head,  gra  ;  but  I'm  afraid  they're  no  better  than 
dung-hills,  for  they  were  raifed  from  the  Canaille  of 
Paris. — And  now  I'll  go  and  put  the  young  leddy  below 
water,  where  flie  may  laugh  in  her  own  fleeve,  gra  :  for 
if  the  (hip  fiiould  be  blown  up  in  the  engagement,  (he  is 
no  more  than  a  paffenger  you  know ;  and  then  fhe'U  be 
releafed  without  ranfom. 

Brujlj,  God  blefs  you.  Captain  Oclabber,  for  your 
generofity  to  my  poor  lady.  I  was  ordered  by  my  ma- 
iler to  give  her  clofe  attendance  ;  and  though  I  have  a 
great  curiofity  to  fee  the  battle,  Mifs  Harriet  muft  by 
no  means  be  left  alone. 

{Exeunt  Oclabber,  Maclaymore,  and  Brufh. 

Cham.  Ventre  faingris  !  que  ferai-je  ?  Je  me  fens 
tout  embrouille— ees  autres  Anglois  font  fi  precipitcs  i 

que 
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que  diable  les  etouffe.  A  lions  !  Aux  armes  !  matelots 
—  mes  enfans  !  chardon  —chiffon — ortie — fumier — I'hi- 
bou — lafalm — aliens — vite,  vlte — aux  armes! 

[]^  creho  of  tatterdeinallkns   running  up  and  donxin  the 
deck  hi  confufton — the  fiorfe  cf  cannon  and  ?nufquetry. 

Ah  men  bon  Dieu  !  ayez  pitie  dc  moi  encore — qu'  on 
m'apporte  de  I'eau  de  vie.  Ah  miferable  pechcur  ! — je 
fuis  mort  ! — -je  fuis  enterre  ! — ah,  voila  aflez  mes  enfans 
— ceficz — defiltez — il  faut  aniener — Monlieur  O-claw- 
bear — Lieutenant  O -claw-bear — 

Oclah.  {^berind  the  fcenes.)    Holloa! 

Cham.  LailTez — laiffez — leave  off  your  fire — de  en-*- 
nemi  be  too  ilrong — we  ave  abaiffce  le  drapeau — I  com  - 
mand  you  leave  off — 

Oclab.  Leave  off! — arrah  for  what  ? 

Cham.  De  ennemi  vill  accord  no  quartier. 

Oclab.  Devil  burn  your  quarter! — what  fignilies 
quarter  when  we're  all  kilPd  ?  The  men  are  lying  along 
the  deck  like  fo  many  paife ;  and  there  is  fuch  an  abo- 
minable ftench,  gra — by  my  faoul,  I  believe  they  were 
all  rotten  before  they  died.  [^Cominfj  upon  the Jlage, 

Arra  mong  deaul,  I  believe  the  Englilh  have  made  a 
compad  with  the  devil  to  do  fuch  execution,  for  my 
Enfign  has  loll  all  his  nlen  too  but  the  piper ;  and  they 
two  have  cleared  the  forecaftle  fword  in  hand. 

BruJJj  (in  great  trepidation.)  O  Lord,  Mr  Oclabber, 
your  enfign  is  playing  the  devil — hacking  and  hewing 
about  him  like  a  fury  :  for  the  love  of  God  interpoft, 
my  mailer  is  come  aboard  j  and  if  they  fhould  meet,  there 
will  be  murder. 

Oclab.  By  my  faoul,  I  know  h-e  has  a  regard  for  Mr 
Heartly;  and  if  he  kills  him,  it  will  be  in  the  way  of 
friendfliip,  honey — howfomever,  if  there^s  any  mifchief 
done,  I'll  go  and  prevent  it.  [iSx/V  Oclab. 

Enter  Champignon,    Lieut.  Lyon,   Heartly,    Haul- 
yard,   Brufh,   Block,  and  Englijh  Sjiilcrs. 

Cham,  [tijr Giving  himfclf  on  his  knees ^  and prefenting 
his fivord.)  Ah  mifericorde,  Monf.  Artlie,  quartier — 
quartier,  pour  I'amour  dc  Dieu  ! 

Heart.  1  have  no  time  to  mind  fuch  trifles — where  is 
my  Harriet  I 

Brup, 
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Brttjlj,  I'll  fhow  you  the  way  to  the  poor  folitary  pi- 
geon— Ah,  mafter,  this  is  a  happy  day  ! 

\_Exeunt  Heartly  and  Brufli. 
Enter  Oclabber  and  Maclaymore. 

Oclah.  {^delivering  his  f\!Jord.)  Gentlemen,  your's  is 
the  fortune  of  the  day.  You  ought  to  be  kind  to  us, 
for  we  have  given  you  very  little  trouble. — Our  com- 
mander there  is  a  very  fhivil  perfon,  gra  ;  he  don't  turd 
■  after  the  blood  of  his  enemy.  As  for  the  foldiers,  I 
fliall  fay  nothing ;  but  upon  my  faoul,  now,  they're  the 
nimbleft  dead  men  I  ever  faw  in  the  days  of  my  life  ! — 
-  About  two  minutes  agone  they  were  lying  like  fo  many 
flaughter'd  {heep,  and  now  they  arc  all  fcamper'd  off 
about  their  bufinefs. 

Mac,  As  I  fall  anfwar,  it's  a  black-burning  fhame! 
and  1  hope  the  king  will  order  them  to  be  decimated, 
that  is,  every  tenth  man  to  be  hanged  in  tcrrorefn. 

Oclah.  By  my  falvation,  if  the  king  will  take  my  ad- 
vice, every  fmgle  man  of  them  {liall  be  decimated. 
Enter  Heartly,  leading  in  Harriet. 

Heart*  {embracing  Oclabber  afid  Maclaymore.^  Gen- 
tlemen, I'm  heartily  glad  of  having  an  opportunity  to 
return,  in  fome  meafure,  the  civilities  you  have  fhown 
to  this  young  lady.  Mr  Lyon,  I  beg  you'll  order  their 
fwords  to  be  reilored ;  they  were  in  no  (hape  acceffary 
to  our  grievances. 

Oclab,  (receiving  his  fword.)  Mr  Lyon,  you're  ex- 
traimly  polite  ;  and  I  hope  I  fhall  never  die  till  I  have 
an  opportunity  to  return  the  compliment.  Madam,  I 
wifh  you  joy  of  our  misfortune,  with  all  my  faoul 

Lycn.  I  a'n't  ufed  to  make  fpeeches.  Madam  ;  but 
I'm  very  glad  it  was  in  my  power  to  ferve  fuch  a  fine 
lady,  eipecially  as  my  old  fchool-fellow,  Heartly,  is  fo 
much  concerned  in  your  deliverance.  As  for  this  fair- 
weather  fpark,  Monfieur  de  Champignon,  if  he  can't 
fhow  a  commifiion,  authorifmg  him  to  make  depreda- 
tions on  the  Englifh,  I  fhall  order  him  to  be  hoifled  up 
to  the  yard's  arm  by  the  neck  as  a  pirate  ;  but  if  he  can 
produce  his  orders,  he  (hall  be  treated  as  a  prifoner  of 
war,  though  not  before  he  has  reilored  what  he  pilfer'd 
from  you  and  Mr  Heartly. 

Har.  At  that  rate  I'm  afraid  I  fnall  lofe  an  admirer. 

You. 
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You  fee,  Monfieur  de  Champignon,  the  old  proverb  ful- 
filled ;  hanging  and  marriage  go  by  deltiny  :  yet  I  fhould 
be  very  forry  to  occafion  even  the  death  of  a  finner. 

Cha?n.  Madame,  I  emplore  your  pitie  and  ckmence  ; 
Monfieur  Artlie,  I  am  one  pauvre  miferable  not  worth 
your  revanche. 

Enter  Block  drunk,  fwith  a  port7nanteau  on  hisJJ?oulder, 
Block.  Thus  and  no  near — bear  a  hand,  my  hearts — 
{_La)s  it  donvn^  opens  itj  takes  out  and  puts  on  a 
tanvdry  fait  !?/"  Champignon'/  cloaths. 
By  your  leave,  Tinfey — Od's  heart,  thefe  braces  are  fo 
taught,    I  mull  keep  my  yard  fquare,  as  the  faying  is. 

Lyo7u  Ahey, — v^'hat  the  devil  have  we  got  here  i'— 
how  now.  Block  ? 

Block,  All's  fair  plunder  between  decks — we  han't 
broke  bulk,  I'll  afliire  you—  Stand  clear — I'llfoon  over- 
haul the  reft  of  the  cargo. 

\_Pulls  out  a  long  leather  queu  ivith  red  rlhlons. 
What's  here  ?  the  tiller  of  a  monkey ! — 'Sblood,  the 
fellow  has  no  more  brains  than  a  noddy,  to  leave  the  red 
ropes  hanging  over  his  ftern,  whereby  the  enemy  may 
board  him  on  the  poop. 

\frhe  next  thing  that  appears ^  is  a  very  coarfe  can- 


as  jJyirt  'with  va-ry  fine  lac" d  ruffle. 


This  here  is  the  right  trim  of  a  Frenchman — all  ginger- 
bread work  ;  flourifti  and  compliment  aloft,  and  all  rags 
and  rottennefs  alow.  \T)ra-v^s  out  a  plume  of  feathers^ 

Adzooks,  this  is  Mounfeer's  vane,  that,  like  his  fancy, 
veers  with  every  puff  to  all  the  points  of  the  compafs — 
Hark'ce,  Sam — the  nob  mud  needs  be  damnably  light 
that's  rigged  with  fuch  a  deal  of  feather.  The  French 
are  fo  well  fledg'd,  no  wonder  they're  fo  ready  to  fly. 
\_Finds  a  pocket  glafs^  a  paper  of  rouge  and  Spani/h 
ivooly  nvith  '-jjhich  he  daubs  his  face. 
Swing  the  fvvivel-ey'd  fon  of  a  whore  !  he  fights  under 
falfe  colours  like  a  pirate — Here's  a  lubberly  dog,  he 
dares  not  fliow  his  own  face  to  the  weather. 

Cham.  Ah,  Monfieur  de  Belokke,  ave  compaffion — ' 
Block.  Don't  be  afraid,  Frenchman — you  fee  I  have 

hoiflcd  your  jacket,  thof  I    ftruck  your  enfign We 

Engliflimen  never  cut   throats  in   cold  blood  :  the  beft 
way  of  beating  the  French,  is  to  fpare  all  their  Sham- 
pinions 
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pinions Od's  heart,  I  would  all  their  commanders 

were  of  your  trim,  brother  ;  we'd  foon  hare  the  Fre»ch 
navy  at  Spithead. 

Lyon.  But  in  the  mean  time  I  fhall  have  you  to  the 
gangway,  you  drunken  fwab. 

Block.  Swab  ! — I  did  fwab  the  forecaftle  clear  of  the 
enemy,  that  I  muft  confefs. 

Lyon.  None  of  your  jaw,  you  lubber. 

Block.  Lubber ! — man  and  boy,  twenty  years  in  the 
fervice — lubber  ! — Ben  Block  was  the  man  that  taught 
thee,  Tom  Lyon,  to  hand,  reef,  and  fteer — fo  much 
for  the  fervice  of  Old  England — But  go  thy  ways,  Ben, 
thy  timbers  are  crazy,  thy  planks  are  flarted,  and  thy 
bottom  is  foul — I  have  feen  the  day  when  thou  would'll 
have  fhown  thy  colours  with  the  beft  o'un. 

Lyon.  Peace,  porpufs. 

Block.  1  am  a  porpufs  ;  for  I  fpout  fait  wnter,  d'ye 
fee.  I'll  be  damn'd  if  grief  and  forrow  ha'n't  fet  my 
eye-pumps  a-going. 

Har.  Come,  Mr  Block,  I  muft  make  you  friends 
with  Lieutenant  Lyon — As  he  has  been  your  pupil,  he 
muft  be  an  able  navigator  ;  and  this  is  no  time  for  our 
able  feamen  to  fall  out  among  themfelves. 

Block.  Why,  look  ye  here,  miftrefs,  I  muft  confefs, 
as  how^  he's  as  brifk  a  feaman  as  ever  greas'd  a  marlin- 
fpike — I'll  turn  'un  adrift  with  e'er  a  he  that  ever  reefed 
a  forefail — A  will  fetch  up  his  leeway  with  a  wet  fail, 
as  the  faying  is — And  as  for  my  own  part,  d'ye  fee,  I 
have  ftood  by  him  with  my  blood — and  my  heart — and 
my  liver,  in  all  weathers — blow  high — blow  low. 

Har.  Well,  I  hope  you'll  live  to  fee  and  fail  w  ith  him 
as  an  admiral. 

Block.   I  doubt  a  muft  be  hove  down  firft,  keel  out  of 
the  water,  miftrefs,  and  be  well  fcrubbed,  d'ye  fee 
then  a  may  to  fea  when   a  wool,  and  hoift   the  Union 
flag. <  Stand  clear,  John  Frenchman the  Royal 

*  Sovereign  of  England  will  ride   triumphant  over  the 

*  waves,  as  the  fong  goes.' 

Isyon.  And  now  for  you,  Monfieur  Champignon. 
Cham.  Monfieur  Lionne,    I' ave  not  altogether  con- 
faradided,    but  perhaps   a  little  exceeded,    my  orders, 
J  which 
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which  were  to  take  one  Englifli  chaloupe  for  intelli* 
gence.  ♦ 

Heart,  Well — I'm  perfuaded  Mr  Lyon  will  not  be 
very  fevere  in  his  fcrutiny ;  and  to  fliew  that  we  Eng- 
lifhmen  can  forgive  injuries,  and  fight  without  malice, 

give  me  your  hand 'I  can't  part  with  my  miftrefs  ; 

but  in  other  refpeds,  I  am  Monfieur  de  Champignon's 
humble  fcrvant. 

Lyon,  I  was  once  taken  by  the  Fiench,  who  ufed  me 
nobly. — I'm  a  witnefs  of  their  valour,  and  an  inftance 
of  their  politenefs — but  there  are  Champignons  in  every 
fervice — While  France  ufes  us  like  friends,  we  will  re- 
turn her  civilities ;  when  fhe  breaks  her  treaties  and 
grows  infolent,  we  will  drub  her  over  to  her  good  beha- 
viour.  Jack  Haulyard,  you  have  got  a  fong  to  the 

purpofe,  that  won't,  I  beheve,  be  difagreeable  to  the 
company. 

'SONG. 

*  L 

*  Behold,  my  brave  Britons,  the  fair  fpringing  gale; 

*  Fill  a  bumper,  and  tofs  off  your  glaffes  : 

*  Bufs  and  part  with  your  frolickfo;rne  lafles ; 

*  Then  aboard  and  unfurl  the  wide  flowing  faiL 

*  Chorus. 

*  While  Britifh  oak  beneath  us  rolls, 

*  And  Englifli  courage  fires  our  fouls  ; 

*  To  crown  our  toils,  the  fates  decree 

*  The  wealth  and  empire  of  the  fca. 

*  XL 

*  Our  canvas  and  cares  to  the  winds  we  difplay, 

*  Life  and  fortune  we  cheerfully  venture ; 

<  And  we  laugh,  and  we  quaff,  and  we  banter; 
'  Nor  think  of  to  morrow  while  iure  of  to-day. 

*  While  BritiOi  oak,  &c. 

*  Jir. 

*  The  flreamers  of  France  at  a  diftance  appear  ; 

*  We  mud  mind  other  mufic  th:m  catches  :  ' 

*  Mann  our  quarters,  and  handle  our  matches  ; 

*  Our  cannon  produce,  and  for  battle  prepare. 

«  While  Britifli  oak,  &c. 

Vol.  n.  F  <  IV. 
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«  IV. 

^  Engendered  in  fmoke  and  deliver'd  in  flame, 
*  Britifh  vengeance  rolls  loud  as  the  thunder  I 


Let  the  vault  of  the  f]<y  burft  afunder, 
So  vi6lory  follows  with  riches  and  fame. 
«  While  Britifh  oak,  &c. 


^hefolio*wing  SONG  -is  generally  introduced itifle-ad of 
the  preceding  one. 

Come  cheer  up,  my  lads,  'tis  to  glory  we  fteer. 
To  add  fomething  new  to  dirs  wonderful  year  : 
To  honour  we  call  you,  not  prefs  you  like  flaves ; 
For  who  are  fo  free  as  we  fons  of  the  w^ves  ? 

Chords. 
Heart  of  oak  are  our  (hips,  heart  of  oak  are  our  men, 

We  always  are  ready, 

Steady,  boys,  fteady ; 
We'll  fight  and  well  conc[uer  again  and  again. 

II. 
We  ne'er  fee  our  foes  but  we  wifh  them  to  ftay ; 
They  never  fee  us  but  they  wifh  us  away : 
If  they  run,  why  we  follow,  and  run  them  afhore  j 
Tor  if  they  won't  fight  us,  we  cannot  do  more. 

Hearts  of  oak,  &c. 

III. 
They  fwear  they'll  invade  us,  thefe  terrible  foe?, 
They'll  frighten  our  women,  and  children,  and  beaus : 
But  fhould  their  flat-bottoms  in  darknefs  get  o'er. 
Still  Britons  they'll  find  to  receive  them  afhore. 

Hearts  of  oak,  &c. 

IV. 
We'll  flillmake  them  run,  and  we'll  flill  make  them  fweat, 
In  fpite  of  the  devil  and  BrufTels  Gazette  : 
Then  cheer  up,  my  lads,  with  one  voice  let  us  fing, 
Our  foldiers,  our  failors,  our  ftatefmen,  and  king. 

Hearts  of  oak,  6c c. 


EPI- 


<^3 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mifs  M  A  C  K  L  I N. 

AYE — now  I  can  wirli  pleafure  look  around. 
Safe  a?  I  atii,  thank  heav'ii!  on  Englifh  gronad    ■■  ■'■ 
In  a  dark  dtmgeon  to  be  fttJwM  away, 
'Midft  roaring,   thiind'ring,  danger  and  difmay  ; 
Expos'd  to  fire  aJid  water,  iwoid  and  bullet—- 

Might  damp  the  heart  of  any  Virgin  pulkt 

I  dread  to  think  what  might  have  come  to  pafs, 

Had  not  the  &iti(h  l>y&n  qncH'd  -the  Gallic  Afs— — 

By  Champignon  a  wretdied  viclim  led 

To  cloifter'd  cell,  or  more  dete&ed  bed. 

My  days  in  pray'r  and  farting  I  had  fpent  : 

As  nun  or  wife,  alike  a  penitent. 

His  gallantry,  io  confident  and  eager, 

Had  prov'd  a  mcfs  of  delicate  foup-maigre. 

To  booxJeis  longings  I  Iwd  fuMcti  a  martyr ; 

But,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  the  Frenchman  caught  a  Tartar* 

Yet  foft— our  author's  fate  you  muft  decree  : 
Shall  he  comcfafe  to  port,  or  fink  at  fea  .' 
Your  fentcnce,  fweet  or  bitter,  foft  or  Tore, 
rioats  his  frail  bark,  or  nuis  it  bump  alhore.— — 
Yfi  wits  above,   reflrain  your  awful  thunder; 
In  his  firft  cruife,  'twere  pity  he  fhould  founder.         [To  th<  GalL 
Safe  from  your  (hot,  he  fears  no  other  foe, 

Nor  gulph,  but  that  which  horrid  yawns  below.  [To  the  Pif, 

The  biaveft  chiefs,  ev'n  Hanuibal  and  Cato, 

Have  here  been  tam'd  with pippin  and  potatoe. 

Our  bard  embarks  in  a  more  Chriftian  caufe: 
He  craves  not  mercy;    but  he  claims  applaufe. 
His  pen  againfl  the  ho&ilc  French  is  drawn  ; 
Who  damns  him,  is  no  Aniigallican. 
Indidg'd  with  fav'ring  gales  and  fmiling  (kies, 
Hereafcer  he  may  board  a  richer  prize. 
But  if  this  welkin  angry  clouds  deform, 

[Lc'cki7ig  round  the  houfe. 
And  hollow  groans  portend  the  approaching  ftorm; 
Should  the  defcending  fiiow'rs  of  hail  redouble,  [To  the  Gall. 

An\  thcfe  rough  billows  hifs,  and  boll,  and  bubble;       \To  the  FiU 
He'll  lanch  no  more  on  foch  fell  leas  of  trouble. 
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WIVES  META  MORPHOS'D. 

Br  CHARLES  COFFEY,  Es^. 

Dramatis  PEasoN^E. 
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Scene,  A  Country  Village. 


Scene,   The  Cohler^s  houfe, 
JoBSON  and  Nell. 

NtLL. 

iR'YTHEE,  good  Jobfon,  Hay  with  me  to-night, 
and  for  once  make  merry  at  home. 

Joi. 
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Job.  Peace,  p€ace,  you  jade,  and  go  fpin  ;  for  if  I 
lack  any  thread  for  my  ftitching,   I  will  punifli  you  by 

virtue  of  my  fovereign  authority. 

Nell.  Ay  marry,  no  doubt  of  that  ;  whilft  you  take 
your  fwing  at  the  ale-houfe,  fpend  your  fubftance,  get 
drunk  as  a  beaft,  then  come  home  like  a  fot,  and  ufe 
one  like  a  dog. 

Job,  Nounz,  do  you  prate  ?  Why,  how  now,  bra- 
zen face,  do  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  government  ?  Don't 
you  know,  hulTey,  that  I  am  king  in  my  own  houfe, 
and  that  this  is  treafon  againft  my  majefty. 

NelL  Did  ever  one  hear  fuch  Huff!  But  I  pray  you 
now,  Jobfon,  don't  go  to  the  ale-houfe  to-night. 

Job.  Well,  I'll  humour  you  for  once,  but  don't  grow 
faucy  upon't ;  for  I'm  invited  by  Sir  John  Loverule's 
bugler,  and  am  to  be  princely  drunk  with  punch  at  the 
hall-place  ;  we  ihall  have  a  bowl  large  enough  to  fwim 
in. 

Nell.  But  they  fay,  hufband,  the  new  lady  will  not 
fuffer  a  llranger  to  enter  her  doors ;  fhe  grudges  eveu 
a  draught  of  fmall  beer  to  her  own  fervanls  ;  and  feveral 
of  the  tenants  have  come  home  with  broken  heads  from 
her  ladyfliip's  own  hands,  only  for  fmelling  flrong-becr- 
in  the  houfe. 

Job.  A  pox  on  her  for  a  fanatical  jade  !  She  hns 
almoll  diilra6led  the  good  knight :  but  file's  now  abroad, 
feafting  with  her  relations,  and  will  fcarce  come  home 
to-night  j  and  we  are  to  have  much  drink,  a  fiddle,  and 
merry  gambols. 

Nell.  O  dear  hufband,  let  me  go  with  you  ;  we'll  be- 
as  merry  as  the  night's  long. . 

Job.  Why,  how  now,  you  bold  baggage,  would  you 
be  carried  to  a  company  of  fmooth-fac'd,  eating,  drink- 
ing, laxy  fervlng-men  ;  no,  no,  you  jade,  I'll  not  be  a 
cuckold. 

Nell.  I'm  fure  tliey  would  make  me  welcome  ;  you 
promis'd  I  fhould  fee  the  houfe,  and  the  family  has  not: 
been  here  before,  llnce  you  married  and  brought  mc 
home. 

Job.  Why,  thou  mofl  audacious  ftrumpet,  dar'il  thou ' 

difpute    with  me,  thy  lord  and  mailer?     Get  in  and ^ 

F  3       •  fpi?^. 
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fpin,  or  elfe  my  ftrap  fhall  wind  about  thy  ribs  mofl 
confoundedly. 

A  I  R     I.       Thff  Tirjltcher. 

He  that  has  the  beft  wife. 

She's  the  plague  of  his  life  ; 
But  for  her  who  will  fcold  and  will  quarrel. 

Let  him  cut  her  off  ftiort 

Of  her  meat  and  her  fport, 
And  ten  times  a-day  hoop  her  barrel,  brave  boys. 
And  ten  times  a-day  hoop  her  barrel. 

Nell.  Well,  we  poor  women  mufl  always  be  flaves, 
and  never  have  any  joy  ;  but  you  men  rua  and  ramble 
at  your  pleafure. 

Job.  Why,  you  moll  pcftilent  baggage,  will  you  be 
hoop'd  ?     Begone. 

Nell.   I  mull  obey.  \Going.. 

Job.  Stay  ;  now  I  think  on't,  here's  fixpence  for  you ; 

get  ale   and  apples,  ftretch   and   puff  thyfelf  up  with 

lamb's  wool ;  rejoice  and  revel  by  thyfelf;  be  drunk  and 

wallow  in  thy  own  fly,  like  a  grumbhng  fow  as  thou  art. 

He  that  has  the  bell  wife. 

She's  the  plague  of  his  hfe,  ifjc.  [^Exeunt, 

Scene,  Sir  John's. 

Butler,  Cook,  Footvian,  Coachman,  Lucy,  Lett  ice,  Sec, 

But.  I  would  our  dancing  neighbours  were  here,  that 
we  might  rejoice  a  little  while  our  termagant  lady  h 
abroad-.      1  have  nr^Qde  a  moll  foverelgn  bowl  of  punch. 

Lucy.  We  had  need  rejoice  fometimes,  for  our  devilifh 
new  lady  will  never  fuffer  it  in  her  hearing. 

But.  I  will  maintain,  there  is  more  mirth  in  a  galley 
than  in  our  family.  Our  mailer  indeed  is  the  worthieil 
gentleman — nothing  but  fweetnefs  and  liberality. 

Foot.  But  here's  a  houfe  turn'd  topfy-turvy,  from 
heaven  to  hell,  fmce  Ihe  came  hither. 

*  Lucy..  His  former  lady  was  all  virtue  and  mildnefs. 

*  But.  Ay,  rcll  her  foul,  fhe  was  fo  ;  but  this  is  in-- 
*•  fpir'd  with  a  legion  of  devils,  who  make  her  lay  about 
*'  her  like  a  fury. 

•»  Z«Q '  I  am  fure  I  always  f«el  her  in  my  bones ;  if 

«her 
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*  her  complexion  don't  pleafe  her,  or  (he  looks  yellow 

*  in  a  morning,  I  am  furc  to  look  black  and  blue  for  it 

*  before  night. 

Cook.  Pox  on  her,   I  dare  not  come  within  her  reach, 

*  I  have  fome  fix  broken  heads  already.     A  lady,  quo- 

*  tha  !  a  (he-bear  is  a  civiler  animal. 

*  Foot.   Heavn  help  my  poor  mailer  !  this  devilifh  ter- 

*  magant  fcolding  woman  will  be   the  death  of  him  :   I 

*  never  faw  a  man  fo  alter'd  in  all  the  days  of  my  life. 

*  Cook,  There's  a  perpetual  motion  in  that  tongue  of 
<  her's,  and  a  damn'd  fhrill  pipe,  enough  to  break  the 
'  drum  of  a  man's  ear. 

Enter  Jobfon. 
But,  Welcome,    welcome   *  all ;    this   is    our   wifh. 

*  Honeft  old  acquaintance,'  Goodman  Jobfon  !  how  doll 
thou  ? 

Job.  By  my  troth,  I  am  always  fharp-fet  towards 
punch,  and  am  now  come  with  a  firm  refolution,  tho' 
but  a  poor  cobler,  to  be  as  richly  drunk  as  a  lord  ;  T 
am  a  true  Englilh  heart,  and  look  upon  drunkennefs  as 
the  beil  part  of  the  liberty  of  the  fubjeft. 

But.  Come,  Jobfon,  we'll  bring  out  oiw  bowl  of 
punch  in  fole mn  proceffion  ;  and  then  for  a  fong  to  crown 
our  happincfs.  ^ 

\_They  all  go  out^  and  return  'with  a  boivl  of  punch » 

AIR     II.        Charles  of  Snxieden, 

Come,  jolly  Bacchus,  god  of  wine, 

Crown  this  night  with  pleafure  ; 
Let  none  at  cares  of  life  repine, 

To  dellroy  our  pleafure. 
Fill  up  the  mighty  fparkling  bowl,. 
1  hat  ev'ry  true  and  loyal  foul 
May  drink  and  fing  without  controu-l,. 

To  fupport  our  pleafure. 

Thus,  mighty  Bacchus,  flialt  thou  be. 

Guardian  of  our  pleafure  ;. 
That  under  thy  protedlion  we 

May  enjoy  new  pleafure. 
And  as  the  hours  glide  away. 
We'll  in  thy  numt  invoke  their  ftay, 

Ani 
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And  fing  thy  praifes,  that  wc  may 
Live  and  die  with  pleafure. 

Bui.  The  King  and  the  royal  fnniily  in  a  brimmer— 

A     I     R        III. 
Here's  a  good  health  to  the  King^ 
And  fend  him  a  profperous  reign  ;. 
O'er  hills  and  high  mountains. 
We'll  drink  dry  the  fountains, 
Until  the  fun  rifes  again,  brave  boys,, 
Until  the  fun  rifes  again- 
Then  here's  to  thee,  my  boy  boon, 
And  here's  to  thee,  my  boy  boon  ;. 
As  we've  tarry 'd  all  day 
For  to  drink  down  the  fun, 
So  we'll  tarry  and  dj-ink  down  the  moon,  brave  boys, 
5(0  we'll  tarry  and  drink  dowu  the  moon. 

[0?nnes  huzza. 
Enter  Sir  John  avd  Lady. 
Lady.  O  heaven   and  earth,  what's  here   within  my 
doors !   Is  hell  broke  loofe  ?     What  troop  of  fiends  are 
here  ?     Sirrah,  you  imp\ident  rafcal,  fpeak  ! 

Sir  John.  For  fhame,  my  dear.^ — As  this  is  a  time  of. 
mirth  and  jollity,  it  has  always  been  the  cuftom  of  my 
houfc,  to  give  my  fervants  liberty  in  this  feafon,  and  to 
treat  my  country  neighbours,  that  with  innocent  fports 
they  may  divert  themfelves. 

Lady,  I  fay,  meddle  with  your  own  affairs;,  I  will 
govern  my  own  houfe  without  your  putting  in  an  oar., 
bhall  I  alk  you  leavje  to  correal  my  own  fervants  ? 

Sir  'John.  I  thought.  Madam,  this  had  been  my 
houfe,  and  thefe  my  tenants  and  fein'ants. 

Lady.  Did  I  bring  a  fortune  to  be  thus  abus'd  and 
fimb'd  before  people  ?  Do  you  call  my  authority  in 
queilion,  ungrateful  man  !  Look  you  to  your  dogs  and 
horfes  abroad  ;  but  it  will  be  my  province  to  govern, 
here  ;  nor  will  f  be  controll'd  by  e'er  a  hunting,  hawk- 
ing, knight  in  Chriilendom. 

A  I   R     IV.        Sethy  MrSecdo. 

Sit:  John,  Ye  gods !  you  gave  to  me  a  wife 

Cut  of  your  grace  aiid  favour, 

To 
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To  be  the  comfort  of  my  Ufe, 
And  I  was  glad  to  have  her  : 

But  if  your  providence  divine 
For  greater  blifs  defign  her, 

To  obey  your  wills  at  any  time, 
I  am  ready  to  refign  her. 

This  it  is  to  be  married  to  a  continual  tempeft.  Strife 
and  noife,  canting  and  hypocrify,  are  eternally  afloat — 
'Tis  impoflible  to  bear  it  long. 

Lnc^y.  Ye  filthy  fcoundrels,  and  odious  jades,  I'll 
teach  you  to  junket  thus,  and  fteal  my  provifions :  I 
fhall  be  devour'd  at  this  rate. 

But.  I  thought.  Madam,  we  might  be  merry  once 
upon  a  holiday. 

Lady.  Holiday,  you  popifh  cur  I  is  one  day  more 
holy  than  another  ?  and  if  it  be,  you'll  be  fure  to  get 
drunk  upon  it,  you  rogue.  \_Beats  him.']  You  minx, 
you  impudent  flirt,  are  you  jigging  it  after  an  abomi- 
nable fiddle  ?  all  dancing  is  whorifli,  hufley. 

\^Lugs  her  hy  the  ears, 

Lucy.  O  lud,  flie  has  pullM  off  both  my  ears. 

Sir  John.  Pray,  Madam,  confider  your  fex  and  qua- 
lity :    I  blufli  for  your  behaviour. 

Lady.  Confider  your  incapacity  :  you   fhall   not  in- 
flrud  me.     Who  are  you  thus  muffled,  you  buzzard  ? 
\_She  beats  ^em  all. — ^ohiox^fteals  hy. 

Jah.  I  am  an  honefl:,  plain,  pfalm-finging  cobler. 
Madam  :  if  your  ladyfliip  would  but  go  to  church,  you 
might  hear  me  above  all  the  reft  there. 

Lady.    I'll  try  thy  voice  here  firtt,  villain. 

\_Strikes  him. 

Joh.  Nounz  !   what  a  pox,  what  a  devil  ails  you  \ 

Lady.   O  profane  wretch  !  wicked  varlet ! 

Sir  John.   For  fliame  !   your  behaviour  is  monftrous. 

Lady.  Was  ever  poor  lady  fo  miferable  in  a  brutifli 
hufband  as  I  am  ?  1  that  am  fo  pious  and  religious  a 
woman ! 

Joh^ftngs.  He  that  has  the  befl  wife. 
She's  the  plague  of  his  life. 
But  for  her  that  will  fcold  and  will  quarrel — - 

\Exit. 
Lady, 
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LaJy.  O  rogue,  fcoundrel,  villain  I 

Sir  John,  Remember  mcdefty. 

Lady.  I'll  rout  you  all  with  a  vengeance — ^  I'll  fpoil 

*  your  fqueaking  treble* 

*  \_Beats  the  fiddle  ahaut  the  blind  man^ s  head. 

*  Fid.  O  murder,  murder  !  I  am  a  dark  man — which 

*  way  fliall  I  get  hence  ? — O  heav'n,  flie  has  broke  my 

*  fiddle,  and  undone  me  and  my  wife  and  children. 

*  Sir  Johti.  Here,  poor  fellow,    take  your  ftaff  and 

*  begone  :  there's  money  to  buy  you  two  fuch  :  that's 

*  your  way.  [j&'x//  Fiddler. 

*  Lady.  Methinks  you  are  very  liberal.  Sir ;  mull  my 

*  eftate  maintain  you  in  your  profufenefs  ?' 

Sir  John.  Go  up  to  your  clofet,  pray,  and  compofc 
your  mind. 

Lady.  O  wicked  man  !  to  bid  me  pray. 

Sir  John.  A  njan  can't  be  completely  curft,  I  fee, 
without  marriage  ;  but  fince  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  fe- 
parate  malntenajice,  ihe  (hall  to-morrow  enjoy  the  boue- 
fit  of  it.. 

A  I  R     V.       Of  all  comforts  I  ffiifearryd* 
Of  the  ftates  in  life  fo  various, 
Marriage,  fure,  is  mod  precarious  j 
'lis  a  maze  fo  ftrangely  winding, 
Still  we  are  new  ma^es  fioding  : 
'Tis  an  aftion  fo  fevere, 
That  nought  but  death  can  fet  us  cZear. 
Happy's  the  man,  from  wedlock  free, 
Who  knows  to  prize  his  liberty. 

Were  men  wary 

How  they  marry, 
We  fhould  not  be  by  half  fo  full  of  mifery. 

\_Knockirig at  the  doof. 
Here,  yvhere  are  my  fervants  ?  Miift  they  be  frighted 
from  me  : — Within  there — fee  who  knocks. 

Lady.  Within  there — Where  are  my  Huts  ?  Ye  drabs, 
ye  queans — lights  there. 

Eater  Servants,  fneakingy  ivith  candies. 
But.  Sir,  it  is  a  do^or  that  lives  ten  miles  off:  he 
pradlifes  phyfic,    and   is  ao   aftrologer;    your  worfliip 

knows 
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Itncws  him  very  well :  he  Is  a  cunning  man,  makes  aU 
manacks,  and  can  help  people  to  their  goods  again. 
Enter  Dodlor. 

B(r£l.  Sir,  I  humbly  beg  your  honotir's  pardon  for 
this  unfeafonable  intrufion  ;  but  I  am  benighted,  and 
'tis  fo  dark  that  I  can't  poflibly  find  my  way  home  ; 
and  kno-^nng  your  worflilp's  hofpitality,  defire  the  fa- 
▼our  to  be  harboured  under  your  roof  to-night. 

Lady,  Out  of  my  houfe,  you  lewd  conjurer,  you  nfia- 
glclan. 

Do^.  Here's  a  turn  ! — here's  a  change  ! Well,  if 

I  have  any  art,  you  fliall  fmart  for  this.  ]^A/ide. 

Sir  John,  You  fee,  friend,  I  am  not  mailer  of  my 
own  houfe  :  therefore,  to  avoid  any  uneafinefs,  go  down 
the  lane  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and  you'll  fee  a  cob- 
ler's  cottage  ;  flay  there  a  little,  and  I'll  fend  my  fer- 
vant  to  conduft  you  to  a  tenant's  houfe,  where  you'll  be 
well  entertaln'd. 

Doci>  I  thank  you.  Sir  ;  I'm  your  moft  humble  fer- 
vr.nt. — But  as  for  your  lady  there,  (he  fliall  this  night 
feel  my  refentment.  [^Exit. 

Sir  J'^hn.  Come,  Madam,  you  and  I  muft  have  fome 
conference  together. 

Lady.  Yes ;  I  will  have  a  conference  and  a  reforma- 
tion too  in  this  houfe,  or  I'll  turn  It  upfide  down — I 
will. 

AIR     VL        Contented  country  farmer. 
Sir  John,  Grant  me,  ye  pow'rs,  but  this  requeft, 
And  let  who  will  the  world  contcll ; 
Convey  her  to  fome  diftant  fliore, 
Where  I  may  ne'er  behold  her  more  ; 
Or  let  me  to  fome  cottage  fly. 
In  freedom's  arms  to  Hve  and  die.     \_Exeunt, 

Scene,   rhe  Cohler's, 
Nell  and  the  Doaor. 

Kell.  Pray,  Sir,  mend  your  draught.  If  you  pleafe : 
you  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 

D06I.  Thank  you  heartily,  good  woman  ;  and  to  re* 
quite  your  civility,  I'll  tell  you  your  fortune. 

Ndl 
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Nell,  O  pray  do,  Sir :  I  never  had  my  fortune  told 
me  in  my  life. 

Dof}.  Let  me  behold  the  lines  of  your  face. 

Nell,  I'm  afraid,  Sir,  'tis  none  of  the  cleaned,  I  have 
been  about  dirty  vi^ork  all  this  day. 

DoSi,  Come,  come,  'tis  a  good  face  ;  be  not  afliam'd 
of  it ;  you  fhall  fhow  it  in  greater  places  fuddenly. 

Nell.  O  dear.  Sir,  I  fhall  be  mightily  afham'd;  I 
want  dacity  when  I  come  before  great  folks. 

Do^,  You  muft  be  confident,  and  fear  nothing  ;  there 
is  much  happinefs  attends  you. 

Nell,  Oh  me  !  this  is  a  rare  man  :  Heav'n  be  thank'd. 

Dofl.  To-morrovt^  before  the  fun-rife,  you  fhall  be  the 
happiefl  woman  in  this  country. 

Nell.  How,  by  to-morrow! — ^Alack  a-day.  Sir,  hovr 
can  that  be  ? 

Do^.  No  more  fhall  you  be  troubled  with  a  lurly 
hufband  that  rails  at  and  flraps  you. 

Nell.  Lud,  how  came  he  to  know  that  ?  he  mufl  be 
a  conjurer.  Indeed  my  hufband  is  fomewhat  rugged, 
and  in  his  cups  will  beat  me,  but  it  is  not  much  ;  he's 
an  honefl  pains-taking  man,  and  I  let  him  have  his  way. 
Pray,  Sir,  take  t'other  cup  of  ale. 

Do6i.   I  thank   you Believe  me,  to-morrow  you 

fhall  be  the  richeft  woman  i'  th'  hundred,  and  ride  in 
your  own  coach. 

Nell.  O  father,  you  jeer  me. 

Dofi.  By  my  art,  I  do  not.  But  mark  my  words ; 
be  confident,  and  bear  all  out,  or  worfe  will  follow. 

Nell.  Never  fear.  Sir,  I  warrant  you. O  Gemini! 

a  coach ! 

AIR     VII.       Send  ho?ne  77iy  long-Jirafd  eyes. 

My  fwelling  heart  now  leaps  for  joy, 

And  riches  all  my  thoughts  employ ; 

No  more  fhall  people  call  me  Nell, 

Her  ladyfhip  will  do  as  well  .* 

Deck'd  in  my  golden  rich  array,  "^ 

I'll  in  my  chariot  roll  away,  > 

And  fliine  at  ring,  at  ball,  and  play.  j 

I  Enter 
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Enter  Jobfon. 

jfoh.  Where  is  this  quean  ?  Here,  Nell !  what  a  pox, 
are  you  drunk  with  your  lamb's  wool  ? 

Nell.  O  huiband !  here's  the  rarell  man — ^he  has  told 
me  my  fortune. 

Job.  Has  he  fo  ?  and  planted  my  fortune  too,  a  lully 
pair  of  horns,  upon  my  head — Eh — is't  not  fo  I 

Docl.  Thy  wife  is  a  virtuous  woman,  and  thou*lt  be 
happy — 

Job.  Come  out,  you  hang-dog,  you  juggler,  you 
cheating,  bamboozling  villain  !  muft  I  be  cuckolded  by 
fuch  rogues  as  you  are,  mackmatidans  and  almanack- 
makers  ! 

Nell.  Pr'ythee  peace,  hufband,  we  fiiall  be  rich,  and 
have  a  coach  of  our  ow«. 

Job.  A  coach  !  a  cart,  a  wheel-barrow,  you  jade — 
By  the  mackin,  (he's  drunk,  bloody  drunk,  moil  con- 
foundedly drunk. -Get  you  to  bed,  you  ftrumpet. 

\_Bedts  her. 

Neil.  O  mercy  on  us  I  is  this  a  tafle  of  my  good  for- 
tune ? 

D06I,  You  had  better  not  have  touch'd  her,  you  furly 
rogue. 

Job.  Out  of  my  houfe,  you  villain,  or  PU  run  my 
awl  up  to  the  handle  in  your  buttocks. 

D06I.  Farewel,   you  paltry  flave. 

Job.  Get  out,  you  rogue.  \_Ex^r2f, 

Scene,   Changes  to  an  open  country, 

'Dodior  folus. 

«  A  I  R    Vin.     The  Spirit's  fing  in  Macbeth.' 
My  little  fpirits  now  appear, 
Nadir  and  Abifhog  draw  near. 

*  The  time  is  fliort,  make  no  delay ; 

*  Then  quic'kly  haiie  and  come  away : 

*  Nor  moon  nor  ftars  afford  their  light, 

*  But  all  is  wnipt  in  gloomy  night  : 

*  Both  men  and  beails  to  reft  incline, 

*  And  all  tilings  favour  my  defign. 

*  Spirits  [nvithin.)   Say,  mafter,  what  is  to  be  done;* 
My  ftrift  commands  be  fure  attend, 
For  ere  this  night  fliall  have  an  end. 

Vol.  II.  G  Yoii 
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You  muft  this  cobler's  wife  transform, 
And  to  the  knight's  the  like  perform : 
With  all  your  moft  fpecific  charms. 
Convey  each  wife  to  diff 'rent  arms  ; 
Let  the  delufion  be  fo  ftrong, 
That  none  may  know  the  right  from  wrong. 
*  {JVithw.)  All  this  we  will  with  care  perform, 

*  In  thunder,  lightning,  and  a  ftorm. 

[Thunder. 

Scene  changes   to  ths  Cohler*s  houfe, 
Jobfon  at  ivork.     The  bed  in  t'/Vw. 

Job.  What  devil  has  been  abroad  to-night  ?  I  never 
heard  fuch  claps  of  thunder  in  my  life.  I  thought  my 
little  hovel  would  have  flown  away  ;  but  now  all  is  clear 
again,  and  a  fine  flar-light  morning  it  is.  Til  fettle 
myfelf  to  work.  They  fay  winter's  thunder  is  fummer's 
wonder. 

AIR     IX.       Charming  Sally, 
Of  all  the  trades  from  eaft  to  weft, 

The  cobler's,  paft  contending, 
Is  hke  in  time  to  prove  the  beft. 

Which  ev'ry  day  is  mending. 
How  great  his  praife  who  can  amend 

The  foals  of  all  his  neighbours  ; 
Nor  is  unmindful  of  his  end. 

But  to  his  laft  ftill  labours  ! 

Lady,  Heyday  !  what  impudent  ballad- finging  rogue 
13  that,  who  dares  wake  me  out  of  my  ileep  ?  I'll  have 
you  flca'd,  you  rafcal. 

Job.  What  a  pox,  does  fhe  talk  in  her  fleep  ?  or  is 
/he  drunk  ilili  ?  [Sings, 

AIR     X.       Nov:  ponder  ivell,  ye  parents  dear, 
I. 
In  Bath  a  wanton  wife  did  dwell. 

As  Chaucer  he  did  write, 
Who  wantonly  did  fpend  her  time 

In  many  a  fond  delight. 
All  on  a  time  fo  fick  fhe  was, 
And  file  at  length  did  die, 

Ana 
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And  then  her  foul  at  paradife 
Did  knock  moll  mightily. 

Lady.  Why,  villain,  rafcal,  fcreech-owl,  who  maked 
a  worfe  noife  than  a  dog  hung  m  the  pales,  or  a  hog  in 
a  hi'  h  wind.  Where  are  all  my  fervants  ?  Somebody 
come  and  hamftring  this  rogue.  \^K7iocks. 

Job.  Why,  how  now,  you  brazen  quean  !  you  mull 
get  drunk  with  the  conjuror,  mull  you  ?  I'll  give  you 
money  another  time  to  fpend  in  lamb's  wool,  you  fancy 
jade,  fliall  I  ? 

Lady.  Mcnftrous  !  I  can  fmd  no  bell  to  ring.  Where 
are  my  fervants  \     They  (hall  tofs  him  in  a  blanket. 

jfob.  Ay,  the  jade's  afleep  llill :  the  conjuror  told 
her  Ihe  Ihould  keep  her  coach,  and  Ihe  is  dreaming  of 
her  equipage.  \Sings. 

II. 
I  will  come  in,  in  fpite,  Ihe  faid, 

Of  all  fuch  churls  as  thee  ; 
Thou  art  the  caufe  of  all  our  pain, 

Our  grief  and  mifery. 
Thou  firll  broke  the  commandement. 

In  honour  of  thy  wife  : 
When  Adam  heard  her  fay  thefe  words. 
He  ran  away  for  life. 

Lady,  Why  hufband  !  Sir  John  !  Will  ^u  fuiFer  me 
to  be  thus  infulted  \ 

Job.  Hulband !  Sir  John !  what  a  pox,  has  Ihe 
knighted  me  !  and  my  name's  Zekel  too  :  a  good  jell, 
faith. 

Lady.  Ha !  he's  gone,  he  is  not  in  the  bed.  Heav'n, 
where  am  I  ?  <  Foh,  what  loathfome  fmells  are  here  ?* 
Canvafs  Iheets,  and  a  filthy  ragged  curtain  ;  a  beallly 
rug,  and  a  flock-bed.  Am  I  awake,  or  is  it  all  a 
dream  !  What  rogue  is  that  ?  Sirrah, — Where  am  I  ? 
Who  brought  me  hither  ?     What  rafcal  are  you  ? 

yob.  This  is  amazing — I  never  heard  fuch  words  from 
her  before.  If  I  take  my  llrap  to  you,  I'll  make  you 
know  your  hulband.  I'll  teach  you  better  manners,  you 
fancy  drab. 

Lady.  Oh  allonilhing  impudence  !    You  my  hulband, 

firrah  I     I'll  have  you  hang'd,  you  rogue  5  I'm  a  lady. 

G  2  Let 
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Let  me  know  wha  has  given  me  a  fleeping  draught,  and 
convey'd  me  hither,  you  dirty  varlet  ? 

Jab*  A  fleephig-draught !  yes,  you  drunken  jade, 
you  had  a  fleeping  draught,  vvith-a-pox  to  ye.  What, 
has  not  your  lamb's  wool  done  working  yet  ? 

Lady.  Where  am  I  ?  AVhere  has  my  villainous  huf- 
band  put  me  ?     Lucy  !  Lettice  !   Where  are  my  queans  ? 

yob.  Ha,  ha,  h'a!  Wliat,  does  (he  call  her  maid&  too  ? 
The  conjuror  has  made  her  mad  as  well  as  drunk. 

Lady.  He  talks  of  conjurors  ;  fure  I  am  bewitched ! 
Ha  !  what  cloaths  are  here  ?  a  linfey-woolfey  gown,  a 
calico  hood,  a  red  bays  petticoat :  I  am  removed  from 
my  own  houfe  by  witchcraft.  What  mull  I  do  ?  what 
will  become  of  me  ?  \_Horns  nvi?id  ^Li-ithout. 

Job.  Hark  !  the  hunters  and  the  meny  horns  are 
ribroad.  Why,  Nell,  you  lazy  jade,  His  break  of  day  ; 
to  work,  to  work  ;  come  and  fpin,  you  drab,  or  I'll 
tan  your  hide  for  you.  What-a-pox,  mull  I  be  at  work 
two  hours  before  you  In  the  morning  ? 

Lady.  Why,  firrah,  thou  impudent  villain!  dofl  thou 
not  know  me,  you  rogue  ? 

Job.  Know  you  1  yes,  I  know  you  well  enough,  and 
I'll  make  you  know  me  before  I  have  done  with  you. 

Lady,  I  am  Sir  John  Loverule's  lady  ;  how  came  I 
iicrc  ? 

Job.  Sir  Jolm  Loverule's  lady  !  No,  Nell,  not  quite 
fo  bad  neither:  that  damn'd  ftingy,  fanatic  whore, 
plagues  every  one  that  comes  near  her— the  whole  coun- 
try curfes  her. 

Lady.  Nay,  then  I'll  hold  no  longer  ■  You  rogue, 
you  infolent  villain,   I'll  teach  you  better  manners, 

[^Flings  the  bedjiaff  and  other  thingr  at  him, 

Job.  This  is  more  than  ever  I  faw  by  her ;  I  never 
had  an  111  word  from  her  before.  Come,  ftrap,  I'll  try 
your  mettle  ;   I'll  fober  you,  I  warrant  you,  quean. 

\_HeJiraps  her — -J}} e  files  at  him. 

Lady.  I'll  pull  your  throat  out ;  I'll  tear  out  your 
eyes :  I  am  a  lady,  Crrah.  O  murder,  murder !  Sir 
John  Loverule  will  hang  you  for  this. — Murder,  mur- 
der ! 

"Job,  Come,  hufly,  leave  fooling,  and  come  to  your 
fplnning,  or  elfe  I'll  lamb  you,  you  never  were  fo  lamb*d 

fince 
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fince  you  were  an  inch  long.     Take  It  up,  you  jade, 

[_S  he  flings  it  do'wn—^hejirapiher*- 
Dady.  Hold,  hold  !    Til  do  any  thing. 
Job.  Oh,  I  thought  I  fliould  bring  you  to  yourfelf 
again. 

Lady.  What  fhall  I  do  ?   I  can't  fpln.  l^J]Jff. 

Job.   rU  into  my  ftall ;  'tis  broad  day  now. 

\J¥orks  andjtngf, 

AIR     XI.       Co7nei  let  us  prepare. 

Let  matters  of  flate 

Difquiet  the  great, 
The  cobler  has  nought  to  perplex  him  ; 

Has  nought  but  his  wife 

To  ruffle  his  life. 
And  her  he  can  llrap  if  (he  vex  him. 

He's  out  of  the  pow'r 

Of  Fortune,  that  whore, 
Since  low  as  can  be  (he  has  thruft  him : 

From  duns  he's  fecure  ; 

For,  being  fo  poor. 
There's  none  to  be  found  that  will  trufl  him^ 

Heyday,   I  think  the  jade's  brain  is  turn'd !     What,- 
have  you  forgot  to  fpin,  hufley  ? 

Lady.  But  I  have  not  forgot  to  run.  I'll  e'en  try  my 
fcet :  I  fhall  find  fomebody  in  the  town,  fure,  that  will' 
fuccour  me.  C'^''^^  '"^''•^  °^^*' 

Job.  What,  does  flie  run  for  It? — I'll  after  her. 

\^Hc  runs  out,- 

Scene  changes  to  Sir  John'/  loufe. 

Nell  in  B^d. 
Nell.  What  pleafant  dreams  I  have  had  to-night  ? 
Methought  I  was  in  paradlfe,  upon  a  bed  of  violets  and 
rofes,  and  the  fvveeteil  hufband  by  my  fide  !  Ha,  blefs> 
me  !  where  am  I  now  ?  What  fweets  are  thefe  ?  No- 
garden  in  the  fpring  can  equal  them — Am  1  on  a  bed? 
— The  fheets  are   farfenet,  fure  ;  no  linen   ever  was  fo' 

fine. -What  a  gay   filken   robe  have  I  got  ? O 

bwv'o !  I  dream ! — Yet  if  this  be  a  dream,  I  would 
G  3  nor 
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not  wifli  to  wake  again.— Sure  I  died  laft  Right,  and 
went  to  heav*n  ;  and  this  is  it. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Now  muft  I  wake  an  alarum  that  will  not  He 
mil  again  till  midnight  at  foonell :  the  firft  greeting,  I 
fuppofe,  will  be  jade  or  whore.     Madam,  Madam  ! 

Nell.  O  gemini !  who's  this  \  What  dofl  fay,  fweet- 
heart  ? 

Lucy.  Sweetheart !  Oh  lud,  fweetheart !  The  bed 
names  I  have  had  thefe  three  months  from  her  have 
been  flut  or  whore. — What  gown  and  ruffles  will  your 
ladylhlp  wear  to-day  ? 

NelL  What  does  flie  mean  ?     Ladyfhip,  gown,  and 

ruffles! Sure   I  am  awake  J— -Oh,   I  remember  the 

cunning  man  now. 

Lucy.  Did  your  ladyfiilp  fpeak  ? 

Nell.  Ay,  child,   I'll  wear  the,  fame  I  did  yefterday. 

ijucy.  Mercy  upon  me  ! — Child  ! — Here's  a  miracle  ! 
Enter  Lettice^ 

Let.  Is  my  Lady  awake  ? — Have  you  had  her  flioe 
or  her  flipper  at  your  head  yet  \ 

Lucy.  Oh  no,  I'm  oveijoy'd ;  flie's  In  the  kindell 
humour — Go  to  the  bed  and  fpeak  to  her — Now  Is  your 
tinje. 

Let.  Now*s  my  time  [  what,  to-  have  another  tooth 
beat  out. Madam  ! 

Nell.  What  doil  fay,  my  dear  .^— -O  father,  what 
would  fhe  have  ? 

Let.  What  work  will  your  ladyfhip  pleafe  to  have 
done  to-day  \  Shall  I  work  plain  work,  or  go  to  my 
Hitching  ? 

Nell.  Work,  child  !   'tis  holiday  ;  no  work  to-day. 

Let.  Oh  mercy  !  am  I,  or  five,  -awake  ?  or  do  we  both 
dream  ? — Here's  a  blelt  change  ! 

Lucy.  If  it  continues,  we  fnall  be  a  happy  family. 
,  Let.  Your  ladyihip's  chocolate  is  ready. 

Nell.  Mercy  on  me,  what's  that ! — fome  garment,  I 
fuppofe.   \__y4Jide.~\   Put  it  on  then,  fw^eetheart. 

Let.  Put  it  on,  Madam !  I  have  taken  It  off;  'tb 
ready  to  drink. 

Nell,  I  meau  put  it  by  j  I  don't  care  for  drinking 

BOW. 

Entsr 
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Efiter  Cook. 

Cook,  Now  go  I  like  a  bear  to  the  ftake,  to  know 
her  fcurvy  ladyfhip's  command  about  dinner.  How 
many  rafcally  names  muft  I  be  called  ? 

Let.  Oh,  John  Cook,  you'll  be  out  of  your  wits  to 
find  my  lady  in  fo  fweet  a  temper. 

Cook.  What  a  devil,  are  they  all  mad  ? 

Lucy.  Madam,  here's  the  cook  come  about  dinner. 

Nell.  Oh,  there's  a  fine  cook  !  He  looks  like  one  of 
your  gentlefolks.  \_^fide.^  Indeed,  honell  man,  I'm 
very  hungry  now  ;  pray  get  me  ?iK  raflier  upon  the  coals, 
a  piece  of  ewe-milk  cheefe,  and  fome  white  bread. 

Cook.  Hey,  what's  to  do  here  ?  my  head  turns  round. 
Honeft  man  !  I  look'd  for  rogue  and  rafcal  at  leaft. — 
She's  ftrangely  chang'd  in  her  diet,  as  well  as  her  hu- 
mour. {^^Jide."] — I'm  afraid,  Madam,  cheefe  and  bacon 
will  fit  very  heavy  on  your  Ladyfhip's  ftomach  in  a 
morning.  If  you  pleafe.  Madam,  I'll  tofs  you  up  a 
white  fricafee  of  chickens  in  a  trice.  Madam  ;  or  what 
does  your  Ladyfliip  think  of  a  veal  fweetbread  ? 

Nell.  Ev'n  what  you  will,  good  cook. 

Cook.  Good  cook  !    good  cook  ! — *  Ah,  'tis  a  fweet 

*  lady.'     Mercy  us  !  miracles  will  never  ceafe. 

Enter  Butler. 

*  Oh,  kifs  me.  Chip,  I  am  out  of  my  wits— We  have 

*  the  kindeft,  fweeteft  lady. 

*  But.   You  fhamming  rogue,   I  think  you  are  out  of 

*  your  wits  all  of  ye  ;  the  maids  look  merrily  too. 

Lucy.  Here's  the  butler.  Madam,  to  know  your  La- 
dyfhip's orders. 

Nell.  Oh,  pray,  Mr  Butler,  let  me  have  fome  fmall- 
beer  when  my  breakfaft  comes  in. 

But.  Mr  Butler  !  Mr  Butler  ! — I  fhall  be  turn'd  into 
ftone  with  amazement.  \_JJide.'\  Would  not  your  La- 
dy fhip  rather  have  a  glafs  of  Frontiniac  or  Lacryme  I 

Nell.  O  dear,  what  hard  names  are  there  !  but  I  muft 
not  betray  myfelf.  \_^/tde.']  Well,  which  you  pleafe, 
Mr  Butler. 

Enter  Coachman. 

*  But.   Go,  get  you  in,  and  be  rejoiced  as  I  am. 

*  Coach.  The  cook  has  been  making  his  game  I  know 
[  not  how  long  ;  what,  <lo  you  banttv  too  l^ 

Ltit)\ 
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Lucy.  Madam,  the  coachman. 

Coach,  I  come  to  know  if  your  Ladyftiip  goes  out 
to-day,  and  which  you*ll  have,  the  coacli  or  chariot. 

Nell,  Good  lack-a-day  ! — I'll  ride  in  the  coach,  if 
you  pleafe. 

Coach.  The  /]<y  will  fall,  that's  certain.  [_Exif. 

Nell.  I  can  hardly  think  I  am  awake  yet.  How  well 
pleafed  they  all  feem  to  wait  upon  me  ! — O  notable 
cunning  man  !-— My  head  turns  round  ! — I  am  quite 
giddy  with  my  own  happinefs. 

AIR    XII.      What  though  I  am  a  country  lafs. 

Though  late  I  was  a  cobler's  wife, 

In  cottage  moft  ob£cure-a. 
In  plain-lluff  gown,  and  fhort-ear'd  coif. 

Hard  labour  did  endure- a  : 

The  fcene  is  chang'd,  I'm  alter'd  quite. 

And  from  poor  humble  Nell- a, 
I'll  learn  to  dance,  to  read,  and  write. 

And  from  all  bear  the  bell-a.  Ey.it, 

Enter  Sir  John,  meeting  hisfervants. 

But,  (5h,  Sir,  here's  the  rareft  news ! 

Lucy.  There  never  was  the  like,  Sir  !  You'll  be  ovcr- 
joy'd  and  amaz'd  ! 

Sir  John.  What,  are  ye  m.ad  ?— What's  the  matter 
with  ye  ? — How  now !  here's  a  new  face  in  my  family  ! 
— What's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

But,  Oh,  Sir,  the  family's  turn'd  upfide  down  ! — 
We  are  almofl  diftrafted ;.  the  happieil  people  !  — 

Lucy,  Ay,  my  Lady,  Sir  ;  my  Lady — 

Sir  John,  What,  is  (he  dead  ? 

But.  Dead  !  Heav'n  forbid  ! — O,  Ihe's  the  befl  wo- 
man, the  fweeteft  lady — 

Sir  John,  This  is  aftonifiiing — I  muft  go  and  inquire 
into  this  wonder.  If  this  be  true,  1  (hall  rejoice  in- 
deed. 

But.  'TIs  true.    Sir,    upon  my  honour.     Long  live 
Sir  John  and  my  Lady.     Huzza  ! 
Enter  Nell. 

Nell,  I  well  remember  the  cunning-man  warned  me 
to  bear  ail  out  with  confidence,- or  worfe,  he  faid,  would 

follow, 
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follow. — ■ — I  am  aiham'd,  and  know  not  wliat  to  do 
with  all  this  ceremony.  I  am  amaz'd,  and  out  of  my 
fcMifes. — I  look'd  in  the  glaft,  and  faw  a  gay  fme  thing 

1  knew  not. Methought  my  face  was  not  at  all  like 

that  I  have  feen  at  home  'm  a  piece  of  looking-glafs 
faftened  upon  the  cuphoard.  But  great  ladies,  they 
fay,  have  flattering  glaffes,  that  (liow  them  far  unlike 
themfelves,  whilft  poor  folks'  glaffes  reprefcnt  them  e'en 
juft  as  they  are. 

<  A  I  R  XIII.      n7je;j  I  ivas  a  daJiie  ofhoiiour* 

*  Fine  ladies  with  an  artful  grace 

*  Difguife  each  native  feature  ; 

<  Whilil  flatt'ring  glaffes  fhow  the  face, 

*  As  made  by  art,  not  nature  : 

*■  But  we  poor  folks  in  home-fpun  grey, 

*  By  patch  nor  wafhes  tainted, 

*  Look  frefh  and  fweeter  far  than  they, 

*  That  ftill  are  finely  painted.* 

Lucy.  Oh,  Madam,  here's  my  matter  juft  return*d 
from  hunting. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

Ne//.  O  gemini !  this  fine  gentleman  my  hufhand  ! 

Sir  John,  My  dear,  I  am  overjoyed  to  fee  my  family 
thus  tranfported  with  ecflafy  which  you  occafion'd. 

Nell.  Sir,  1  ftiall  always  be  proud  to  do  every  thing 
that  may  give  you  delight,  or  your  family  fatisfac- 
tion. 

Sir  John.  By  heav'n,  I  am  charm'd ! — Dear  crear 
ture,  if  thou  continiiefl  thus,  I  had  rather  enjoy  thee 
than  the  Indies.  But  can  this  be  real  ? — May  I  believe 
my  fcnfes  ? 

Nell.  All  that's  good  above  can  witnefs  for  me,  I  am 
in  earncft.  \_Kneels, 

Sir  John.  Rife,  my  deareft.  Now  am  I  happy  in- 
deed. — Where  are  my  friends,  my  fervants  ?  Call  'em 
all,  and  let  them  be  witneffes  of  my  happinefs.      \_Exit, 

Nell.  O  rare  fweet  man  !  He  fmells  all  over  like  a 
nofcgay.— Heav'n  prefei-ve  my  wits. 

AIR 
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AIR  XIV.     'Tnuas  moiihin  a  furlong,  &c. 
O charming  cunning  man!  thou  haft  been  vvond^rouskind, 
And  all  thy  golden  words  do  now  prove  true  I  find  : 
Ten  thoufand  tranfports  wait 
To  crown  my  happy  ftate ; 
Thus  kifs'd  and  prefs'd,     * 
And  doubly  blefs'd 
In  all  this  pomp  and  ftate  : 
New  fcenes  of  joy  arife 
"Which  fill  me  with  furprife  ; 
My  rock,  and  reel, 
And  fpinning  wheel, 
And  hufband  I  defpife. 
Then,  yobfon,  now  adieu, 
Thy  cobling  ftill  purfue  ; 
For  hence  I  will  not,  cannot,  no,  nor  muft  not  buckle  to. 

[£x//. 

Scene,  Jobfon*8  houfe. 
Enter  Lady. 

Lady,  Was  ever  lady  yet  fo  miferable  ?  I  can't  make 
one  foul  in  the  village  acknowledge  me.  They  fure  are 
all  of  the  confpiracy.  This  wicked  huft)and  of  mine  has 
laid  a  devilifti  plot  againft  me  :  I  muft  at  prefent  fub- 
mit,  that  I  may  hereafter  have  an  opportunity  of  exe- 
cuting my  defign.  Here  comes  the  rogue  ;  I'll  have 
him  ftrangled  :  but  now  I  muft  yield. 
Enter  Jobfon. 

yoh.  Come  on,  Nell;  art  thou  come  to  thyfelf  yet  ? 

Lady,  Yes,  I  thank  you  ;  I  wonder  what  I  ail'd  :  this 
cunning  man  has  put  powder  in  my  drink,  moft  cer- 
tainly. 

Job.  Powder  !  the  brewer  put  good  ftore  of  powder 
of  malt  in  it,  that's  all.  Powder,  quoth  (he  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  \ 

Lady,   I  never  was  fo  ill  in  ail  the  days  of  my  life. 

Job.  Was  fo  ill !  No,  nor  I  hope  ne'er  will  be  fo  again, 
to  put  me  to  the  trouble  of  ftrapping  you  fo  devilifhly. 

Lady,  I'll  have  that  right-hand  cut  off"  for  that,  rogue. 
\^Afide.'^     You  was  unmerciful  to  bruife  me  fo. 

Job,  Well,  I'm  going  to  Sir  John  Loverule's  ;  all 
his  tenants  are  invited.  There's  to  be  rare  feafting  and 
revelling,  and  open  houfe  kept  for  three  months. 

Lady, 
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Lady.   Hufband,  fhan't  I  go  with  you  ? 
.  Job.  What  the  devil  ails  thee  now  ! — Did  I  not  tell 
thee  but  yefterday,  I  would  ftrap  thee  for  deliring  to 
go ;  and  art  thou  at  it  again,  with  a  pox  ? 

Lady.  What  does  the  villain  mean  by  ftrapping,  and 
yefterday  ?  \_Aftde. 

"■  Job.  Why,  I  have  been  rtiarried  but  fix  weeks,  and 
you  long  to  make  me  a  cuckold  already.  Stay  at  home, 
and  be  hang'd  :  there's  good  cold  pie  in  the  cupboard  ; 
but  ni  truft  thee  no  more  with  ttrong-beer,  huffey. 

Lady.  Well,  I'll  not  be  long  after  you.  Sure  1  fhall 
get  fome  of  my  own  family  to  know  me.;  they  can't  be 
all  in  this  wicked  plot.  [jEx/V. 

Scene,  iS/>  John's. 

Sir  John  and  Company  enter* 

AIR   XV.      Duetto, 

Sir  John.  Was  ever  man  pofTeft  of 

So  fwect,  fo  kind  a  wife  I 
Nell.  Dear  Sir,  you  make  me  proud* 

Be  you  but  kind, 
And  you  fhall  find 
All  the  good  I  can  boaft  of 
Shall  end  but  with  my  life. 
Sir  John.  Give  me  thy  lips  : 

Nell.  Firft  let  me,  dear  Sir,  wipe  'em  : 

Sir  John.       Was  ever  fo  fweet  a  wife  !        {.Kijfing  her, 
Nell.  Thank  you,  dear  Sir  ! 

I  vow  and  proteft 
I  ne'er  was  fo  kift  :         / 
Again,  Sir  ! 
Sir  John.  Again,  and  again,  my  deaieft  ; 
O  may  it  laft  for  life  ! 
What  joy  thus  to  enfold  thee  ! 
Nell.  What  pleafure  to  behold  thee  ! 

Inclin'd  again  to  kifs  ? 
Sir  John.       How  raviihing  the  blifs  ! 
Nell*  I  little  thought  this  morning 

'T would  ever  come  to  this,  Da  capo. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lady. 

Lady,  Here's  a  fine   rout  and  rioting !     You  firfali, 
Butler  !  you  rogue  ! 

But.  Why,  how  now  !  who  are  you  ? 

Lady.  Impudent  varlet !  Doo't  you  kuow  your 
Lady  ? 

But.  Lady  !  Here,  turn  this  mad  woman  out  of 
doors. 

'  Lady.  You  rafcal — take  that,  firrah, 

*  \_Fl trigs  a  glafs  at  hhn, 

*  Have  a  care,  huflcy,  there's  a  good  pump  without  ; 
*  we  fhaJl  cool  your  courage  for  you.* 

Jjady.  You,  Lucy  !  have  you  forgot  me  too,  you 
minx  ? 

Lticy.  Forgot  you,  woman  !  Why,  I  never  remem- 
ber'd  you,   I  never  faw  you  before  in  my  life. 

Lady.  Oh  the  wicked  ilut !  I'll  give  you  caufe  to 
remember  me,  I  will,  huffy. 

l^Pu/Is  her  head-cloaths  off. 

Lucy,  Murder,  murder !   Help ! 

Sir  John.  How  now  !  What  uproar's  this  ? 

Lady.  You,  Lettice,  you  flut !  won't  you  know  me 
neither  ?  {Strikes  her. 

Lm.  Help,  help! 

Sir  John.  What's  to  do  there  ? 

But.  Why,  Sir,  here's  a  madwoman  calls  heifelf  my 
lady,  and  is  beating  and  cuffing  us  all  round. 

Sir  John  {^to  Lady.)  Thou  my  wife!  poor  creature, 
I  pity  thee 1  never  faw  thee  before. 

Lady.  Then  it  is  in  vain  to  expeft  redrefs  from  thee, 
thou  wicked  contriver  of  all  my  mifery. 

Nell.  How  am  I  amaz'd  I  Can  that  be  I  there  in  my 
cloaths,  that  have  made  all  this  diilurbance  ?  And  yet 
I  am  here,  to  my  thinking,  in  thefc  fme  cloaths.  How 
can  this  be  ?  I  am  fo  confounded  and  affrighted,  that  I 
begin  to  wifh  I  was  with  Zekel  Jobfon  again. 

Lady.  To  whom  fhall  I  apply  myfelf,  or  whither  can 
I  fly  ?  Heav'n,  what  do  I  fee  ! — Is  not  that  I  yonder, 
in  my  gown  and  petticoat  I  wore  yefterday  ?  How  can 
it  be  ?     I  cannot  be  in  two  places  at  once  ? 

Sir  John.  Poor  wretch,  {he's  Hark  mad. 

Lady.  What,  in  the  devil's  name;  was  I  here  before 
z  I 
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I  came  ?  Let  me  look  in  the  glafs — Oh,  Heavn's !  I 
amallonifh'd,  I  don't  know  myfelf !  —  If  this  be  I  that 
the  glafs  (hows  me,   I  never  faw  myfelf  before. 

Sir  John,  What  incoherent  madnefs  is  this  ? 
Enter  Jobfon. 

Lady.  There ;  that's  the  devil  in  my  likenefs,  who 
has  robb'd  me  of  my  countenance.     Is  he  here  too  ? 

Job,  Ay,  huffey ;  and  here's  my  flrap,  you  quean. 

Nell.  O  dear,  I'm  afraid  my  hufband  will  beat  me, 
that  am  on  t'other  fide  the  room  there. 

Job.  I  hope  your  honours  will  pardon  her ;  fhe  was 
drinking  with  a  conjuror  lalt  nighty  and  has  been  mad 
ever  fince,  and  calls  herfelf  my  Lady  Loverule. 

iS/>  John,  Poor  woman  !  take  care  of  her  j  do  not 
hurt  her  ;  fhe  may  be  cured  of  this. 

Job.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  worfliip,  you  fliall  fee  me 
cure  her  prefently.     HufJey,  do  you  fee  this  ? 

Nell.  O,  pray,  Zekel,  don't  beat  me. 

Sir  John.  What  fays  my  love  ?  Does  fne  infed  thee 
with  madnefs  too  ? 

Nell.  I  am  not  well — ^pray,  lead  me  in. 

{_Exeufit  Nell  and  7?iaids. 

Job.  I  befeech  your  worfhip  don't  take  it  ill  of  me, 
flie  fhall  never  trouble  you  more. 

Sir  John.  Take  her  home,  and  ufe  her  kindly. 

Lad)',  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

\_Exeunt  Jobfon  and  Lady. 
Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  the  dod:or  who  call'd  here  laft  night,  de- 
fires  you  will  give  him  leave  to  fpeak  a  word  or  two  with 
you  upon  very  earneft  bufinefs. 

Sir  John,  What  can  this  mean  ?     Bring  him  in. 
Enier  Dodtor. 

Do[l.  Lo  !  on  my  knees.  Sir,  I  beg  forgivenefs  for 
Vvhat  I  have  done,  and  put  my  life  into  your  hands. 

Sir  John.  What  mean  you  ? 

D06}.  I  have  exercis'd  my  magic  art  upon  your  Lady: 
I  know  yon  have  too  much  honour  to  take  away  my 
life,  fince  I  might  have  ilill  conceal'd  it  had  I  pleas'd. 

Sir  John.  You  have  now  brought  me  to  a  glimpfe  of 
mifery  too  great  to  bear.  Is  all  my  happinefs  then 
turn'd  into  vifion  only  \ 

Vou  II.  H  Boa^ 
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Do6i.  Sir,  I  beg  you,  fear  not ;  if  any  harm  comes 
on  it,  I  freely  give  you  leave  to  hang  me. 

Sir  John.   Inform  me  what  you  have  done. 

Do^.  I  have  transformed  your  lady's  face  fo,  that 
fhe  feems  the  cobler's  wife,  and  have  charm'd  her  face 
into  the  likenefs  of  my  lady's  ;  and  laft  night,  -w'heii 
the  ftorm  arofe,  my  fpirits  convey'd  them  to  each  other's 
bed. 

Sir  yohn.  Oh  vvnetch,  thou  hafl;  undone  me  ;  I  am 
fallen  from  the  height  of  all  my  hopes,  and  muft  flill 
fee  curft  with  a  tempciluous  wife,  a  fury  whom  I  never 
knew  quiet  lince  I  had  her. 

Dofi.  If  that  be  all,  I  can  continue  the  charm  for  both 
their  lives. 

Sir  John.  Let  the  event  be  what  it  will,  Pll  hang 
you  if  you  do  not  end  the  charm  this  inftant. 

Do6i.  I  will  this  minute.  Sir  ;  and  perhaps  you'll  find 
at  the  luckieft  of  your  life :  I  can  afiure  you  your  Lady 
will  prove  the  better  for  it. 

Sir  John.  Hold  ;  there's  one  material  circumflancc 
I'd  know. 

Do6l.  Your  pleafure.  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Perhaps  the  cobl^n-  has You  undei*{land- 

me. 

Dofi.  I  do  affure  you  no  ;  for  ere  flie  was  convey'd 
to  his  bed,  the  cobler  was  got  up  to  work,  and  he  has 
done  nought  but  beat  her  ever  fmce  ;  and  you  are  like 
to  reap  the  fruits  of  his  labour.  He'll  be  with  you  in 
a  minute — Here  he  comes 

Enter  Jobfon. 

Sir  John.   So,  Jobfon,  where's  your  wife  ? 

Job.  An't  pleafe  your  worfhip,  (he's  here  at  the 
door :  but  indeed  I  thought  I  had  loft  her  juft  now  ; 
for  as  fhe  came  into  the  hall,  (he  fell  into  fuch  a  fwoon, 
that  I  thought  Ihe  would  never  come  out  on't  again ; 
but  a  tweak  or  two  by  the  nofe,  and  half  a  dozen  ftraps, 
did  the  bufinefs  at  lail.  Here,  where  are  you,  houfe- 
wife  \ 

Enter  Lady.   • 

*  But.  O  heaven  and  earth  !   is  this  my  lady  ? 

*  Job.  What  does  he  fuy  ?  My  wife  chang'd  to  my 
*  Lady  ! 

-<  Cook, 
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«  Cook.  Ay,  I  thouglit  the  other  was  too  good  for 
*  our  Lady.' 

Lady  {to  Sir  John.)  Sir,  you  are  the  perfon  I  havq 
moil  offended  ;  and  here  confefs  I  have  been  the  worft 
of  wives  in  every  thing,  but  that  I  always  kept  myfelf 
chafte.  If  you  can  vouchfafe  once  more  to  take  me  to 
your  bofom,  the  remainder  of  my  days  fhall  joyfully  be 
{pent  in  duty,  and  obferyance  of  your  will. 

Sir  Joktu  Rife,  Madam,  I  do  forgive  you  ;  and  If 
you  are  fincere  in  what  you  fay,  you'll  make  me  hap- 
pier than  all  the  enjoyments  in  the  world  without  you 
could  do. 

Job.  What  a  pox  !  am  I  to  lofe  my  wife  thus  ? 
Enter  Lucy  and  Lettice. 

Lucy,  Oh,  Sir,  the  ftrangeil  accident  has  happened 
— it  has  amazed  us ! — My  lady  was  In  fo  great  a  fwoon, 
we  thought  (he  had  been  dead. 

Lh.  And  when  (he  came  to  herfelf,  flie  priDved  ano- 
ther woman. 

Job.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  bull,  a  bull. 

Lucy.  She  is  fo  changed,  I  knew  her  not  ;  I  never 
faw  her  face  before.     O  lud,  is  this  my  lady  ? 

Let,  We  ftiall  be  maul'd  again. 

Lucy.   I  thought  our  happinefs  was  too  great  to  laft. 

Lady,  Fear  not,  my  fcrvants  ;  It  fhall  hereafter  be 
my  endeavour  to  make  you  happy. 

Sir  John.  Perfevere  in  this  refolution,  and  we  fhall 
be  bleft  indeed  for  life. 

Enter  Neil. 

Nell,  My  head  turns  round,  I  mull  go  home.  O, 
Zekel !  are  you  there  ? 

Job.  O  lud  !  is  that  fine  lady  my  wife  !  I'gad,  Pm 
afraid  to  come  near  her.  What  can  be  the  meaning  of 
this  ? 

^/>  John.  This  is  a  happy  change  ;  and  Pll  have  It 
celebrated  with  all  the  joy  1  proclaimed  for  my  late 
fhort-llv'd  vlfion. 

Lady.  To  me  'tis  the  happlefl  day  I  ever  knew. 

*  Sir  John.  Here,  Jobfon,  take  thy  fine  wife. 

Job.  But  one  word,  Sir. Did  not  your  worfhip 

make  a  buck  of  me,  under  the  rofe  ? 

Sir  John.  No,  upon  my  honour,    nor  ever  klfl  her 
H  2  lips 
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lips  till  I  came  from  hunting ;  but  fince  (he  has  been 
a  means  of  bringing  about  this  happy  change,  V\\  give 
thee  five  hundred  pounds  home  with  her  :  go  buy  a  ftock 
of  leather. 

yoL  Brave  boys  !  Pm  a  prince — the  prince  of  cob- 
lers  !  Come  hither  and  kifs  me,  Nell ;  I'll  never  ilrap 
thee  more. 

Nc"//.  Indeed,  Zekel,  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  dream, 
that  Tm  quite  weary  of  it,  (/^Jobfon.) — Forfooth,  Ma- 
dam, will  you  pleafe  to  take  your  cloaths,  and  let  mc 
have  mine  again.  [TIs  Lady  Loverule. 

J^cb.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool,  they'll  ierve  you 
to  go  to  church.  \_Afide. 

Lady.  No ;  thou  fhalt  keep  them,  and  I'll  preferve 
thine  as  relics. 

Job.  And  can  your  Ladyfliip  forgive  my  flrapping 
your  honour  fo  very  much  ? 

Lady.  Moll  freely.  The  joy  of  this  blefTed  change 
fcts  ail  tilings  right  again. 

Sir  John.  Let  us  forget  every  thing  that  is  pall,  and 
think  of  nothing  now  but  joy  and  pleafure. 

AIR    XVI.     Hey,  hoys,  up  go  nve> 

Lady.       Let  ev'ry  face  with  fmiles  appear, 
Be  joy  in  ev'ry  breall ; 
Since  from  a  life  of  pain  and  care, 
We  now  are  truly  blcll. 
Sk  John,  May  no  rem(fmbrance  of  pall  time 
Our  prefent  pleafures  foil ; 
Be  nought  but  mirth  and  joy  a  crime, 
And  fporting  all  our  toil. 
jfoh,  I  hope  you'll  give  me  leave  to  fpeak, 

If  I  may  be  fo  bold  ; 
There's  nought  but  the  devil  and  this  good 
Could  ever  tame  a  fcold.  [ftrap, 
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ScENS,   Gaylefs^s  Lodgings, 
Enter  Gayless  and  Sharp. 

Sharp. 

HOW,  Sir,  fhall  you  be  married  to-morrow?     EIi,. 
.  I'm  afraid  you  joke  with  your  poor  humble  fer- 
vant. 
Gay,   I  tell  thee, ,  Sharp,  lafl  niglit'Melifla  confented, 
and  fixed  to-morrow  for  the  happy  day.  . 

Sharp.  'Tis  well  fhe  did,  Sir,  or  it  might  have  been 

a- dreadful  one  for  us  in  our  prefent  condition  :    all  your 

money  fpcntj  your  moveables  fold  j  your  houour  ahnoft. 

H  3  ruined. 
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ruined,  and  your  humble  fervant  almofl  ftarved;  we  could 
not  poffibly  have  ftood  it  two  days  longer — But  if  this 
young  lady  will  marry  you,  and  relieve  us,  o'my  con- 
icience  I'll  turn  friend  to  the  fex,  rail  no  more  at  ma- 
trimony, but  curfe  the  whores,  and  think  of  a  wife  my- 
felf. 

Gay.  And  yet,  Sharp,  when  I  think  how  I  have  im- 
pofed  upon  her,  I  am  almofl  refolv'd  to  throw  myfelf  at 
her  feet,  tell  her  the  real  fituation  of  my  affairs,  afli  her 
pardon,  and  implore  her  pity. 

Sharp.  After  marriage  with  all  my  heart.  Sir  ;  but 
don*t  let  your  confcience  and  honour  fo  far  get  the  bet- 
ter of  your  poverty  and  good  fenfe,  as  to  rely  on  fa 
great  uncertainty  as  a  fine  lady's  mercy  and  good- 
nature. 

Gay.  I  know  her  generous  temper,  and  am  almoft 
perfuaded  to  rely  upon  it.  What,  becaufe  I  am  poor, 
ihall  I  abandon  my  honour  I 

Sharp.  Yes,  you  muft,.  Sir,  or  abandon  me.  So, 
pray,  difcharge  one  of  us  ;  for  eat  I  muft,  and  fpeedil^jE 
too  :  and  you  know  very  well,  that  that  honour  ofyour's 
will  neither  introduce  you  to  a  great  man's  table,  nor 
get  me  credit  for  a  lingle  beef-fteak. 

Gay.,  What  can  I  do? 

Sharp.  Nothing,  while  lionour  fticks  in  your  throat; 
Do,  gulp,  mafter,  and  down  with  it. 

Gay.  Prithee  leave  me  to  my  thoughts. 

Sharp.  Leave  you  !  No,  not  in  fuch  bad  company, 
I'll  afTure  you.  Why,  you  muft  certainly  be  a  very 
great  philofopher,  Sir,  to  moralize  and  declaim  fo  char- 
mingly as  you  do,  about  honour  and  confcience,  when 
your  doors  are  befet  with  bailiffs,  and  not  one  fingle 
guinea  in  your  pocket  to  bribe  the  villains. 

Gay.  Don't  be  witty,  and  give  your  advice,  firrah. 

Sharp.  Do  you  be  wife,  and  take  it,  Sir.  But  to  be 
ferious,  you  certainly  have  fpent  your  fortune,  and  out- 
liv'd  your  credit,  as  your  pockets  and  my  belly  can  te- 
ftify.  Your  father  has  difown'd  you  ;  all  your  friends 
forfook  you,  except  myfelf,  who  am  ftarving  with  you. 
Now,  Sir,  if  you  marry  this  young  lady,  who  as  yet, 
thank  heaven,  knows  nothing  of  your  misfortunes,  and 
by  that  means  procure  a  better  fortune  than  that  you 

fv^uan- 


T  H  E    L  Y  I  N  G   V  A  L  E  T.  91 

fquander'd  away,  make  a  good  hufband,  and  turn  oeco- 
nomift,  you  ftill  may  be  happy,  may  ftill  be  Sir  Wil- 
liam'&  heir,  and  the  lady  too  no  lofer  by  the  bargain- 
There's  reafon  and  argument,  Sir. 

Gay.  *T\vas  with  that  profpeft  I  firfl:  made  love  to 
her  ;  and  though  my  fortune  has  been  ill  fpent,  I  have 
at  leaft  purcliafed  difcretion  with  it. 

Sharp.  Pray  then  convince  me  of  that.  Sir,  and  make 
no  more  objedions  to  the  marriage.  You  fee  I  am  re- 
duced to  my  waiftcoat  already  ;  and  when  neceffity  has 
undrefs'd  me  from  top  to  toe,  fhe  mull  begin  with  you, 
and  then  we  fhall  be  forced  to  keep  houfe  and  die  by 
inches.  Look  you.  Sir,  if  you  won't  refolve  to  take 
my  advice,  while  you  have  one  coat  to  your  back,  I 
mull  e'en  take  to  my  heels  while  I  have  ftrength  to  run, 
and  fomething  to  cover  me.  So,  Sir,  wilhing  you  muclt 
comfort  and  confolation  with  your  bare  confcience,  I 
am  your  moll  obedient  and  half-llarv'd  friend  and  fer* 
vant.  [Goingd 

Gt^j.  Hold,  Sharp,  you  won't  leave  me. 

Sharp.  I  muft  eat,  Sir;  by  my  honour  and  appetite, 
I  mull  i 

Gay.  Well,  then,  I  am  refolv'd  to  favour  the  cheat) 
and  as  I  (hall  quite  change  my  fonr»er  courfe  of  life,  hap- 
py may  be  the  confequences  ;  at  leaft  of  this  I  am  fure — 

Sharp.  That  you  can't  be  worfe  than  you  are  at  pre* 
fent. 

Ga)\   [a  knocking  ivii/jouf.) — Who's  there  ? 

Sharpi  Some  of  your  former  good  friends,  who  fa- 
voured you  with  money  at  fifty  per  cent,  and  helped  you 
to  fpcnd  it,  and  are  now  become  daily  memento's  to  you 
ef  the  folly  of  truiling  rogues,  following  whores,  and 
laughing  at  my  advice. 

Cay.  Ceafe  your  impertinence  !  to  the  door  !  If  they 
are  duns,  tell  'em  my  marriage  is  now  certainly  fix'd^; 
and  peifuade  'em  ftill  to  forbear  a  few  days  longer,  and 
keep  my  circumftances  a  fecret,  for  their  fakes  as  well 
as  my  own. 

Sharp.  O  never  fear  it.  Sir :  they  ftill  have  fo  much 
friendftiip  for  you,  not  to  defire  your  ruin  to.  their  own 
di  fad  vantage.  . 

Cc/y,    A^r.d  do  you  hear,  Sharp,  if  it  fliould  be  any 

body 
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body  from  Melifla,  fay  I  am  not  at  home ;  left  the  bad 
appearance  we  mak^  here  (houldmake  'em  fufpeft  fome- 
thing  to-  our  difadvantage. 

Sharp,  rU  obey  you,  Sir; — but  I  am  afraid  they 
will  eafily  difcover  the  confumptive  fituation  of  our  af- 
fairs by  my  chop-fallen  countenance.  [j&'.v;/  Sharps 

Gay.  Thefe  very  rafcals  who  are  now  continually 
dunning  and  perfecuting  me,  were  the  very  perfons  who 
led  me  to  my  ruin,  partook  of  my  profperity,  and  pro- 
fefs'd  the  greatell  friendfhip. 

Sharp,  (ivithoutf)  Upon  my  word,  Mrs  Kitty,  my 
mailer's  not  at  home. 

Kitty  [luithout.)  Lookee,  Sharp,  I  muft  and  will- 
fee  him. 

Gay.  Ha!  what  do  I  hear?  MelifTa's  maid !  What 
has  brovight  her  here  ?  My  poverty  has  made  her  my 
enemy  too She  is  certainly  come  with  no  good  in- 
tent— No  friend/hip  there  without  fees — She's  coming 
up  ftairs. — What  muft  I  do  ? — I'll  get  into  this  clofet 
and  liften..  [^Exit  Gaylefs. 

Enter  Sharp  and  Kitty. 

Kitty.  I  muft  know  where  he  is,  and  will  know  too,, 
Mr  Impertinence. 

Sharp.  Not  of  me  ye  won't.  \_j4Jjde.'} — He's  not 
within,  I  tell  you,  Mrs  Kitty  ;  I  don't  know  myfelf.. 
Do  you  think  I  can  conjure  ? 

Kit.  But  I  know  you  will  lie  abominably ;  therefore 
don't  trifle  with  me.  I  come  from  my  miftrefs  Melifla  ;, 
you  know,  I  fuppofe,  what's  to  be  done  to-morrow- 
morning  ? 

Sharp.  Ay,  and  to-morrow  night  too,  girl. 

Kit.  Not  if  I  can  help  it.  [/^-3'f.] — But  come,  where 
is  your  mafter  ?  for  fee  him  I  muft. 

Sharp.  Pray,  Mrs  Kitty,  what's  your  opinion  of  this 
match  between  my  mafter  and  your  miftrefs  ? 

Kit.  Why,  I  have  no  opinion  of  it  at  all ;  and  yet 
moft  of  our  wants  will  be  reliev'd  by  it  too:  For  in- 
ftance  now,  your  mafter  will  get  a  good  fortune  ;  that's 
what  I'm  afraid  he  wants  :  my  miftrefs  will  get  a  huf- 
band  ;  that's  what  flie  has  wanted  for  fome  time  :  you 
will  have  the  pleafure  of  my  coiiverfation,  and  I  an  op- 
portunity 
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portunity   of  breaking   your   head   for  your   imperti- 
nence. 

Sharp,  Madam,  I'm  your  moft  humble  fervant.  But' 
I'll  tell  you  what,  Mrs  Kitty,  I  am  pofitively  againfl 
the  match  ;  for  was  I  a  man  of  my  mailer's  fortune — 

Kit.  You'd  marry  if  you  could,  and  mend  it — Ha, 
ha,  ha  !  Pray,  Sharp,  where  does  your  mafter's  eftate 
lie  ? 

Gay.  Oh  the  devil,  what  a  quefllon  was  there  ! 

Shafp.  Lie  !  lie  !  why  it  lies — faith,  I  can't  name 
any  particular  place,  it  lies  in  fo  many.  His  efFe61:s  are 
divided,  fome  here,  fome  there ;  his  fteward  hardly 
knows  himfelf. 

A7/.' Scatter'd,  fcatter'd,  I  fuppofe.  But  harkee. 
Sharp,  what's  become  of  your  furniture  ?  You  feem  to 
be  a  little  bare  here  at  prefent. 

Gay.  What,  has  fhe  found  out  that  too  ?  [_J/!Jt\ 

Sharp.  Why,  you  muft  know,  as  foon  as  the  wed- 
ding was  fixed,  my  mafter  order'd  me  to  remove  his  goods 
into  a  friend's  houfe,  to  make  room  for  a  ball  which  he 
defigns  to  give  here  the  day  after  the  marriage. 

Kit.  The  luckieft  thing  in  the  world  !  for  ray  mlflrefs 
defigns  to  have  a  ball  and  entertainment  here  to-night 
before  the  marriage  ;  and  that's  my  bufinefs  with  your 
mafter. 

Sh^rp.  The  devil  it  Is  !  \_Afide» 

Kit.  She'll  not  have  it  public  ;  Hie  defigns  to  Invite 
only  eight  or  ten  couple  of  friends. 

Sharp,   No  more  ? 

Kit.  No  more  :  And  {he  order'd  me  to  defire  your 
mafter  not  to  make  a  great  entertainment. 

Sharp.  Oh,   never  fear — 

Kit.  l^en  or  a  dozen  little  nlc€  things,  with  fome 
fruit,   I  believe,  will  be  enough  in  all  confcience. 

Sharp,  Oh,  curfe  your  confcience  !  \_AJide, 

Kit.  And  what  do  you  think  1  have  done  of  my  own 
head  ? 

Sl^arp.  What? 

Kit  I  have  invited  all  my  Lord  Stately's  fervants  to 
come  and  fee  you,  and  have  a  dance  in  the  kitchen  ; 
Won't  your  mafter  be  furprlz'd  ! 

Sharp, 
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Shar^.  Much  fo  indeed  ! 

Kit.  Well,  be  quick  and  find  out  your  mafler,  and 
make  what  haile  you  can  with  your  preparations  :  you 
have  no  time  to  lofe. — Prithee,  Sharp,  what's  the  mat- 
ter with  you  ?  I  have  not  feen  you  for  fome  time,  and 
you  feem  to  look  a  little  thin. 

Sharp,  Oh  ray  unfortunate  face  !  [^^i^.] — I'm  in 
pure  good  health,  thank  you,  Mrs  Kitty  ;  and  Pll  af- 
fure  you  I  have  a  very  good  ftomach,  never  better  in  all 
my  life ;  and  I  am  as  full  of  vigour,  hufiey  — 

[Offers  to  kifs  her. 

Kit.  What,  with  that  face  !  Well,  bye,  bye,"  \^going.1 
— Oh,  Sharp,  what  ill-looking  fellows  are  thofe  were 
{landing  about  your  door  when  I  came  in  ?  They  want 
your  mafter  too,  I  fuppofe.  « 

Sharps  Hum  ! — ^Yes,  they  are  waiting  for  him. ■ 

They  are  fome  of  his  tenants  out  of  the  country,  that 
want  to  pay  him  fome  money. 

Kit.  Tenants !  What,  do  you  let  his  tenants  Hand 
in  the  flreet  ? 

Sharp.  They  choofe  it :  as  they  feldom  come  to  town, 
they  are  willing  to  fee  as  much  of  it  as  they  can  when- 
they  do  :  they  are  raw,  ignorant,  honeft  people. 

Kit.  Well,  I  muft  run  home  :  farewel — But  do  you 
hear,  get  fomething  fubilantial  for  us  in  the  kitchen — 

a  ham,  a  turkey,  or  what  you  will We'll  be  very 

merry ;  and  be  fure  to  remove  the  tables  and  chairs 
away  there  too,  that  we  may  have  room  to  dance :  I 
can't  bear  to  be  confin'd  in  my  French  dances  ;  tal,  lal, 
lal,  [^dancing.'] — Well,  adieu  !  Without  any  compli- 
ment, I  fhall  die  if  I  don't  fee  you  foon.     [^Exit  Kitty. 

Sharp,  And  without  any  comphmept,  I  pray  heav'n 
you  may. 

Enter  Gaylefs. 
[They  look  for  fome  time  for  ro'^jjful  at  ea<:h  9thcr.'\ 

Gay.   Oh,   Sharp  ! 

Sharp.   Oh,  mafter! 

Gay.  We  are  certainly  undone  ! 

Sharp.  That's  no  news  to  me  ! 

Gay.  Eight  or  ten  couple  of  dancers — ten  or  a  dozen 
little  nxe  difhes,  with  fome  fruit — my  Lord  Stately's 
fervants — ham  and  turkey  ! 

Sharp. 
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Sharp.  Say  no  moje ;  the  very  found  creates  an  ap- 
petite :  and  I  am  fure  of  late  I  have  had  no  occafion 
for  whetters  and  provocatives. 

Gay.  Curs'd  misfortune  !      What  can  we  do  ? 

Sharp.  Hang  ourfelves  ;  I  fee  no  other  remedy,  ex- 
cept you  have  a  receipt  to  give  a  ball  and  a  fupper  with- 
out meat  or  mufic. 

Gay.  MelifTa  has  certainly  heard  of  my  bad  circum- 
ftances,  and  has  invented  this  fcheme  to  difttefs  me,  and 
break  off  the  match. 

Sharp,  I  don't  believe  it.  Sir ;  begging  your  par- 
don. 

Gay.  No  ;  why  did  her  maid  then  make  fo  flridl  an 
inquiry  into  my  fortune  and  affairs  .'' 

Sharp.  For  two  very  fubllantial  reafons  :  the  firft,  to 
fatisfy  a  curiofity  natural  to  her  as  a  woman  ;  the  fe- 
cond,  to  have  the  pleafure  of  my  converfation,  very  na- 
tural to  her  as  a  woman  of  taile  and  underllanding. 

Gay.  Prithee  be  more  ferlous  :  Is  not  our  all  at  Hake  ? 

Sharp.  Yes,  Sir :  and  yet  that  all  of  ours  is  of  fo 
little  confequence,  that  a  man,  with  a  very  fmall  fhare 
of  philofophy,  may  part  from  it  without  much  pain  or 
uneafmefs.  However,  Sir,  I'll  convince  you  in  half  an 
hour,  that  Mrs  Mdifia  knov/s  nothing  of  your  circum- 
ftances  ;  and  I'll  tell  you  what  too.  Sir,  fhe  (han't  be 
here  to-night,  and  yet  you  (hall  marry  her  to-morrow 
"morning. 

Gay.   How,  how,  dear  Sharp  ! 

^harp.  'Tis  here,  here,   Sir  !   Warm,  warm  ;   and  de- 
lays will  cool  it :  therefore  I'll  away  to  her,  and  do  you 
be  as  merry  as  love  and  poverty  will  permit  you. 
Would  you  fucceed,  a  faithful  friend  depute, 
Whofe  head  can  plan,  and  front  can  execute. 
I    am  the   man  ;    and  I   hope   you  neither  difpute  my 
frienddiip  or  qualifications. 

Gay.  Indeed  I  don't.     Prithee  be  gone. 

Sharp.   I  fly.  lExeunt. 

Scene,   MeliJJa's  Lodgings, 
Enter  Melifia  and  Kitty. 
Mel.  Yc^u  furprife   me,   Kitty  !     The  mailer  not  at 
home  -  the  man  in  confufion — no  furniture  in  the  houfe 
I  — ap-d 
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— and  ill-looking  fellows  about  the  doors  !  'Tis  all  a 
riddle. 

Kit,  But  very  eafy  to  be  explain'd. 

MeL  Prithee  explain  it  then,  nor  keep  me  longer  in 
fafpence. 

Kit,  The  affair  is  this,  Madam  :  Mr  Gaylefs  is  over 
head  and  ears  in  debt ;  you  are  over  head  and  ears  in 
love  ;  you*ll  marry  him  to-morrow;  the  next  day  your 
whole  fortune  goes  to  his  creditors,  and  you  and  your 
children  are  to  live  comfortably  upon  the  remainder. 

Mtl.   I  cannot  think  him  bafe. 

Kit.   But  I  know  they  are  all  bafe. You  are  very 

young,  and  very  ignorant  of  the  fex  ;  I  am  young  too, 
but  have  more  experience :  You  never  was  in  love  be- 
fore ;  I  have  been  in  love  with  an  hundred,  and  try'd 
'em  all  ;  and  know  'em  to  be  a  parcel  of  barbarous, 
perjured,  deluding,  bewitching  devils. 

MeU  The  low  wretches  you  have  had  to  do  with, 
may  anfwer  the  charadler  you  give  'em;  but  Mr  Gay- 
lefs  

Kit.   Is  a  man.  Madam. 

Mel.  I  hope  fo,  Kitty,  or  I  would  have  nothing  to 
do  with  him. 

Kit.  With  all  my  heart — I  have  given  you  my  fenti- 
ments  upon  the  oocafion,  and  (hall  leave  you  to  your 
own  inclinations. 

Mel.  Oh,  Madam,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for 
your  great  condefcenfion,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  However,  I 
have  fo  great  a  regard  for  your  opinion,  that  had  I  cer  \ 
tain  proofs  of  his  villainy — 

Kit.  Of  his  poverty  you  may  have  a  hundred  :  I  am 
fure  I  have  had  none  to  the  contrary. 

Mel.  Oh,  there  the  fiioe  pinches.  \_Afide. 

Kit.  Nay,  fo  far  from  giving  me  the  ufual  perqui- 
fites  of  my  place,  he  has  not  fo  much  as  kept  me  in 
temper  with  little  endearing  civilities  ;  and  one  miglit 
reafonably  expefl:,  when  a  man  is  deficient  in  one  way, 
that  he  fiiould  make  it  up  in  another. 

\_Knockirig  iviihouf. 

Mel.  See  who's  at  the  door.  {^Exif  Kitty.] — I  muft 
be  cautious  how  I  hearken  too  much  to  tliis  girl ;  Her 

bad 
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bad  obinion  of  Mr  Gaylefs  fcems  to  arlfe  from  his  dlfre- 
gard  of  her.  — 

Enter  Sharp  and  Kitty. 
—  So,    Sharp,    have    you    found    your    mafter  ?     Will 
things  be  ready  for  the  ball  and  entertainment  \ 

Sharp.  To  your  wifhes,  Madam.  I  have  juft  now 
befpoke  the  mufic  and  fupper,  and  wait  now  for  yoUr 
Ladyfhip's  farther  commands. 

Mel.  My  compliments  to  your  mailer,  and  let  him 
know,  I  and  my  company  will  be  with  him  by  fix  ;  we 
defign  to  drink  tea  and  play  at  cards  before  we  dance. 

Kity  So  fliall  I  and  my  company,  Mr  Sharp. 

,  lJJde» 

Sharp.   Mighty  well.  Madam  ! 

Mel.  Prithee,  Sharp,  what  makes  you  come  without 
your  coat  ?     'Tis  too  cool  to  go  fo  airy,  fure. 

Kit.  Mr  Sharp,  Madam,  is  of  a  very  hot  conftitu- 
tion,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Sharp.  If  it  had  been  ever  fo  cool,  I  have  had  enougk 
to  warm  me  fince  I  came  from  home,  I'm  fure  ;  but  no 
matter  for  that.  L^^^^^^'g- 

Mel.  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Sharp.'  Pray  don't  afli.  me.  Madam  ;  I  befeech  you, 
don't :  let  us  change  the  fubjedl. 

Kit.  Infill  upon  knowing  it,  Madam My  curio- 

fity  mufl  be  fatisfied,  or  I  ihall  burft.  {_Afide. 

Mel.  I  do   infill  upon  knowing On  pain  of  my 

difpleafure,  tell  me — 

Sharp.  If  my  mailer  fhould  know — I  muil  not  tell 
you,  Madam,  indeed. 

McL  I  promife  you,  upon  my  honour,  he  never 
.  {hall 

Sharp.  But  can  your  Ladyfliip  infure  fecrecy  from 
that  quarter  ? 

Kit.  Yes,  Mr  Jackanapes,  for  any  thing  you  can 
fay. 

Mel,   I  engage  for  her. 

Sharp.  Why  thea,  in  {hort.  Madam — I  cannot  tell 
you. 

Mel.  Don't  trifle  with  me. 

Sharp.  Then  fince  you  will  have  it,  Mjvdam,— I  lofl; 
my  coat  in  defence  of  your  reputation. 

Vol.  II.  I  Met 


98  THE  LYING  VALET. 

Mel,  In  defence  of  my  reputation  ! 

Sharp.  I  will  affure  you,  Madam,  I've  fufer*d  very 
much  in  defence  of  it  •  which  is  more  than  I  would  have 
done  for  my  own. 

Mel.  Prithee  ejiplain. 

Sharp,  In  fhort,  Madam,  you  was  fcen  about  a  month 
ago  to  make  a  vifit  to  my  mailer  alone. 

Mel.  Alone  !   my  fervant  w^aa  with  me. 

Sharp,  What,  Mrs  Kitty?  So  much  the  worfe  ;  for 
flie  was  looked  upon  as  my  property,  and  I  was  brought 
in  guilty  as  well  as  you  and  my  mailer. 

Kit,  What,  your  property,  jackanapes  ? 

Mel,  What  is  all  this  > 

Sharp.  Why,  Madam,  as  I  came  out  but  now  to 
make  preparation  for  you  and  your  company  to-night, 
Mrs  Pry-about,  the  attorney's  wife  at  next  door,  calls  to 
,  me  ;  Harkee,  fellow,  fays  (he,  do  ycu  and  your  modeil 
iriafter  know,  that  my  hufhaiid  fliall  indift  your  houfe 
at  the  next  pari fli- meeting,  for  a  nuifance  \ 

Mel.  A  nuifance  ! 

Sharp.  I  faid  fo — A  nufanc_e  !  I  believe  none  in  the 
neighbourhood  live  with  more  decency  and  regularity 
than  I  and  my  mailer — as  is  really  the  cafe — Decency 
and  regularity,  cries  Ihe,  with  a  fneer — why,  firrah, 
does  not  my  window  look  into  your  mailer's  bed-cham- 
ber ?  and  did  not  he  bring  in  a  certain  lady  fuch  a  day  ,^ 
d^fcribing  you,  Madam,     And  did  not  I  fee— — 

Mel.   See  !   O  fcandalous  !   what  ? 

Sharp.  Modelly  requires  my  iilence. 

Mel.   Did  not  you  contradicl  her  ? 

Sharp.  Contradicl  her !  Why,  I  told  her,  I  was 
fare  fhe  ly'd  :  for,  zounds  !  faid  I,  (for  I  could  not  help 
fwearing),  I  am  fo  well  convinced  of  the  lady's  and  my 
mailer's  prudence,  that  I  am  fure,  had  they  a  mind  to 
amufe  themfelves,  they  would  certainly  have  drawn  the 
window-curtains. 

M4.  What,  did  you  fay  nothing  elfe?  Did  not  you 
convince  her  of  her  error  and  impertinence  ? 

Sharp.  She  fwore  to  fuch  things,  tliat  I  could  do  no- 
thing but  fwear  and  call  names:  upon  which,  out  bolts 
her  hufband  upon  me,  v/ith  a  fine  taper  crab  in  h.is  hand, 

and 
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and  fell  upon  me  with  fiich  violence,  that,  being  half 
delirious,   I  made  a  full  confeffion. 

Me!.  A  full  confeffion  !     What  did  you  confefs  ? 

Sharp.  That  my  mailer  lov'd  fornication  ;  that  you 
had  no  averfion  to  it ;  that  Mrs  Kitty  was  a  bawd,  and 
your  humble  fervant  a  pimp. 

Kit.  A  bawd !  a  bawd  !  Do  I  look  like  a  bawd, 
Madam  ? 

Sharp,  And  fo.  Madam,  in  the  fcuffle,  my  coat  waa 
torn  to  pieces  as  well  as  your  reputation. 

Mei,  And  fo  you  join'd  to  make  me  infamous  ! 

Sharp,  For  heaven's  fake,  Madam,  what  could  I  do? 
His  proofs  fell  fo  thick  upon  me,  as  witnefs  my  head, 
^fJoeiving  his  head  plaj}er\i,']  that  I  would  have  given 
up  all  the  maidenheads  in  the  kingdom,  rather  than 
have  my  brains  beat  to  a  jelly. 

Mel.  Very  well  I — but  I'll  be  revenged — And  did 
not  you  tell  your  mailer  of  this  ? 

Sharp,  Tell  him  !  No,.  Madam.  Had  I  told  him, 
liis  love  is  fo  violent  for  you,  that  he  would  certainly 
have  murdered  half  the  attorneys  in  town  by  this  time. 

Mel,  Very  well ! — But  I'm  refolv'd  not  to  go  to  your 
mailer  s  to-night. 

Sharp.  Heavens-  and  my  impudence  be  praifedl 

Kit.  Why  not.  Madam  ?  If  you  are  not  guilty,  face 
your  accufers. 

Sharp.   Oh  the   devil !  ruin'd  again  !     [_yl/!di;'} — To 

be  fure,  face  *em  by  all  means.  Madam They  can't 

but  be  abufivc,  and  break  the  windows  a  little. — Be- 
lides.  Madam,  I  have  thought  of  a  way  to  make  this 

affair  quite   diverting  to  you 1  have  a  fine  blunder- 

bufs,  charg'd  with  half  a  hundred  ilugs,  and  my  Mailer 
has  a  delicate  large  Swils  broad  fvv'ord  ;  and  between 
us,  Madam,  we  ihall  fo  pepper  and  flicc  'em,  that  you 
will  die  with  laughing. 

MeL  What,  at  murder  >, 

Kit.  Don't  fear.  Madam,  there  will  be  no  murder  if 
Sharp's  concern'd. 

Sharp.  Murder,  Madam  !   'Tis  felf-defence.    Befidee, 

in  thefe  fort  of  fl^irmiihes,  there   arc  never  more  than- 

two  or  three  kill'd  :  for  fuppofing  they  bring  the  whole 

I  2  body 
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body  of  militia  upon  us,  down  but  with  a  brace  of  them, 
and  away  fly  the  reft  of  the  covey. 

Mel.  Perfuadc  me  never  fo  much,  I  won't  go  ;  that's 
my  refolution. 

Kit,  Why,  then,  I'll  tell  you  what,  Madam  ;  fmcc 
you  are  refolved  not  to  go  to  the  fupper,  fuppofe  the 
fupper  was;  to  come  to  you  :  'Tis  great  pity  fuch  pre- 
parations as  Mr  Sharp  has  made  fliould  be  thrown 
away. 

Sharp.  So  it  is,  as  you  fay,  Mrs  Kitty.  But  I  can 
immediately  run  back,  and  unbefpeak  what  I  have  or- 
der'd  ;  'tis  foon  done. 

Mel,.  But  then  what  excufe  can  I  fend  to  your  ma- 
fter  ?  he'll  be  very  uneafy  at  my  not  coming. 

Sharp.  O  terribly  fo  ! — but  I  have  it — I'll  tell  him 
you  are  very  much  out  of  order — that  you  were  fud- 
,denly  taken  with  the  vapours  or  qualms,  or  what  you 
pleafe,  Madam. 

Mei,  I'll  leave  it  to  you,  Sharp,  to  make  my  apo- 
logy ;  and  there's  half-a-guinea  for  you  to  help  your 
invention. 

Sharp.  Half-a-guinea  ! — 'Tis  fo  long  fince  I  had  any 
thing  to  do  with  money,  that  I  fcarcely  know  the  cur- 
rent coin  of  my  own  country.  Oh,  Sharp,  what  ta- 
lents haft  thou  !  to  fecure  thy  mafter,  deceive  his  mi- 
ftrefs,  outlie  her  chambermaid,  and  yet  be  paid  for 
thy  honefty  !  But  my  joy  will  difcover  me.  \_^fde,'] — 
Madam,  you  have  eternally  hx'd  Timothy  Sharp  your 
moft  obedient  humble  fervant — Oh  the  delights  of  im- 
pudence and  a  good  underftanding  !  \_Exit  Sharp. 

Kit,  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  was  there  ever  fuch  a  lying  var- 
let !  with  his  ilugs  and  his  broad  fwords,  his  attorneys 
and  broken  heads,  and  nonfenfe  !  Well,  Madam,  are 
you  fatislied  now  ?  Do  you  want  more  proofs  ? 

Mel.  Of  your  modefty  I  do  :  But  I  find  you  are  re- 
folv'd  to  give  me  none. 

Kit.  Madam  ! 

Mel.  I  fee  through  your  little  mean  artifice  :  you  are 
endeavouring  to  leffen  Mr  Gaylefs  in  my  opinion,  be- 
caufe  he  has  not  paid  you  for  fervices  he  had  no  occa- 
fion  for. 

Kit,  pay  me,  Madam !   I  am  fure  1  have  very  little 

occafioii 
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dccafion  to  be  angry  with  Mr  Gaylefs  for  not  paying 
me,  when  I  believe  'tis  his  general  pradice. 

Mel.  'Tis  £alfe  :  he's  a  gentlenaan  and  a  man  of  ho- 
nour, and  you  are 

Kii'   Not  in  love,  I  thank  Keav'n  !  \Curtfeyingo 

Mel.  You  are  a  fool. 

Kit,  I   have  been  in  love  ;    but   I  am  much  wifer 
now. 

Mel.  Hold  your  tongue,  impertinence  ! 
■  Kit.  That's  the  fevereil  thing  (he  ha&faid  yet. 

Mel.  Leave  me. 

Kit,  Oh  this  love,  this  love,  is  the  devil  ? 

l^Exit  Kitty. 

Mel.  We   difcover  our  weaknefles  to  our  fervants, 
make  them  cur   confidants,  put  'em  upon  aiii.equality 

Nwth  us,  and  fo  they  beccnle  our  advifers Sharp's. 

behaviour,  though  1   feem'd  to  difregard  it,  makes  me 
tremble  with  apprehenlions  ;    and  though   I  have  pre- 
tended to  be  angry  with  Kitty  for  her  advice, .  I  think 
it  of  too  much  eonftquence  to  be  neglected. 
Enter  Kitty. 

Kit.  May  I  fpeak,  Madam? 

Mel.   Don't  be  a  fool.     What  do  you  want  \ 

Kit.  There  is  a  icrvant  jufl  come  out  of  tlie  country,., 
fays  he  belongs  to  Sir  William  Gaylefs,  and  has  got  a' 
letter  for  you  from  his  mailer  upon  very  urgent  bufi- 
nefs. 

Mel.  Sir  William  Gaylefs  ?     Wliat  can  this  mean  i 
Where  is  th«  man  ? 

Kit.    In  the  little  parloui*.  Madam. 

Mel, .  i'U  go  to  him My  heart  flutters  ilrangely. 

\^Exit  MeHfla., 

Kit.  Oh  woman,  woman,  fooliOi  woman  !  (he'll  cer- 
tainly have  this  Gaylefs  ;  nay,  wcie  (he  as  well  convfnc'd 
of  his  poverty  as  I  am,  (he'd  have  him, — A  ftrong  dofe 
of  love  is  worfe  than  one  of  ratafia  ;  when  it  once  gets 
into  our  heads,  it  trips  up  our  heels,  and  then  good 
mght  to  difcretion.  Here  is  (he  going  to  throw  away 
fifteen  thoufand  pounds  ;  upon  what  \  Faith,  little  bet  -  - 
ter  than  nothing. — He's  a  man,  and  that's  all — and,. 
Hcav'n  knows  !  mere  man  is  but  fmall  coufolation. 

I  3  Be- 
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Be  this  advice  purfuM  by  each  fond  maid, 
Ne'er  flight  the  fiibftance  for  an  empty  {hade  : 
Rich  weighty  fparks  alone  fhould  pleafe  and  charm  ye ; 
For  fhould  fpoiife  cool,  his  gold  will  always  warm  ye* 

A     C    T        IL 

Enter  Gaylefs  and  Sharp. 

Gay,  "pRithce  be  ferious,   Sharp.     Hail  thou  really 
XT   fucceeded  ? 

Sharp.  To  our  wifhes,  Sir.  In  fhort,  I  have  mana- 
ged the  bufmefs  with  fuch  ll<;ill  and  dexterity,  that  nei- 
ther your  circumflances  nor  my  veracity  are  fufpe^led. 

Gay.  But  how  hafl  thou  excufed  me  from  the  ball 
and  entertainment  ? 

Sharp.  Beyond  expeftation,  Sir. — But  in  that  parti- 
cular, 1  was  obliged  to  have  recourfe  to  truth,  and  de- 
clare the  real  fituation  of  your  affairs.  I  told  her,  we 
had  fo  long  difufed  ourfelves  to  drefTmg  either  dinners  or 
f uppers,  that  I  was  afraid  we  fliould  be  but  auk  ward  in 
our  preparations.  In  fhort,  Sir, — at  that  inflant  a  cur- 
fcd  gnawing  feized  my  flomach,  that  I  could  not  help 
telling  her,  that  both  you  and  myfelf  feldom  make  a 
a  good- meal,  now-a-days,  once  in  a  quarter  of  a  year. 

Gay.  Hell  and  eonfulion  !  have  you  betrayM  me,  vil* 
lain  ?  Did  you  not  tell  me  this  moment,  fhe  did  not  in 
the  leaft  fufptft  my  circumflances  ? 

Sharp.  No  more  fhe  didj   Sir,  till  I  told  her. 

Gay.  Very  well ;  and  was  this  your  fkill  and  dexte* 
rity  ? 

Sharp.  I  was  going  to  tell  you  ;  but  you  won't  hear 
reafon  :  my  melancholy  face  and  piteous  narration  Iiad 
fuch  an  effc6l  upon  her  generous  bowels,  that  fhe  freely 
forgives  all  that's  pafl. 

Gay.  Does  fhe,   Sharp? 

Sharp.  Yes,  and  defires  never  to  fee  your  face  again  ; 
and,  as  a  farther  conlideration  for  fo  doing,  fhe  has  fent 
you  half-a-guinea.  {^Shoius  the  7noney, 

Gay.    What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sharp.  To  fpenu  it,  fpend  it,  Sir;  and  regale. 

Gay.  Villain,  you  have  undone  me ! 

Sharp. 
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Sharp,  What,  by  bringing  you  money,  when  you 
are  not  worth  a  farthing  in  the  whole  world  ?  Well,, 
well,  then,  to  make  you  happy  again,  I'll  keep  it  my- 
felf ;  and  wifh  fomebody  woidd  take  it  in  their  head  to 
load  me  with  fuch  misfortunes.  [^Puts  up  the  money. 

Gay.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  rafcal  ? 

Sharp,  Who  deferves  more  to  be  laughed  at  ?  ha,  ha,, 
ha !  Never  for  the  future,  Sir,  difpute  the  fuccefs  o£ 
my  negociations,  when  even  you,  who  know  me  fo  well, 
can't  help  fwallowing  my  hook.  Why,  Sir,  I  could 
have  played  with  you  backwards  and  forwards  at  the 
end  of  my  line,  till  I  had  put  your  fenfes  into  fuch  a 
fermentation,  that  you  fhould  not  have  known  in  an 
hour's  time  whether  you  was  a  filh  or  a  man. 

Gay.  Why,  what  is  all  this  you  have  been  telling. 
me  ? 

Sharp.  A  downright  lie  from  beginning  to  end. 

Gay.  And  have  you  really  excufed  me  to  her  ? 

Sharp,  No,  Sir ;  but  I  have  got  this  half-guinea  ta 
make  her  excufes  to  you  ;  and  inftead  of  a  confederacy 
between  you  and  me  to  deceive  her,  fhe  thinks  (he  has 
brought  me  over  to  put  the  deceit  upon  you. 

Gay.  Thou  excellent  fellow  ! 

Sharp.  Don't  lofe  time,  but  flip  out  of  the  houfc  im- 
mediately ;  the  back  way,  I  believe,  will  be  the  fafell 
for  you,  and  to  her  as  fall  as  you  can  ;  pretend  vail  fur? 
prife  and  concern  that  her  indifpofition  has  debarr'd  you 
the  pleafure  of  her  company  here  to-iiight :  You  need 
knpw  no  more  ;  away. 

Gay.  But  what  (hail  we  do.  Sharp  ?  Here's  her  maid 
again. 

Sharp.  The  devil  flie   is 1  wifh    I   could  poifon 

her :    for    I'm   fure,  while  ibe  lives,    I  can  never  pro*- 
fper. 

Enter  Kitty. 

Kitty.  Your  door  was  open ;  fo  I  did  not  fland  upon 
ceremony. 

Gay.  I  am  forry  to  hear  your  miilrefs  is  taken  fo  fud- 
denly. 

Kit.  Vapours,  vapours  only.  Sir  ;  a  few  matrimonial 
omens,  that's  all  5  but  I  fuppofc  Mr  Sharp  has  made 
her  excufes. 
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Gay.  And  tells  me  I  can^t  have  the  pleafure  of  her 
company  to-night.  I  had  made  a  fmall  preparation  ;• 
but  'tis  no  matter :  Sharp-  fhall  go  to  the  refl  of  the 
company,  and  let  them  know  'tis  put  off. 

Kitt  Not  for  the  world,  Sir  :  my  miftiefs  was  fen- 
fible  you  muft  have  provided  for  her  and  the  reii  of  the 
company ;  fo  ihe  is  refolved,  though  fiie  can't,  the  other 
ladies  and  gentlemen  (hall  partake  of  your  entertain- 
ment :  file's  very  good-natur'd. 

Sharp.  I  had  better  run,  and  let  'enL  know  'tis  de- 
lerr'd.  [^Going, 

Kitty  (floppitig  him.)  I  have  been  with  'em  already,, 
and  told  'em  my  miilrefs  infills  upon  their  coming,  and 
they  have  all  promlfed  to  be  here  :  fo  pray  don't  be  un- 
4er  any  apprehenfions  that  your  preparations  will  be 
thrown  away. 

Gay.  But  as  I  can't  have  her  company,  Mrs  Kitty,. 
'twill  be  a  greater  pleafure  to  me,  and  a  greater  com- 
pliment to  her,  to  defer  our  mirth  ;.  befides,  I  can't  en- 
joy any  thing  at  prefent,  and  ihe  not  partake  of  it. 

Kit.  Oh,  no,,  to  be  fure ;  but  what  can  I  do  ?  My. 
miftrefs  will  have  it  fo  ;  and  Mrs  Gad-about,  and  the 
reil  of  the  company,  will  be  here  in  a  few  minutes  ; 
there  are  two  or  three  coachfuls  of 'em. 

Sharp.  Then  my  mafler  muft  be  ruin'd,  in  fplte  of 
my  parts.  \j4fide. 

Gay.  (afide  to  Sharp.  ^  'Tis  all  over,  Sharp. 

Sharp.    1  know  it.   Sir. 

Gay.   I  fhall  go  diftraaed  ;  what  fhall  I  do? 

Sharp.  Why,  Sir,  as  our  rooms  are  a  little  out- of  fur- 
niture at  prefent,  take  'em  into  the  captain's  that  lod- 
ges here,  and  fet  'em  down  to  cards :  if  he  fhould  come 
in  the  mean.  time,.  I'll  excufe  you  to  him.. 

Kit.  I  have  difconcerted  their  affairs,  I  find  ;  I'll  have 
fome  fport  with  'em. — Pray,  Mr  Gaylefs,  don't  order 
too  many  things  ;  they  only  make  you  a  friendly  vlfit ; 
the  more  ceremony,  you  know,  the  lefs  welcome.  Pray, 
Sir>  let  me  intreat  you  not  to  be  profufc.  If  I  can  be 
of  fervice,  pray  command  me  ;  my  miftrefs  has  fcnt  me 
on  pui-pofe  :  while  Mr  Sharp  is  doing  the  bufmefs  w.ith^ 
®ut  doois,  I  may  be  employed  witliin.     If  you'll  lend 

me 
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me  the  keys  of  your  fide -board,  (/<?  Sharp),  I'll  difpofe 
of  your  plate  to  the  beil  advantage. 

Sharp,  Thank  you,  Mrs  Kitty  ;  but  it  is  difposM  of 
already.  \_Knockifig  at  the  door. 

Kit.  Blefs  me,  the  company'^  come  !  I'll  go  to  the 
door  and  condu6l  'em  into  your  prefence. 

l^Exit  Kitty. 

Sharp,  If  you'd  condu'St  'em  into  a  horfe-pond,  and 
wait  of  'em  there  yourfelf,  we  fliould  be  more  obliged 
to  you. 

Gay.   I  QTaXs.  never  fupport  this. 

Sharp,  Roufe  your  fpirits,  and  put  on  an  air  of  gaiety, 
and  I  don't  defpair  of  bringing  you  off  yet-. 

Gay.  Your  words  have  done  it  effeftually. 
Enter  Mrs  Gad-about,  *  her  daughter  and  niecCy    Mr 
Guttle,  Mr  Trippet,  and  Mrs  Trippet. 

Gad.  Ah,  my  dear  Mr  Gaylefs  !  \_KiJes  him. 

Gay.  My  dear  widow !  [^{//^-^  ^'^'^' 

Gad.  We  are  come  to  give  you  joy,  Mr  Gaylefs. 

Sharp.  You  never  was  more  millaken  in  your  life. 

\yijide. 

Gad.  I  have  brought  fome  company  here,  I  believe,  is 
not  well  known  to  you  ;  and  I  protefl  1  have  been  all 
about  the  town  to  get  the  little  I  have *  Priffy,  my 

*  dear — Mr  Gaylefs,  my  daughter. 

*  Gay.   Arid  as  handfome  as  her  mother  :  you  mufl 

*  have  a  hufband  fhortly,  my  dear. 

*  Prif.  I'll  affure  you  1  don't  defpair.  Sir. 

*  Gad.  My  niece  too. 

*  Gay.  I  know  by  her  eyes  fhe  belongs  to  you,   wl- 

*  dow. 

*  Gad:  Mr  Guttle,  Sir,  Mr  Gaylefs  ; —Mr  Gaylefs, 
Juftice  Guttle. 

Sharp.  Oh  deftruftion  !   one  of  the  quorum. 

Gut,  Hem  !  Though  I  had  not  the  honour  of  any 
perfonal  knowledge  of  you,  yet  at  the  infligation  of  Mrs 
Gad-about,  I  have,  without  any  previous  acquaintance 
with  you,  throw'd  afide  all  ceremony,  to  let  you  kno\v» 
that  I  joy  to  hear  the  folemnization  of  your  nuptials  is 
fo  near  at  hand. 

Gay,  Sir,  though  I  cannot  anfwer  you  with  the  fame 

elocution, 
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elocution,   however,  Sir,    I   thank  you  with:  the  fame 
fincerity. 

Gad.  Mr  and  Mrs  Trippit,  Sir ;  the  propereft  lady 
in  the  world  for  your  purpofe,  for  (he'll  dance  for  four 
and  twenty  hours  together. 

Trip.  My  dear  Charles,  I  am  very  angry  with  you, 
faith  ;  fo  near  marriage,  and  not  let  me  know,  'twas 
barbarous  :  you  thought,  I  fuppofe,  I  fliould  rally  you 
upon  it;  but  dear  Mrs  Trippet  here  has  long  ago  era- 
dicated all  my  antimatrimonial  principles. 

Mrs  Trip.  I  eradicate !  fie,  Mr  Trippit,  don't  be  fo 
obfcene. 

Kit.  Pray,  ladies,,  walk  into  the  next  room ;  Mr 
Sharp  can't  lay  his  cloth  till  you  are  fet  down  to  cards. 

Gad.  One  thing  I  had  quite  forgot,  Mr  Gaylefs  :  my 
nephew,  whom  you  never  faw,  will  be  in  town  from 
France  prefently  ;  fo  I  left  word  to  fend  him  here  im- 
mediately to  make  one. 

Gay..  You  do  me  honour.  Madam. 

Sharp,.  Do  the  ladies  choofe  caixls  or  the  fupper  firll  ? 

Gay.  Supper  !  what  does  the  fellow  mean  ? 

Gut.  Oh,  the  fupper  by  all  means;  for  I  have  eat 
nothing  to  fignify  fince  dinner. 

Sharp.  Nor  I,  fince  laft  Monday  tvas  a  fortnight. 

IJJde. 

Gay.  Pray,  ladies,  walk  into  the  next  room  ;  Sharp, 
get  things  ready  for  fupper,  and  call  the  mufic. 

Sharp.  Well  faid,  Mafter. 

Gad.  Without  ceremony,  ladies.       [^Exeunt  Ladies. 

Kit.  I'll  to  my  miilrefs,  and  let  her  know  every  thing 
is  ready  for  her  appearance.  [^Exit  Kitty. 

Guttle  ar.d  Sharp. 

Gut.  Pray,  Mr  what's  your  name,  don't  be  long  with 
fupper  :  But  harkee,  what  can  I  do  in  the  mean  time  } 
Suppofe  you  get  me  a  pipe  and  fome  good  wine,  I'll  try 
to  divert  myfelf  that  way  till  fupper's  ready. 

Sharp.  Or  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  was  to  take  a  nap  till 
then,  there's  a  very  eafy  couch  in  that  clofet. 

Gut.  The  bell  thing  in  the  world;  I'll  take  your  ad- 
vice :  but  be  fure  to  wake  me  when  fupper  is  ready. 

\_Exit  Guttle. 

Sharp.  Pray  Heav'n  vou  may  not  wake  till  then 

What 
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What  a  fine  fituation  my  mafter  is  in  at  prefent !  I  have 
promifed  him  my  afliflance ;  but  his  affairs  are  in  fo  de- 
Iperate  a  way,  that  I  am  afraid  'tis  out  of  my  fliill  to 
recover  *em.  Well,  fools  have  fortune,  fays  an  old  pro- 
verb, and  a  very  true  one  it  is  ;  for  my  mailer  and  I  are 
two  of  the  molt  unfortunate  mortals  in  the  creation. 
Enter  Gaylefs. 

Gay.  Well,  Sharp,  I  have  fet  'em  down  to  cards ; 
and  now  what  have  you  to  propofe  ? 

Sharp.  1  have  one  fchemc  left,  which  in  all  probabi- 
lity may  fucceed.  The  good  citizen,  overloaded  with 
his  laft  meal,  is  taking  a  nap  in  that  clofet,  in  order  to 
get  him  an  appetite  for  your's.  Suppofe,  Sir,  we  fhould 
make  him  treat  us. 

Gay.   I  don't  underiland  you. 

Sharp.  I'll  pick  his  pocket,  and  provide  us  a  fupper' 
with  the  booty. 

Gay.  Monilrous!  for  without  confidering  the  villainy 
of  it,  the  danger  of  waking  him  makes  it  impra<^icable ! 

Sharp.  If  he  wakes,  I'll  fmother  him,  and  lay  his  death 
to  indigcftion — a  very  common  death  among  the  ju- 
Itices. 

Gay.  Prithee  be  ferious-;  we  have  no  time  to  lofe  ; 
can  you  invent  nothing  to  drive  'em  out  of  the  houfe  ? 

Sharp.   I  can  fire  it. 

Gay.  Shame  and  confufion  fo  perplex  me,  I  cannot 
give  myfelf  a  moment's  thought. 

Sharp.  I  have  it ;  did  not  Mrs  Gad-about  fay  her 
nephew  would  be  here  ? 

Gay,   She  did. 

Sharp.  Say  no  more,  but  in  to  your  company :  if  I 
don't  fend  'em  out  of  the  houfe  for  the  night,  I'll  at 
leail  frighten  their  llomachs  away  ;  and  if  this  ftrata- 
gem  fails,  I'll  relinquiffi  politics,  and  think  my  under- 
ftanding  no  better  than  my  neighbours. 

Gay.   How  (hall  I  reward  thee.   Sharp  ? 

Sharp.  By  your  iilence  and  obedience:  away  to  your 
company,  Sir.  [^Exit  Gaylefs  3 — Now,  dear  Madam  For- 
tune, for  once  open  your  eyes,  and  behold  a  poor  un- 
fortunate man  of  parts  addrefling  you  :  now  is  your  time 
to  convince  your  foes,  you  are  not  that  blind  whimfical 
'.'.re  tlicy  take  you  for  j  but  let  'em  fee,  by  your  af- 
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fifting  me,  that  men  of  fenfe,  as  well  as  fools,  are  fome- 

times  intitled  to  your    favour  and  protedlion. So 

much  for  prayer;  now  for  a  great  noife  and  a  lie.    [^Goes 
afide,  arid  c-ries  out']   Help,  help,  mailer !  help,  gentle- 
men, ladies !    Murder,    fire,    brimftone  ! — Help,    help, 
help  ! 
Enter  Mr  G^jXthand  the  Ladies y  ivith  cards  in  their 
hands.,  and  Sharp  enters  running  and  meets  ^em» 
Gay,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sharp,  Matter,  Sir !  if  you  don't  run  this  minute 
with  that  gentleman,  this  lady's  nephew  will  be  mur- 
der'd  :  I  am  fure  'twas  he  ;  he  was  fet  upon  at  the  corner 
of  the  ftreet  by  i'our ;  he  has  kill'd  two ;  and  if  you 
don't  make  hafle,  he'll  be  either  murdered  or  took  to 
prifon. 

Gad.  For  heaven's  fake,  gentlemen,  run  to  his  af- 
fiftance.  How  I  tremble  for  Meliffa !  This  frolic  of 
lier's  may  be  fatal.  \^Afide» 

Ga)\  Draw,  Sir,  and  follow  me. 

[^Exit  Gay.  and  Gad. 
Trip'  Not  T  ;  I  don't  care  to  run  myfelf  into  needlefs 
quarrels;  I  have  fuffered  too  much  formerly  by  flying 
into  paffions  :  befides,  1  ha\TS  pavvn'd  my  honour  to  Mrs 
Trippet,  never  to  draw  my  fword  again  ;  and  in  her  pre- 
fent  condition,  to  break  my  word  might  have  fatal  con- 
fequences. 

Sharp,  Pray,  Sir,  don't  excufe  yourfelf ;  the  young 
gentleman  may  be  murder'd  by  this  time. 

Trip.  Then  my  affiftance  will  be  of  no  fervice  to  him : 
however — 1 11  go  to  oblige  you,  and  look  on  at  a  di- 
ilance. 

3irs  Trip.  I  ftiall  certainly  faint,  Mr  Trippet,  if  you 
dmw. 

^«/^r  Guttle,  difirder^d  as  from  /leep. 
Gut.  ■  What  noife  and  confufion  is  this  ? 
Sharp.   Sir,  there's  a  man  murder'd  in  the  flrect. 

Gut.   Is  that  all? Zounds,   I  was  afraid  you  had 

throw'd  the  fupper  down — A  plague  of  your  noife — I 
Ihan't  recover  my  llomach  this  half  hour. 
Enter  Gaylefs  and  Gad-about,    <vjith  Meliffa  in  hoy^s 
chatksj   dreJTed  in  the  French  2/iamicr* 

Cad. 
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Gad.  Well,  but  my  dear  Jemmy,   you  are  not  hurt, 
lure  ? 

Mel.  A  little  with  riding  pofl:  only. 
Gad.  Mr  Sharp  alarm'd  us  all  with  an  account  of  your 
being  fet  upon  by  four  men  ;  that  you  had  kill'd  two, 
and  was  attacking  the  other  when  he  came  away  ;  and 
when  we  met  you  at  the  door,  we  were  running  to  your 
refcue. 

Mel,  I  had  a  fmall  rencounter  with  half  a-dozen  vil- 
lains ;  but  finding  me  refolute,  they  were  wife  enough 
to  take  to  their  heels  :,  I  believe  I  fcratch'd  fome  of 'em. 
[^Laying  her  hand  to  her  fword. 
Sharp,  His  vanity  has  favM  my  credit.  I  have  a 
thought  come  into  my  head  may  prove  to  our  advantage, 
provided  Monfieur's  ignorance  bears  any  proportion  to 
his  impudence.  \^Aftds, 

Gad,  Now  my  fright's  over,  let  me  introduce  you, 
my  dear,  to  Mr  Gaylefs.      Sir,  this  is  my  nephew. 

Gay,  (fainting  her)  Sir,  I  Ihall  be  proud  of  your 
friendfhip. 

Mel,  I  don't  doubt  but  we  fliall  be  better  acquainted 
in  a  little  time. 

Gat,   Pray,  Sir,  what  news  In  France  ? 
Mel.  Faith,  Sir,  very  little  that   I  know  of  In  the 
political  way :   I  had  no  time  to  fpend  among  the  poli- 
ticians.    I  was 

Gay,  Among  the  ladies,  I  fuppofe. 
Mel,  Too  much  indeed.     Faith,  I  have  notphilofo- 
phy  enough  to  refill  their  folicitations  ;  you  take  me. 

{To  Gsiyhk ajdf. 
Gay,  Yes,  to  be  a  moll  Incorrigible  fop  :  'sdeath,  this 
puppy's  impertinence  is  an  addition  to  my  mifery. 

[^4/Ide  to  Sharp. 
Mel.  Poor  Gaylefs  !  to  what  fhifts  is  he  reduced  ?    I 
cannot  bear  to  fee  him  much  longer  in  this  condition  ;  I 
fiiall  difcover  myfelf.  \_^f^^  t^  Gad-about. 

Gad,  Not  before  the  end  of  tlie  play  ;  befides,  the 
more  his  pain  now,  the  greater  his  pleafure  when  reUe- 
ved  from  it. 

Trip.  Shall  we  return  to  our  cards  ?     I  have  2>.fans 
prendre  here,  and  mull  infill  you  play  it  out. 
Ladies,   With  all  my  heart. 
Vol.  H.  K  hUl 


no        THE  LYING  VALET. 

Meh  Alons  done. — \_As  the  company  goes  out.  Sharp 
pullf  MelifTa/^'  the  peve.'] 

Sharp.  Sir,  Sir  !  Shall  I  beg  leave  to  fpeak  with  you  I 
Pray,  did  you  find  a  bank-note  in  your  way  hither  ? 

Mel.  What,  between  here  and  Dover  do  you  mean  ? 

Sharp.  No,  Sir,  within  twenty  or  thirty  yards  of  this 
houfe. 

Mel,  You  are  drunk,  fellow. 

Sharp,  I  am  undone,  Sir,  but  not  drunk,  I'll  aflure 
you. 

Mel.  What  is  all  this  ? 

Sharp,  I'll  tell  you,  Sir  :  A  little  while  ago,  my  ma- 
fter  fent  me  out  to  change  a  note  of  twenty  pounds ; 
but  I  unfortunately  hearing  a  noife  in  the  ftreet  of, 
Damn-me,  Sir,  and  clafhing  of  fwords,  and  Rafcal,  and 
Murder ;  I  runs  up  to  the  place,  and  faw  four  men  up- 
on one  ;  and  having  heard  you  was  a  mettlefome  young 
gentleman,  I  immediately  concluded  it  mult  be  you  ; 
fo  ran  back  to  call  my  mailer  ;  and  when  I  went  to  look 
for  the  note  to  change  it,  I  found  it  gone,  either  Hole 
or  loll ;  and  if  I  don't  get  the  money  immediately,  I 
ihall  certainly  be  turned  out  of  my  place,  and  lofe  my 
character — 

Mel.  I  ftiall  laugh  in  his  face,  [^id-.]— Oh,  I'll 
fpeak  to  your  mailer  about  it,  and  he  will  forgive  you  at 
my  interceflion. 

Sharp.  Ah,  Sir,  you  don't  know  my  mailer. 

Mel,  I'm  very  little  acquainted  with  him  ;  but  I  have 
heard  he's  a  very  good-natured  man. 

Sharp.  I  have  heard  fo  too  ;  but  I  have  felt  it  other- 
iv'ife  ;  he  has  fo  much  good-nature,  that  if  I  could  com- 
pound for  one  broken-jhead  a  day,  I  fhould  think  my- 
jelf  very  well  off. 

Mel.  Are  you  ferious,  friend  ? 

Sharp.  Look  ye,  Sir,  I  take  you  for  a  man  of  ho» 
nour ;  there  is  fomething  in  your  face  that  is  generous, 
open,  and  mafculine  ;   you  don't  look  like  a  foppifh, 

effeminate  tell-tale  ;  fo  I'll  venture  to  trull  you See 

here,  Sir,   \_Jho'ws  his  head'\y  thefe  are  the  effedls  of  my 
mailer's  good- nature. 

Mel.  Matchlefs  impudence  !  [/^i/^.]— Wliy  <lo  you 
live  with  him  then  after  fuch  ufage  ?  ^ 

Sharff. 
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Sharp.  He's  worth  a  great  deal  of  money ;  and  when 
he's  drunk,  which  is  commonly  once  a-day,  he's  very 
free,  and  will  give  me  any  thing  :  but  I  delign  to  leave 
him  when  he's  married,  for  all  that. 

Mel.    Is  he  going  to  be  married  then  ? 

Sharp.  To-morrow,  Sir;  and  between  you  and  I,  he'll 
meet  with  his  match,  both  for  humour  and  fomething 
elfe  too. 

Mel.  What,  flic  drinks  too  ? 

Sharp.  Damnably,  Sir;  but  mum — You  muft  know 
this  entertainment  was  defign'd  for  madam  to-night ; 
but  (he  got  fo  very  gay  after  dinner,  that  flie  could  not 
walk  out  of  her  own  houfe  :  fo  her  maid,  who  was  half 
gone  too,  came  here  with  an  excufe,  that  Mrs  MelifFa 
had  got  the  vapours ;  and  fo  (he  had  indeed  violently, 
here,  here,  Sir.  [^Pohiting  to  his  head*- 

Mel.  This  is  fcarcely  to  be  borne.  [^/Ijicle.'] — MelifTa! 
I  have  heard  of  her  ;  they  fay  flie's  very  whimfical. 

Sharp.  A  very  woman,  an't  pleafe  your  honour ;  and, 
between  you  and  I,  none  ©f  the  mildefl  and  wifefl  of 
her  fex — But  to  return,  Sir,  to  the  twenty  pounds. 

Mel.  I  am  furprifed,  you  who  have  got  fo  much  mo- 
ney in  his  fervice,  fliould  be  at  a  lofs  for  twenty  pounds 
to  fave  your  bones  at  this  juncture. 

Sharp.  I  have  put  all  my  money  out  at  intereft ;  I 
never  keep  above  five  pounds  by  me  ;  and  if  your  ho- 
nour would  lend  me  the  other  fifteen,  and  take  my  note 
for  it.  \^Knock'wg* 

Mel.  Somebody's  at  the  door. 

Sharp.   I  can  give  very  good  fecurity.  \_K710cking. 

Mel.  Don't  let  the  people  wait,  Mr 

Sharp.  Ten  pounds  will  do.  [^Knocking, 

Mel.  Allez  vous  en. 

Sharp.   Five,  Sir.  \^Knockitig» 

Mel.  Je  ne  puis  pa. 

Sharp.  Je  tie  puis  pas  ! — T  find  wc  rtian't  underftand 
one  another ;  I  do  but  lofe  time  ;  and  if  I  had  any- 
thought,  I  might  have  known  thefe  young  fops  return 
from  their  travels  generally  with  as  little  money  as  im- 
provement. \^Exit  Sharp. 

Mel.  H^ia,  ha  !  what  lies  does  this  fellow  invent, 

and  what  ro^crie*  does  he  commit,  for  his  mailer's  fer- 

K  2  vice  I 
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vice  !  There  never,  fure,  was  a  more  faithful  fen-ant 
to  his  mailer,  of  a  greater  rogue  to  the  reft  of  mankind. 
But  here  he  comes  again  :  the  plot  thickens  ;  I'll  in 
i\nd  obferve  Gaylcfs.  [i^x//  Melifla. 

Enter  Sharp  before  feveral  perfons  moith  dijhei  in  their 
hands ^  and  a  cook  dnmk. 
Sharp.  Fortune,  I  thank  thee ;  the  moft  lucky  acci- 
dent !    \_j4ftde.'] — This  way,  gentlemen;  this  way. 

Ccc/k.  1  am  afraid  I  have  miftook  the  houfe.  Is  this 
Mr  TreatwelPs  ? 

Sharp.  The  fame,  the  fame  :  What,  don't  you  know 
}iie  ? 

Cook.  Know  you  ! — Are  you  fure  there  was  a  fupper 
befpoke  here  ? 

Sharp.  Yes,  upon  my  honour,  Mr  Cook  ;  tlie  com- 
pany is  in  the  next  room,  and  muft  have  gone  without, 
had  not  you  brought  it.  Til  draw  a  table.  I  fee  you 
have  brought  a  cloth  with  you ;  but  you  need  not  have 
done  that,  for  we  have  a  very  good  llock  of  linen — at 
the  pawnbroker's.  \_AJide. — 

[_JSxitf  a?id  returns  immediately,  draining  in  a  table. 
Come,  come,  my  boys,  be  quick  ;  the  company  began 
to  be  very  uneafy  ;  but  I'  knew  my  old  friend  Lick-fpit 
here  would  not  fail  us. 

Cook.  Lick-fpit  !  I  am  no  friend  of  your's ;  fo  I  de- 
fire  lefs  famiharity  :   Lick-fpit  too  ! 

Enter  Gaylefs,  andjlares. 

Gay.  What  is  all  this  ? 

Sharp.  Sir,  if  the  fight  of  the  fupper  is  offenfive,  I 
can  cafily  have  it  removed.  {.-^fi^^  ^'^  Gaylefs. 

Cay.  Prithee  explain  thyfelf,  Sharp. 

Sharp.  Some  of  our  neighbours,  I  fuppofe,  have  be- 
fpoke this  fupper  ;  but  the  cook  has  drank  away  his  me- 
mory, forgot  the  houfe,  and  brought  it  here  :  however, 
•Sir,  if  you  diflike  it,  I'll  tell  him  of  his  miftake,  and 
fend  him  about  his  bufinefs. 

Gay.  Hold,  hold ;  neceffity  obliges  me,  againft  my 
inclination,  to  favour  the  cheat,  and  feaft  at  my  neigh- 
bour's expence. 

Cook.  Hark  you,  friend,  is  that  your  mafter  ? 

Sharp.  Ay  ;  and  the  beft  mafter  in  the  world. 

CooL  I'll  fpeak  to  him  then — Sir,  I  have,  according 

to 
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.to  your  commands,  drefs'd  as  genteel  a  fupper  as  my  art 
and  your  price  would  admit  of. 

Sharp.  Good  again,  Sir  j  'tis  paid  for. 

[^AJide  to  Gaylefs. 

Gay.  I  don't  in  the  lead  queftion  your  abilities,  Mr 
Cook  ;  and  Tm  oblig'd  to  you  for  your  care. 

Cook.  Sir,  you  are  a  gentleman — and  if  you  would 
look  but  over  the  bill,  and  approve  it,  \_pulls  out  ability 
you  will  over  and  above  return  the  obligation. 

Sharp.   Oh  the  devil  ! 

Ga)\  ^looking  on  a  bill,'] — ^Very  well,  I'll  fend  my  man 
to  pay  you  to-morrow. 

Cook.  I'll  fpare  him  that  trouble,  and  take  it  with 
me.  Sir — I  never  work  but  for  ready  money. 

Gay.  Hah! 

Sharp.  Then  you  won't  have  our  cuftom. — [_^fide.—^ 
My  mailer  is  bufy  now,  friend  :  Do  you  think  he  won't 
pay  you  ? 

Cook.  No  matter  what  I  think ;  either  my  meat  or 
my  money. 

Sharp.  'Twill  be  very  ill-convenient  for  him  to  pay 
you  to-night. 

Cook.  Then  I'm  afraid  it  will  be  ill- convenient  to  pay 
me  to  morrow ;  fo,  d'ye  hear — 

Enter  Mehffa. 

Gay.  Prithee  be  advis'd  ;  'sdeath,  I  fhall  be  difcover'd. 

\Takes  the  Cook  afide^ 

Mel.  [to  Sharp.)  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sharp.  The  cook  has  not  quite  anfwer'd  my  matter's 
expeAations  about  the  fupper,  Sir,  and  he's  a  little  angry 
at  liim  ;  that's  all. 

Mel.  Come,  come,  Mr  Gaylefs,  don't  be  uneafy ;  a 
bachelor  cannot  be  fuppofed  to  have  things  in  the  utmoil 
regularity  ;  we  don't  expe6l  it. 

Cook.   But  I  do  exped  it,  and  will  have  it. 

Mel.  What  does  that  drunken  fool  fay  ? 

Cook.  That  I  will  have  my  money,  and  I  won't  flay 
till  to  morrow — and,  and 

Sharp  (runs  andjlops  his  mouth.) — Hold,  hold!  what 
are  you  doing  ?     Are  you  mad  ? 

Mel.  What  do  you  flop  the  man's  breath  for  ? 

Sharp.  Sir,  he  'Q^as  going  to  call  you  names. — Don't 
K3  te 
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be  abufive,  Cook ;  the  gentleman  is  a  man  of  honour, 
and  faid  nothing  to  you :  pray  be  pacify*d,  you  are  in 
liquor. 

CooL  I  will  have  my — 

Sharp  [holding fiill.)  Why,  I  tell  you,  fool,  you  mif- 
take  the  gentleman  ;  he  is  a  friend  of  my  matter's,  and 

has  not  faid  a  word  to  you. Pray,  good  Sir,  go  into 

the  next  room ;  the  fellow's  drunk,  and  takes  you  for 
another. — You'll  repent  this  when  you  are  fober,  friend. 
"—Pray,    Sir,  don't  flay  to  hear  his  impertinence. 

Gay,  Pray,  Sir,  walk  in — He's  below  your  anger. 

Mel.  Damn  the  rafcal !  what  does  he  mean  by  af- 
fronting me  ? Let  the  fcoundrel  go,   PU  polifh  his 

brutality,  I  warrant  you.  Here's  the  bell  reformer  of 
manners  in  the  univerfe.  [Dr^oyj  hisfword.~\ — Let  him 
•go,  I  fay. 

Sharp.  So,  fo,  you  have  done  finely  now — Get  away 
ss  faft  as  you  can ;  he's  the  moft  courageous  mettlefome 

Hian  in  all  England Why,  if  his  paffion  was  up,  he 

could  eat  you — Make  your  efcape,  you  fool. 

Cook.  I  won't — Eat  me  !  he'll  find  me  damn'd  hard 
of  digellion  though — 

Sharp.  Prithee  come  here  y  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

[They  nvalk  aftde* 
Enter  Kitty. 

Kit.  Gad's  me,  is  fupper  on  the  table  already  r — Sir, 
pray  defer  it  for  a  few  moments ;  my  miflrefs  is  much 
better,  and  will  be  here  immediately. 

Gay.  Will  '^t^  indeed?     Blefs  me — I  did  not  ex- 
peft — but  however — Sharp  ! 
.      Kit.  What  fuccefs.  Madam?  [.^^^/(?  Meliffa. 

Mel.  As  we  could  wifh,  girl — but  he  is  in  fuch  pain 
and  perplexity,   I  can't  hold  it  out  much  longer. 

Kit.  Ay,  that  holding  out  is  the  ruin  of  half  our 
fex. 

Sharp.  I  have  pacify'd  the  cook  ;  and  if  you  can  but 
borrow  twenty  pieces  of  that  young  prig,  all  may  go 
well  yet ;  you  may  fucceed,  though  I  could  not.  Re- 
member what  I  told  you — about  it  flraight,  Sir — 

Gay.  Sir,  Sir,  \_to  Meliffa],  I  beg  to  fpeak  a  word 
with  you :  My  fervant.  Sir,  tells  me  he  has  had  the 
misfortune,  Sir,  to  lofe  a  note  of  mine  of  twenty  pounds, 

which 
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which  I  fent  him  to  receive — and  the  banker's  fhops  be- 
ing fliut  up,  and  having  very  little  cafh  by  me,  1  fhould 
be  much  obliged  to  you  if  you  would  favour  me  with 
twenty  pieces  till  to-morrow. 

Mel,  Oh,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart,  \_taking  out  her 
purfe'] ;  and  as  I  have  a  fmall  favour  to  beg  of  you,  Sir, 
the  obligation  will  be  mutual. 

Gay.  How  may  I  oblige  you,  Sir  ? 

JVlet.  You  are  to  be  marry'd,   I  hear,  to  MelifTa. 

Gay,  To-morrow,  Sir. 

MeL  Then  you'll  oblige  me,  Sir,  by  never  feeing  her 
again. 

Gay.  Do  you  call  this  a  fmall  favour,  Sir  ? 

Mel.  A  mere  trifle,  Sir — Breaking  of  contrails,  fuing 
for  divorces,  committing  adultery,  and  fuch  like,  are 
all  reckon'd  trifles  now-a-days ;  and  fmart  young  fel- 
lows, like  you  and  myfelf,  Gaylefs,  fliould  be  never  out 
of  fafliion. 

Gay.  But  pray,  Sir,  how  are  you  concerned  in  this 
affair? 

Mel.  Oh,  Sir,  you  mufl:  know  I  have  a  very  great 
regard  for  MelifTa,  and  indeed  (he  for  me  :  and  by  the 
bye,  I  have  a  mofl:  defpicable  opinion  of  you  ;  for,  entre 
nous,  I  take  you,  Charles,  to  be  a  very  great  fcoundrel. 

Gay.  Sir  ! 

Mel.  Nay,  don't  look  fierce,  Sir,  and  give  yourfelf 

airs Damme,  Sir,  I  Ihall  be  through  your  body  elfe 

in  the  fnapping  of  a  finger. 

Gay.  I'll  be  as  quick  as  you,  villain  ! 

l^Dratos  and  makes  at  MeliflTa. 

Kit.  Hold,  hold,  murder  !  you'll  kill  my  mifl;refs — 
the  young  gentleman,  I  mean. 

Gay.  Ah,  her  mifl;refs  !  \_Drops  his  fvjord; 

Sharp.  How  !  Meliffa ! — nay,  then,  drive  away  cart 
—all's  over  now. 

Enter  all  the  Company  laughing. 

Gad.  "What,  Mr  Gaylefs,  engaging  with  Meliffa  be- 
fore your  time  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Kit.  Your  humble  fervant,  good  Mr  Politician  [/<? 
Sharp.]     This  Is,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  the  mofl  cele- 
brated and  ingenious  Timothy  Sharp,  fchemer-general^ 
aad  redoubted  'fcjuire  \q  the  »oft  rejjowned  and  fortu- 
nate 


ii6        THE  LYING  VALET. 

nate  adventurer  Charles  Gaylefs,  knight  of  the  Woful 
Countenance  :  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Oh  that  difmal  face,  and 
ntbr^  difmal  head  of  your's. 

.  \_Sfnkes  Sharp  upon  the  head* 

Sharp.  'Tis  cruel  in  you  to  difturb  a  man  in  his  laft 
agonies. 

Mel.  Now,  Mr  Gaylefs  ! — What,  not  a  word  ?  You 
are  fenfible  I  can  be  no  Granger  to  your  misfortunes ; 
and  I  might  reafonably  expert  an  excufe  for  your  ill 
treatment  of  me. 

Gay.  No,  Madam,  filence  is  my  only  refuge  ;  for  to 
endeavour  to  vindicate  my  crimes,  would  (how  a  greater 
want  of  virtue  than  even  the  commiffion  of  them. 

Mel.  Oh,  Gaylefs  !  'twas  poor  to  impofe  upon  a  wo- 
man, and  one  that  lov'd  you  too  ! 

Gay.  Oh  moft  unpardonable  ;  but  my  necefiities — 

Sharp.  And  mine.  Madam,  were  not  to  be  match'd> 
I*m  fure,  o'this  fide  ftarving. 

Mel.  His  tears  have  foftened  me  at  once  Your 
i^ecefTities,  Mr  Gaylefs,  with  fuch  real  contrition,  are 
too  powerful  motives  not  to  affe6t  the  bread  already  pre- 
judic'd  in  your  favour — You  have  fuffer'd  too  much  al- 
ready for  your  extravagance  ;  and  as  I  take  part  in  your 
fufferings,  'tis  eafmg  myfelf  to  relieve  you :  Know^^ 
therefore,  all  that's  pafl  I  freely  forgive. 

Gay,  You  cannot  mean  it,  fure?  I  am  loft  in  won- 
der! 

Mel.  Prepare  yourfelf  for  more  wonder — You  have 
another  friend  in  mafquerade  here.  Mr  Cook,  pray 
throw  afide  your  drunkennefs,  and  make  your  fober  ap« 
pearance — Don't  you  know  that  face.  Sir  ? 

Cook.  Ay,  Mafter,  what,  have  you  forgot  your  friend 
Dick,  as  you  us'd  to  call  me  ? 

Gay.  More  wonder  indeed !  Don't  you  live  with  my 
father  ? 

Mel.  Juft  after  your  hopeful  fervant  there  had  left  me. 
Comes  this  man  from  Sir  William  with  a  letter  to  me ; 

*  upon  which  (being  by  that  wholly  convinced  of  your 

*  neceffitous  condition)  I  invented,  by  the  help  of  Kitty 

*  and   Mrs  Gad -about,  this  little  plot,  in  which  your 

*  friend  Dick  there  has  a<Eled  miracles,  refolving  to  teaze 
5  you  a  little,  that  you  might  have  a  gTeater  relifli  for  a 

♦  happy 
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*  happy  turn  in  your  affairs.'     Now,  Sir,  read  *  that 

*  letter/  and  complete  your  joy. 

Gay.  [reads.']  *' Madam,  1  am  father  to  the  unfortu- 
<*  nate  young  man,  who,  I  hear  by  a  friend  of  mine, 
*'  (that  by  my  defire  has  been  a  continual  fpy  upon  him), 
**  is  making  his  addreffes  to  you  :  if  he  is  fo  happy  as 
**  to  make  himfelf  agreeable  to  you,  (whofe  chara6ler  i 
**  am  charm'd  with),  I  fiiall  own  him  with  joy  for  .my 
**  fon,  and  forget  his  former  follies. 
"  I  am.  Madam, 

"  Your  moft  humble  fervant, 

"William   Gayless." 

"  P.  S.   I  will  be  foon  in  town  myfelf,  to  congratu- 
**  late  his  reformation  and  marriage." 
Oh,  Meliffa,  this  is  too  much  :  Thus  let  me  fhew  my 
thanks  and  gratitude,    [kneeling^  Jloe  raifes  him"]  \  for 
here  'tis  only  due. 

Sharp.  A  reprieve  !  a  reprieve  !  a  reprieve  ! 

Kit.  I  have  been.  Sir,  a  moil  bitter  energy  to  you>; 
but  fmce  you  are  likely  to  be  a  little  more  converfant 
with  cafh  than  you  have  been,  I  am  now,  with"  the 
greateft  fmcerity,  your  moft  obedient  friend  and  humble 
fervant.  And  I  hope,  Sir,  all  former  enmity  will  be 
forgotten. 

Gay.  Oh,  Mrs  Pry,  I  have  been  too  much  indulged 
with  forgivenefs  myfelf,  not  to  forgive  leffer  offences  in 
other  people. 

Sharp.  Well,  then,  Madam,  fmce  my  mafter  has 
vouchfaf'd  pardon  to  your  handmaid  Kitty,  I  hope 
you'll  not  deny  it  to  his  footman  Timothy. 

Mel.  Pardon  !   for  what  ? 

Sharp.  Only  for  telling  you  about  ten  thoufand  He$, 
Madam  ;  and,  among  the  reft,  inftnuating  that  your 
Ladyftiip  woidd — 

Mel.  1  underftand  you ;  and  can  forgive  any  thing, 
Sharp,  that  was  defign'd  for  the  fervice  of  your  mafter  ; 
and  if  Pry  and  you  will  follow  our  example,  I'll  give 
her  a  fmall  fortune  as  a  reward  for  both  your  fidelities. 

Sharp.  I  fancy.  Madam,  'twould  be  better  to  halve 
the  fmall  fortune  between  us,  and  keep  us  both  lingle  ; 
for  as  we  fhall  live  in  the  fame  houfe,  in  all  probabihty 
we  may  tafte  the  comforts  of  matrimony,    and  no.t  be 

troubled 
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troubled   with  its   inconveniences. What  fay  you, 

Kitty  ? 

Kit,  Do  you  hear,  Sharp :  before  you  talk  of  the 
comforts  of  matrimony,  talle  the  comforts  of  a  good 
dinner,  and  recover  your  flefh  a  little  j  do,  puppy. 

Sharp.  The  devil  backs  her,  that's  certain  ;  and  I 
am  no  match  for  her  at  any  weapon. 

Mel.  And  now,  Mr  Gaylefs,  to  (how  I  have  not  pro- 
vided for  you  by  halves,  let  the  mufic  prepare  themfelves, 
and,  with  the  approbation  of  the  company,  we'll  have 
a  dance. 
.   All,  By  all  means  a  dance. 

Gut.  By  all  means  a  dance — after  fupper  tho* 

Sharp.  Oh,  pray.  Sir,  have  fupper  firft,  or  l*m  fure 
I  fhan't  live  till  the  dance  is  finifh'd. 

Gay.  Behold,  Meliffa,  as  fincere  a  convert  as  ever 
truth  and  beauty  made.  The  wild  impetuous  fallies  of 
my  youth  are  now  blown  over,  and  a  moft  pleafmg  calm 
of  perfeft  happinefs  fucceeds. 

Thus  -Etna's  flames  the  verdant  earth  confume. 
But  milder  heat  makes  drooping  nature  bloom  : 
So  virtuous  love  affords  us  fpringing  joy, 
Whilft  vicious  palTions,  as  they  burn,  deftroy. 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Mr  GARRICK. 

I^'HAT  I'm  a  lying  rogue,  you  all  agree; 
And  yet  look  raund  the  world,  and  you  will  fee 
How  many  more,  my  betters,  lie  as  fall  as  me. 
Againfl  this  vice  we  all  are  ever  railing. 
And  yet,  fo  tempting  is  it,  {o  prevailing. 
You'll  fin4  but  few  without  this  ufeful  failing. 
Lady  or  Abigail,   my  Lord  or  Will, 
The  lie  goes  round,  and  the  ball's  never  ftill. 
My  lies  were  harmlefs,  told  to  fhow  my  parts; 
And  not  like  thofe,  when  tongues  belie  their  hearts. 
In  all  profeffions  you  will  find  this  flaw; 
And  in  the  graveft  too,  in  Phyfic  and  in  Law. 
The  gouty  Serjeant  cries,  with  formal  paufe, 
*»  Your  plea  is  good,  my  friend,  don't  ft arve  the  caufe. 


But 
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But  when  my  Lord  decrees  for  t'other  fide, 

Your  cofts  of  fuit  convince  you — that  he  ly'd. 

A  Doc\or  comes  with  formal  wig  and  face, 

Firft  feels  your  pnlfe,  then  thinks,  and  knows  your  cafe  : 

*'  Your  fever's  flight,  not  dang'rous,  I  affurc  you  ; 

*'  Keep  warm,  and  repetatur  haujltis.  Sir,  will  cure'you.'* 

Around  the  bed,  next  day,  his'friends  are  crying  : 

The  patient  dies,  the  Doctor's  paid  for  lying. 

The  Poet,  willing  to  fecurc  the  Pit, 

Gives  out,  his  play  has  humour,  talle,  and  wit  : 

The  caufc  comes  on  ;  and,  while  the  judges  try, 

Each  groan  and  catcall  gives  the  bard  the  lie. 

Now  let  us  aflc,  pray,  wliat  the  I^adies  do  : 

They  too  will  fib  a  little,  entrc  nous. 

"  I,ord,"  fays  the  Prude,  (her  face  behind  her  fan), 

"  How  can  our  fex  have  any  joy  in  man  ; 

•'  As  for  my  part,  the  beft  could  ne'er  deceive  me; 

*•  Aud  were  the  race  extin^,  'twould  never  grieve  me  : 

*'  Their  fight  is  odious ;  but  their  touch — O  Gad! 

»'  The  thought  of  that's  enough  to  drive  one  mad." 

Thus  rails  ;it  man  the  fqueamiih  Lady  Dainty; 

Yet  weds,  at  fifty-five,  a  rake  of  twenty. 

In  fhort,  a  Beau's  intrigues,  a  Lover's  fighs. 

The  Courtier's  promife,  the  rich  Widow's  cricf, 

And  Patriot's  zeal,  are  fcldom  more  than  lies. 

Sometimes  you'll  fee  a  man  belie  his  nation, 

Nor  to  his  country  (how  the  Icaft  relation. 

For  inflancc  now ' 

A  cleanly  Dutchman,  or  a  Frenchman  grave, 

A  fober  German,  or  a  Spaniard  brave, 

An  Englifhman  a  coward  or  a  llaye. 

Mine,  though  a  fibbing,  was  an  honeft  art ; 

I  ferv'd  my  raaftcr,  play'd  a  faithful  part : 

Rank  me  not  therefore  'mongft  the  lying  crew ; 

For  though  my  tongue  was  faife,  my  heart  was  true. 
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Scene,  A  Hall  in  Goodwills  Hottfe  in  the  Country. 


Goodwill  felus* 

"f  XT  ELL,  it  is  to  me  furprifing,  that  out  of  the  mul- 
V  V  titudes  who  feel  a  pleafure  in  getting  an  ellate, 
few  or  none  fhould  taftc  a  fatisfadion  in  bellowing  it. 
Doubtlefs  a  good  man  mull  have  valt  delight  in  reward- 
ing merit  ;  nor  will  I  believe  it  fo  difficult  to  be  found. 
I  am  at  prefent,  I  thank  Heaven  and  my  own  induilry, 
worth  a  good  L.  10,000,  and  an  only  daughter  ;  both 
which  I  have  determined  to  give  to  the  moll  worthy  of 
my  poor  relations.  The  tranfport  I  feel  from  the  hope 
of  making  fome  honeft  man  happy,  makes  me  amends 
for  the  many  weary  days  and  fleeplefs  nights  my  riches 
have  coft  me.  I  have  fent  to  fummon  'em.  The  girl  I 
have  bred  up  under  my  own  eye  ;  fhe  has  feen  nothing, 
knows  nothing,  and  has  confequently  no  will  but  mine. 
I  have  no  reafon  to  doubt  her  confent  to  whatever  choice 
I  fhall  make.  ■ "  How  happily  mufl  my  old  age  Aide 
2  away, 
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away,  between  the  afFedion  of  an  Innocent  and  dutiful 
child,  and  the  grateful  return  I  may  expcA  from  a  fo- 
much  obliged  fon-in-law  !  I  am  certainly  the  happieffc 
man  on  earth.     Here  fhc  comes.  om 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy,  Did  you  fend  for  me,  papa  ? 

GW.  Yes  ;  come  hither,  child.  I  have  fent  for  you, 
to  mention  an  affair  to  you,  which  you,  I  believe,  have 
not  yet  thought  of. 

Lucy,  I  hope  it  is  not  to  fend  me  to  a  boarding- 
fchool,  papa. 

Good,  I  hope  my  indulgence  to  you  has  been  fuch, 
that  you  have  rcafon  to  regard  me  as  the  befl  of  fathers^ 
I  am  fure  I  have  never  denyM  you  any  thing  but  for 
your  own  good  :  Indeed  I  have  confulted  nothing  elfe. 
It  is  that  for  which  I  have  been  toiling  thefe  many 
years  ;  for  which  I  have  deny*d  myfelf  every  comfort  in 
life;  and  from  which  I  have,  from  renting  a  farm  of 
L.  500  a-year,  amaffed  the  fum  of  L.  10,000. 

Lucy.   I  am  afraid  you  are  angry  with  me,  papa. 

Good,  Be  not  frighten'd,  my  dear  child,  you  have 
done  nothing  to  offend  me.  But  anfwer  me  one  qae- 
ftion — What  does  my  little  dear  think  of  a  hufband  1 1\'\ 

Lucy.  A  hufband,  papa!   Ola!  .      ., 

Giod.  Come,  it  is  a  queftion  a  girl  in  lier  fixteenlk 
year  may  anfwer.  Should  you  like  to  have  a  hufband, 
Lucy  \ 

Lucy,  And  am  I  to  have  a  coach  ? 

Good,  No,  no ;   what  has  that  to  do  with  a  hufband? 

Lucy.  Why,  you  know,  papa.  Sir  John  Wealthy's 
daughter  was  carry'd  away  in  a  coach  by  her  hufband  ; 
and  I  have  been  told  by  feveral  of  our  neighbours,  that 
I  was  to  have  a  coach  when  I  was  married.  Indeed  I 
have  dreamt  of  it  a  hundred  times.  I  never  dreamt  of 
a  hufband  in  my  whole  life,  that  I  did  not  dream  of  a 
coach.  I  have  rid  about  in  one  all  night  in  my  fleep; 
and  methought  it  was  the  purefl  thing  I  — 

Good.  Lock  up  a  girl  as  you  will,  I  find  you  cannot 
keep  her  from  evil  counfcllors.  \_yljids.~\ — I  tell  you, 
child,  you  mud  have  no  coach  with  a  hufband. 

Lucy.  Then  lu  me  have  a  coach  without  a  hufband. 

Vol.  II.  L  Good. 
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Good.  What,  had  you  rather  have  a  coach  than  a 
hufband? 

Luity-  Hum — I  don't  know  that — But  if  you'll  get 
me  a  coach,  let  me  alone,  TU  \^'^rrant  I'll  get  me  a 
hufband. 

A  I  R    T.     ThomaSi  1  cannot » 
)     )X^o  you,  papa,  but  find  a  coach, 
"  And  leave  the  other  to  me,  Sir  ; 
.for  that  will  make  the  lover  approach, 
V  '"    And  I  warrant  we  fhan't  difagree,  Sir. 
No  fparks  will  talk 
To  girls  that  walk, 
I've  heard  it,  and  I  confide  in't : 
Do  you  then  fix 
My  coach  and  fix, 
I  warrant  I  get  one  to  ride  in't,  to  ride  in't, 
I  warrant,  &c. 

Good.  The  girl  is  out  of  her  wits,  fure.  Hufiey,  who 
put  thefe  thoughts  into  your  head  ?  You  fhall  have  a 
good  fober  huifband,  that  will  teach  you  better  things. 
■  Lucy,  Ay,  but  I  won^t  though,  if  I  can  help  it ;  for 
Mifs  Jenny  Flant-it  fays,  a  fober  hufband  is  the  worft 
fort  of  hufband  in  the  woiid. 
i  Good.  I  have  a  mind  to  found  the  girl's  incKnatiorts. 
Come  hither,  Luey ;  tell  me  now,  of  all  the  men  you 
ever  faw,  whom  fhou'd  you  like  befl  for  a  hufband  ? 

Lucy.  O  fy,  papa,   I  muft  not  tell. 
\  .Good.  Yes,  you  may  your  father. 
'  JLucy.  No,  Mifs  Jenny  fays  I  muft  not  tell  my  mind 
to  any  man  whatever.     She  never  tells  a  word  of  truth 
to  her  father. 

Good.  Mifs  Jenny  is  a  wicked  girl,  and  you  mufl  not 
regard  her.  Come,  tell  me  the  truth,  or  I  fhall  be 
angry.  - 

Luxy.  Why,  then,  of  all  the  men  I  ever  faw  in  my 
whole  life-time,  Hike  Mr  Ihomas,  my  Lord  Bounce's 
footman,  the  beft,  a  hundred  thoufand  times. 
Good,  Oh  fy  upon  you!  like  a  footman  ? 
Lucy.  A  footman  !  he  look*  a  thoufand  times  more 
like  a  gentleman  than  either  Squire  Foxchafe  or  Squire 
Tankard,  and  talks  more  like  one,  ay,  and  fmells  more 

like 
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like  one  too.  His  head  is  fo  prettily  dreft,  done  all 
down  upon  the  top  with  fugar^  like  a  frolled  cake,  with 
three  little  curls  on  each  fide,  that  you  may  fee  his  ears 
as  plain  !  and  then  his  hair  is  done  up  behind  juft  like  a 
fine  lady's,  with  a  little  little  hat,  and  a  pair  of  charm- 
ing white  ilockings,  as  neat  and  as  fine  as  any  white- 
legged  fowl ;  and  he  always  carries  a  great  (winging 
flick  in  his  h^nd,  as  big  as  himfelf,  that  he  would  knock 
any  dog  down  with  who  was  to  offer  to  bite  me.  A 
footman  indeed  !  why,  Mifs  Jenny  likes  him  as  well  as 
I  do  ;  and  (he  fays,  all  the  fine  young  gentlemen  that 
the  ladies  in  London  are  fo  fond  of,  are  juft  fuch  per- 

fons  as  he  is. Icod,   I  fftould  have  had  him  before 

now,  but  that  folks  told  me  I  fliould  have  a  man  with  a 
coach  ;  and  that  methinks  I  had  rather  have,  a  great  deal. 

Good.  I  am  amaz'd  !  But  1  abhor  the  mercenary  tem- 
per in  the  girl  worfe  than  all — What,  child,  would  you 
have  any  one  v/ith  a  coach  ?  Would  you  have  Mr  Achum  ? 

Lucy.  Yes  indeed  would  I,  for  a  coach, 

GW.  Why,  he  is  a  cripple,  andean  fcarce  walkacrofs 
the  room. 

Zucy.  What  fignifies  that? 

AIR    II.      IVu/fy  Honey, 
When  he  in  a  coach  can  be  carryM, 

What  need  has  a  man  to  go  ? 
That  women  for  coaches  are  marry'd, 

I'm  not  fuch  a  child  but  I  know. 
But  if  the  poor  crippled  elf 

In  coach  be  not  able  to  roam, 
Why  then  I  can  go  by  myfelf. 

And  he  may  e'en  ftay  at  home. 

Enter  Blifter. 

BUJi.  Mr  Goodwill,  your  humble  fervant.  I  hat€ 
rid  twelve  long  miles  in  little  more  than  an  hour.  I  am 
glad  to  fee  you  fo  well ;  I  was  afraid,  by  your  meflage — 

Good,  That  1  had  wanted  your  advice,  I  fuppofe : 
Truly,  coz,  I  fent  for  you  on  a  better  account Lu- 
cy, this  is  a  relation  of  your's  you  have  not  fcen  a  great 
while,  my  coufin  Blifter  the  apothecary. 

Lucy,  O  la  !  I  hope  that  great  huge  man  is  not  to  be 
Hiy  hufband. 

L  2  Blijl^ 
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BliJ}.  My  coufin  is  well  grown,  and  looks  healthy. 
What  apothecary  do  ycm  employ  ?  He  deals  in  good 
drugs,  I  warrant  him. 

Good,  Plain  wholefome  food  and  exercife  are  what  fhe 
deals  in. 

BliJ}.  Plain  wholefome  food  is  very  proper  at  fome 
time  of  the  year,  with  gentle  phyfic  between  whiles. 

Good.  Leave  us  a  little,  my  dear  Lucy,  I  mull  talk 
with  your  coufin. 

Lucy.  Yes,  papa,  with  all  my  heart — I  hope  I  (hall 
uever  fee  that  great  thing  again.  \_Ex:t. 

Good.  I  believe  you  begin  to  wonder  at  my  meffage  ; 
and  will  perhaps  more,  when  you  know  the  occafion  of 
it.  In  fliort,  without  more  preface,  I  begin  to  find 
myfelf  going  out  of  the  world,  and  my  daughter  very 
eager  to  come  into  it.  I  have  therefore  refolv'd  to  fee 
her  fettled  without  farther  delay.  I  am  far  from  think- 
ing vail  wealth  neceffary  to  happinefs  :  Wherefore,  as  I 
can  give  her  a  fufficient  competency,  I  have  determined 
to  marry  her  to  one  of  my  own  relations.  It  will  pleafe 
me,  that  the  fruits  of  my  labour  fliould  not  go  out  of 
the  family.  I  have  fent  to  feveral  of  my  kinfmen,  of 
whom  fhe  fhall  take  her  choice  ;  and  as  you  are  the  iirft. 
here,  if  you  like  my  propofal,  you  fliall  make  the  firll 
application. 

Blift.  With  all  my  heart,  coufin  ;  and  I  am  very  much 
oblig'd  to  you.  Your  daughter  feems  an  agreeable 
young  woman,  and  I  have  no  averfion  to  marriage. 
But  pray,  why  do  you  think  yourfelf  going  out  of  the 
world  ?  Proper  care  might  continue  you  in  it  a  confi- 
derable  while.     Let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Good,  To  oblige  you ;  though  I  am  in  very  good 
health. 

Blift,  A  little  feverifti — T  would  advi/'e  you  to  lofe  a 
little  blood,  and  take  an  emulfion,  with  a  gentle  emetic 
and  cathartic. 

Good,  No,  no,  I  will  fend  my  daughter  to  you  ;  but 
pray  keep  your  phyfic  to  yourfelf,  dear  coufin.      [£x//. 

Bliji.  This  man  is  near  feventy,  and  I  have  heard 
never  took  any  phyfic  in  his  life ;  and  yet  he  looks  as 
well  as  if  he  had  been  under  the  doctor's  hands  all  his 
lifetime.     'Tis  flrange  ;  but  if  I  marry  his  daughter, 

the 
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tiie  fooner  he  dies  the  better.     It  is  an  odd  whim  of  his 
to  marry  her  in  this  manner :  but  he  is  very  rich ;  and 

fo,  fo-much  the  better. What  ajftrange.  dowdy  'tis  • 

No  matter,  her  fortune  is  never  the  vi'orfe. 

*  A  I  R    III.     Round,  round  the  mill 
<  In  women  we  beauty  or  wit  may  admire  ; 

*  Sing  trol,  lerol. 

*  But  fure  as  we  have  them,  as  furely  they'll  tire ; 

*  Oh  ho,  will  they  fo  ? 

^  Abroad  for  thefe  dainties  the  wife  therefore  roam  5  , 

*  Sing  trol  lerol : 

*  And  frugally  keep  but  a  plain  difli  at. home ; 

*  Oh  ho,  do  they  fo  ? 

*  Who  marries  a  beauty,  muH  hate  her  when  old  j 

*  Sing  trol  leroL 

*  But  the  older  it  grows,  the. more  precious  the  gold, 

*  Oh  ho,  is  it  fo? 

Enter  Lucy. 
Oh,  here  comes  my  millrefs.     What  a  pox  fliall  I  fay- 
to  her  ?     I  never  made  love  in  my  life. . 

Lucy.  Papa  has  fent  me  hither;  but  if  it  wa$  not  for 
fear  of  a  boarding-fchool,  I  am :  fure  I  would  not  have 
come  ;  but  they  fay  I  fhall  be  whipt  there,  and  a  huf- 
band  can't  whif)  me  let  me  do.  what  I  will ;,  that's  one 
good  thing. 

Blifl,  Won't  you  pleafe  to  fit  down,  .eoufm  I 

Lucy,  Yes,' thank   ybu.    Sir. Since   I.inuft  flay 

with  you,   I  may  as  well  fit  down  as  not.    -       :  \_Aftd^<x 

Blifl.  Pray,  coufin,  how  do  you  find  yourfelf  ^ 

Lucy.  Find  myfelf  ? 

Bliji.  Yes  ;  how  do  ye  do?  Let  tne  feel  your  pulfe. . 
How  do  ye  flecp  o'nights  ? 

Lucy.  How?  why,  upon  my  back  generally. 

Blifl*  But  L  mean,  do  you  deep  without  interruption  ^ 
are  you  not  reftlefs 

Lucy,  I  tumble  and  tofs  a  good  deal  fometimes. 

Blifl.  Hum !      Pray  how  long  do  you  ufually  fleep  ? 

Lucy.  About  ten  or  eleven  hours. 

Blifl,  Is  your  ftomach  good  ?     Do  you  eat  with  an-: 
.L.3  appetite  ?•' 
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appetite  ?  How  often  do  you  find  in  a  day  any  incli- 
nation to  eat  ? 

JLucy.  Why,  a  good  many  times  ;  but  I  don't  eat  a 
great  deal,  uniefs  it  ht  at  breakFall,  dinner,  and  fuppcr, 
and  afternoon's  nunchion. 

BiiJ^.  Hum  !  I  find  you  have  at  prefentno  abfolute 
need  of  an  apothecary. 

Lucy.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that — I  wifli  he  was  gone 
with  all  my  heart.  \_4/^cie. 

Bl'tjl,  I  fuppofe,  coufin,  your  father  has  mentioned  to 
you  the  affair  I  am  come  upon ;  may  I  hope  you  will 
comply  with  him,  in  making  me  the  happiell  man  upon 
earth  ? 

Lucy.  You  need  not  afk  me  ;  you  know  I  mufl  do 
what  he  bids  me. 

Bliji.  May  I  then  hope  you  will  make  me  your  huf- 
band  ? 

Lucy.   I  muft  do  what  he'll  have  me. 

Blift.  What  makes  you  cry,  Mifs  ?  Pray,  tell  me  what 
is  the  matter  \ 

Lucy.  No ;  you  will  be  angry  with  me  if  I  tell  you. 

Bit]}.  I  angry  !  it  is  not  in  my  power ;  I  can't  be 
angry  with  you :  I  am  to  be  afraid  of  your  anger,  not 
you  of  mine ;  I  muft  not  be  angry  with  you  whatever 
you  do.  -'. 

Lucy.  Wliat  t  muft  not  you  be  angry  let  mt  do  what 
IwilH 

Blijl.  No,  my  dear. 

Lucy.  Why  then^  by  goles  !  I  will  tell  you— I  hate 
you,  and  I  can't  abide  you. 

Bl'tJ}.  What  have  I  done  to  deferve  your  hate  \ 

Lucy.  You  have  done  nothing :  but  you  are  fuch  a 
great  ugly  thing,  I  can't  bear  to  look  at  you  ;  and  if 
my  papa  was  to  lock  me  up  for  a  twelvemonth,  I  fhould 
hate  you  Hill. 

BliJ).  Did  not  you  tell  me  juft  now  you  wonld  make 
ane  your  hufband  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  fo  I  will  for  all  that. 

AIR  IV.     Nonx)  ponder  <welh  Sea 

Ah,  be  not  angry,  good  dear  Sir, 
Nor  do  not  tell  gapa  j 

Fct 
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For  though  I  can't  abide  you,  Sir, 
I'll  marry  you O  la  ! 

Blift.  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  can't  abide  me,  I  can't 
help  that,  nor  you  can't  help  it ;  and  if  you  will  not 
tell  your  father,  I  aflure  you  I  will  not.  Belides,  my 
dear,  as  for  liking  me,  do  not  give  yourfelf  any  trouble 
about  that  :  it  is  the  very  bell  reafon  for  marrying  me  ; 
no  lady  now  marries  any  one  but  w^hom  fhe  hates  ;  ha- 
ting one  another  is  the  chief  end  of  matrimony.  It  is 
what  moft  couples  do  before  they  are  marry'd,  and  all 
after  it.  I  fancy  you  have  not  a  right  notion  of  a  mar- 
ried life.  I  fuppofe  you  imagine  we  are  to  be  fond,  and 
kifs,  and  hug  one  another  as  long  as  we  live. 

Lucy,  Why,  an't  we  ? 

Blift,  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  an't  we  ?  No !  How  ignorant 
it  is  !  \_'^/ide.'] — Marrying  is  nothing  but  living  in  the 
fame  houfe  together,  and  going  by  the  fame  name  ; 
while  I  am  following  my  bufinefs,  you  will  be  following 
your  pleafure  ;  fo  that  we  (hall  rarely  meet  but  at  meals ; 
and  then  we  are  to  fit  at  oppofite  ends  of  the  table,  and 
make  faces  at  each  other, 

Lucy,  1  fhall  like  that  prodigioufly — Ah,,  but  there 
is  one  thing  though — an't  we  to  lie  together? 

Bliji,  A  fortnight ;  no  longer. 

Lucy.  A  fortnight !  that's  a  long  time  j  but  it  will 
be  over. 

Blift.  Ay,  and  then  you  may  have  any  one  elfe. 

Lucy.  May  I  ?  then  I'll  have  Mr  Thomas,  by  goles ! 
why  this  is  pure,  la  !  they  told  me  other  ftories.  I 
thought  when  I  had  been  married,  I  muft  have  never 
liked  any  one  but  my  hufband  ;  and  that  if  I  fhould,  he 
would  kill  me  :  but  I  thouglit  one  thing  though  with 
myfelf,  that  I  could  like  another  man  without  letting 
him  know  it ;  and  then  a  fig  for  him. 

Bliji.  Ay,  ay,  they  tell  children  ftrange  ftories  :  I 
warrant  they  have  told  you,  you  muft  be  govern'd  by 
your  hufband. 

Lucy,  My  papa,  tells  me  fo. 

Bliji.  But  all  the  married  women  In  England  will  tell. 
wu  another  ftory. 

Lucy, 
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Lucy.  So  they  have  already ;  for  they  fay  I  mull  not 
be  govern'd  by  a  hufband  :  and  they  fay  another  thing 
too,  that  you  will  tell  me  one  ftory  before  marriage,  and 
another  afterwards  ;  for  that  marriage  alters  a  man  pro- 
digioufly. 

Bliji.  No,  child,  I  fhall  ^e  juft  the  fame  creature  f 
am  now,  unlefs  in  one  circumilance  ;  I  fliall  have  a  huge' 
pair  of  horns  upon  my  head. 

Lucy.  Shall  you  ?  that's  pure  ;  ha,  ha,  what  a  comi- 
cal figure  you  will  make !  but  how  will  you  make  *em 
grow  ? 

Blifi.  It  is  you  that  will  make 'em  grow. 

Lucy,  Shall  I  ?  By  goles,  then  Pll  do't  as  foon  as 
ever  I  can  ;  for  I  long  to  fee  *em.  Do,  tell  me  how  T 
fhall  do  it. 

Bliji.  Every  other  man  you  kifs,  I  fhall  have  a  pair, 
of  hoi-nsgrow. 

Lucyy  By  goles  !  then,  you  Ihall  have  horns  enough  ;• 
but  1  fancy  you  are  joking  now. 

A  I  R  V.     Buff-coat, 
Ah,  Sir,   I  guefs 
You  are  a  fibbing  creature. 
BliJi'  Becaufe,  dear  Mifs, 

You  know  not  human  nature* 
Lucy.  Marry'd  men,   Pll  be  fworn, 

I  have  feen  without  horn. 
Blifi,         Ah,  child!  you  want  art  to  unlock  it  : 
'J'he  fecret  here  lies, 
Men  now  are  fo  wife, 
To  carry  their  horns  in  their  pocket. 

Lucy.  But  you  fhall  wear  your's  on  your  head ;  for  I 
Jhall  like  'ern  better  than  any  other  thing  about  you. 

BliJi.  Well,  then,  Mifs,  I  may  depend  upon  you* 

Lucy..  And  may  I  depend  upon  you  .'' 

BliJi,  Yes,  my  dear. 

Lucy.  Ah,  but  don't  call  me  fo ;  I  hate  you  fhould 
call  me  fo. 

BliJi.  Oh,  child j  all  marry'd  people  call  one  another 
TTjy  clear,  let  'em  hate  one  another  as  much  as  they 
will, 

Lucy^  Do  they  I     Well  then,    my  dear — Hum !   I 

think 
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think  there  Is  not  any  great  matter  in  the  word  neither, 
Bii/i.  Why,  amongll  your  fine  gentry,  there  is  fcarce 
any  meaning  in  any  thing  they  fay.  Well,  I'll  go  to 
your  papa,  and  tell  him  we  have  agreed  upon  matters, 
and  have  the  wedding  inftantly. 
Lucj.  The  fooner  the  better. 

Bliji.  Your  fervant,  my  pretty  dear.  \E^it, 

I.ucy.  Your  fervant,  my  dear.  Nafty,  greafy,  ugly 
fellow.  Well,  marriage  is  a  charming  thing  though  :  1 
long  to  be  married  more  than  ever  I  did  for  any  thing 
in  my  life  :  fmce  I  am  to  govern,  I'll  warrant  I'll  doit 
purely.  By  goles,  I'll  make  him  know  who  is  at  home 
Let  me  fee,  I'll  praflice  a  little.  Suppofe  that 
chair  was  my  hufband ;  and,  ecod,  by  all  I  can  lind,  a 
chair  is  as  proper  for  a  hufband  as  any  thing  elfe  :  Now, 
fays  my  hufband  to  me,  Ho^  do  you  do,  viy  dear  ? — 
Lard,  my  dear,  I  don't  know  how  I  do  !  not  the  bet- 
ter for  you.  Pray,  viy  dear,  let  us  d'me  early  to-day. — 
Indeed,  my  dear,  I  can't. — Do  you  intend  to  go  abroad 
to-day  ? — No,  my  dear. — Then  you  'will  flay  at  hoiiie  ? — 
No,  my  dear- — Shall  ive  ride  out  P — No,  my  dear  — 

Shall  ive  go  a-vifiting? — No,  my  dear. 1  will  never 

do  any  that   1  am  bid,  that  I   am  refolv'd ;  and  then 
Mr  Thomas  !   O  good,  I  am  out  of  my  wits. 

AIR    VL      Befy  Bell. 
La  !  what  fwinging  lies  fome  people  will  tell  ! 

I  thought  when  another  I'd  wedded, 
I  mull  have  bid  poor  Mr  Thomas  farewel, 

And  none  but  my  hufband  have  bedded  : 
But  I  find  I'm  deceiv'd;  for  as  Michaelmas  day 

Is  flill  the  forerunner  of  Lammas, 
So  wedding  another  Is  but  the  right  way 

To  come  at  my  dear  Mr  Thomas. 

Enter  Coupee. 
Heyday  !  what  fine  gentleman  is  this  ? 

Coup.  Coufin,  your  moll  obedient  and  devoted  humble 
fervant. 

Lucy.   I  find  this  is  one  of  your  fine  gentry,  by  his 
not  having  any  meaning  in  his  words. 

Coup*  1  have  not  the  honour  to  be  known  to  you, 

coufin  5 
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coufift  ;  but  your  father  has  been  fo  kind  to  give  me  ad- 
mlflion  to  your  fair  hands. 

Lucy.  O  fiemini  Cancer  I  What  a  fine  charming  man 
this  is  ! 

Coup.  My  name,  Madam,  is  Coupee,  and  I  have  the 
honour  to  be  a  dancing-mailer. 

Lucy,   And  are  you  come  to  teach  me  to  dance  ? 

Coup.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  am  come  to  teach  you  a  very 
pretty  dance.     I)id  you  never  learn  to  dance  ?, 

Lucy,  No,  ^  ir,  not  I  j  only  Mr  Thomas  taught  me 
ene,  two,  three. 

Coup  That  is  a  very  great  fault  in  your  education  ; 
and  it  will  be  a  very  great  happinefs  for  you  to  amend 
it,  by  having  a  dancing-mafter  for  your  husband. 

Lucy,  Yes,  Sir ;  but  I  am  not  to  have  a  dancing- 
mafter  :  my  papa  fays  I'm  to  have  a  nafty  ftlnking  apo- 
thecary. 

Coup*  Your  papa  fays  !  What  fignifies  what  your 
papa  fays  ? 

I^ucy,  What  !  muft  I  not  mind  what  my  papa  fays  ? 

Coup,  No,  no  ;  you  are  to  follow  your  own  inclina- 
tions. I  think  if  fhe  has  any  eyes,  I  may  venture  to 
truft  'em.  \_Afide.'\ — Your  father  is  a  very  comical  queer 
old  fellow,  a  very  odd  kind  of  a  filly  fellow,  and  you 
ought  to  laugh  at  him.  I  allc  pardon  though  for  my 
freedom 

Lucy.  You  need  not  aflc  my  pardon^  for  I  am  not  at 
all  angry  ;  for  between  you  and  I,  I  think  him  as  odd 
queer  a  fellow,  as  you  can  do  for  your  life.  I  hope  you 
won't  tell  him  what  I  fay. 

Coup.  I  tell  him  !  I  hate  him  for  his  barbarous  ufage 
of  you  ;  to  lock  up  a  young  lady  of  beauty,  wit,  and 
fplrit,  without  ever  fufFerIng  her  to  learn  to  dance  j 
Why,  Madam,  not  learning  to  dance.  Is  abfolute  rum 
to  a  young  lady.  I  fuppofe  he  took  care  enough  you 
fhould  learn  to  read. 

Lucy.  Yes,   I  can  read  very  well,  and  fpell  too. 

Coup,  Ay,  there  it  Is;  why  now,  that's  more  than  I 
can  do.  All  parents  take  care  to  inftruft  their  children 
in  low  mechanical  things,  while  the  genteel  fciences  are 
ijegle<Sied.     Forgive  me,  Madam,  at  leaft,  if  I  throw 

myfelf 
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myfelf  at  your  feet,  and  vow  never  to  rife  till  lifted  up 
with  the  elevating  fire  of  your  fmiles. 

Lucy,  Lard,  Sir  !  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  thefe 
fine  things He's  a  pure  man.  \_Afide» 

Coup.  Might  I  hope  to  obtain  the  leaft  fpark  of  your 
love ;  the  Icall  fpark,  Madam,  would  blow  up  a  flame 
in  me,  that  nothing  ever  could  quench.  O  hide  thofe 
lovely  eyes,  nor  dart  their  fiery  rays  upon  me,  left  I  am 
confumed. — Shall  I  hope  you  will  think  of  me  ? 

Lucy,  I  fhall  think  of  you  more  than  I  will  let  you 
know.  \^Jjjde. 

Cou.  Will  you  not  anfwer  me  ? 

Lucy,  La !  you  make  me  blufh  fo,  I  know  not  what 
to  fay. 

Coup.  Ay,  that  Is  from  not  having  learnt  to  dance  : 
a  dancing-mafter  would  have  cur'd  her  of  that.  Let  me 
teach  you  what  to  fay,  that  I  may  hope  you  will  conde- 
fcend  to  make  me  your  hufband. 

Lucy.  No,  I  won't  fay  that ;  but — 

AIR    VII.      TnxjeedSide, 

O  prefs  me  not.  Sir,  to  be  wife 
To  a  man  whom  I  never  can  hate  ; 

So  fweet  a  fine  gentleman's  life. 

Should  never  be  four'd  with  that  fatCo 

But  foon  as  I  married  have  been. 

Ungrateful  I  will  not  be  nam'd  ; 
Oh  ftay  but  a  fortnight,  and  then, 

And  then  you  fhall — Oh,   I'm  afhamM. 

Coupt  A  fortnight  !   bid  me  live  to  the  age  of — — of 
-Mr  What's-his-name  ?    the   oldeft   man  that  ever 


liv'd.  Live  a  fortnight  after  you  are  married  !  No, 
unlefs  you  refolve  to  have  me,  I  will  refolve  to  put  an 
end  to  myfelf. 

Lucy.  O  do  not  do  that ;  but  indeed  I  never  can  hate 
you  ;  and  the  apothecary  fays  no  woman  marries  any 
man  fhe  does  not  hate. 

Coup.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Such  mean  fellows  as  thofe  every 
fine  lady  muft  hate;  but  when  they  marry  fine  gentle- 
men, they  love  them  as  long  as  they  live. 

Lucy.  O,  but  I  would  not  have  you  think  I  love  you. 

I 
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I  affure  you  I  don't  love  you  :  I  have  been  told  I  muiT; 
not  tell  any  man  I  love  him.  I  don't  love  you,  indeed 
I  don't. 

Coup.  But  may  I  not  hope  you  will  .* 

Lucy.  Lard,  bir,  I  can't  help  what  you  hope ;  it  is 
equal  to  me  what  you  hope.  Mifs  Jenny  fays,  I  muft 
always  give  myfelf  airs  to  a  man  I  like.  \^Afide, 

Coup.  Hope,  Madam,  at  Icaft,  you  may  allow  me  : 
the  cruelleft  of  your  fex,  the  greatell  tyrants,  deny  not 
hope. 

Lucy,  No,  I  won't  give  you  the  lead  crumb  of  hope. 
— Hope  indeed  !  what  do  you  take  me  for  ?  I'll  affure 
you  !  No,  I  would  not  give  you  the  leaft  bit  of  hope, 
though  I  was  to  fee  you  die  before  my  face.  It  is  a 
pure  thing  to  give  one's  felf  airs.  \^AJide, 

Coup.  Since  nothing  but  my  death  will  content  you, 
you  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  even  at  that  price.  \_Pulls  out  his 
i///.] — Ha,  curfed  fate  !  I  have  no  other  inftrument  of 
death  about  me  than  a  fword,  which  won't  draw.  But 
I  have  thought  of  a  way  ;  within  the  orchard  there  is 
an  apple-tree;  there,  there,  Madam !  you  fhall  fee  me 
hanging  by  the  neck. 

There  fhall  you  fee  your  dancing- mafler  die  ; 
As  Bateman  hang'd  for  love— -e'en  fo  will  I. 

Lucy.  O  flay  I La,  Sir,  you're  fo  hafly Mufl 

I  tell  you  the  firfl  time  I  fee  you  ?  Mifs  Jenny  Flant-it 
has  been  courted  thefc  two  years  by  half  a  dozen  men, 
and  nobody  knows  which  fhe'U  have  yet ;  and  muft  not 
I  be  courted  at  all  ?  I  will  be  courted :  indeed  fo  I 
will. 

Coup'  And  fo  you  fhall  j  I  will  court  you  after  we 
are  married. 

Lucy,  But  will  you  indeed  ? 

Coup.  Yes,  indeed ;  but  if  I  fhould  not,  there  are 
others  enough  that  would. 

Lucy.  But  I  did  not  think  mamed  women  had  ever 
been  courted  thougb« 

Coup.  That's  all  owing  to  your  not  learning  to  dance. 
Why,  there  are  abundance  of  women  who  marry  for  no 
other  reafon,  as  there  are  feveral  men  who  never  court 
any  but  married  women. 

1  Lucy, 
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Lncy.  Well  then,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  3(y  n^arry 
you  ;  but  hold,  there  is  one  thing — but  that  docs  not 
much  fignify. 

Coup,  What  is  it,  my  dear  ? 

Lucy.  Only  I  promis'd  the  apothecary  juft  now ; 
that's  all. 

Coup,  Well,  Ihall  I  fly  then,  and  put  ev'ry  thing  ia 
readinefs  ? 

Lucy,  Ay,  do  ;  I'm  ready. 

Coup,  One  kifs  before  I  go,  my  deareft  angel ;  and 
now  one,  two,  three,  and  away.  \_Exit» 

Lucy.  Oh  dear  fweet  man  !  He's  as  handfome  as  an 
angel,  and  as  fine  as  a  lord.  lie  is  handfomcr  than  Mr 
Thomas,  and,  icod,  almoft  as  well  dreft.  1  fee  now 
why  my  father  wou'd  never  let  me  learn  to  dance  :  for, 
hy  goles  !  if  all  dancing  mailers  be  fuch  fine  men  as  this, 
I  wonder  every  woman  does  not  dance  away  with  one. 
O  la,  now  I  think  on't,  he  pull'd  out  his  fiddling-thing, 
and  I  did  not  aflc  him  to  play  a  tune  upon't — but  when 
we  are  married,  I'll  make  him  play  upon't :  icod,  ke 
{hall  teach  me  to  dance  too — he  iliall  play,  and  I'll 
dance  ;  that  will  be  pure.  O  la,  what's  here  ?  another 
beau ! 

Enter  Quaver. 
^av.  Madam,  your  fervant.      I  fuppofe  my  coufin 
Goodwill  has  told  you  of  the  happinefs  he  defigns  me. 

Lucy,  No,  Sir,  my  papa  has  not  told  me  any  thing 
about  you.     Who  are  you,  pray  ? 

^av.  I  have  the  honour  of  being  a  diilant  relation 
of  your's ;  and  I  hope  to  be  a  nearer  one.  My  name  is 
^iaver.  Madam  ;  I  have  the  honour  to  teach  fome  of 
the  firft  quality  to  fing. 

Lucy.  And  arc  you  come  to  teach  mc  to  fing  ? 
^lav,  I  hke  her  defire  to  learn  to  fing  ;  it  is  a  proof' 
of  an  excellent  underftanding  [^^Jide.'] — Yes,  Madam, 
I  will  be  proud  to  teach  you  any  thing  in  my  power ; 
and  do  believe  I  fhall  not  yield  to  any  one  in  the  fcience 
of  finging. 

Lucy.  Well,  and  I  fiiall  be  glad  to  learn  ;  for  I  have 
been  told  I  have  a  tolerable  voice,  only  I  don't  know 
the  notes. 

^av.  That,   Madam,   may   be   acquired ;    a  voice 
Vol.  IL  M  cannot. 
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cannot.  '  A  voice  muft  be  the  gift  of  nature  ;  and  it  is 
the  ^reatcft  gift  nature  can  belloi^.  All  other  peifec- 
tions,  v^ithout  a  voice,  are  nothii^  at  -all.  Mufic  is  al- 
lowed by  all  wife  men  to  be  the  nobieA:  of  the  fciences  : 
whoever  knows  mafic,  knows  every  thing. 

Lu:y.  Come  then,  begin  to  teach  mc,  for  I  long  to 
learn. 

^av.  Hereafter  I  (hall  have  time  enough.  But  at 
prefent  I  have  fomething  of  a  different  nature  to  faj  to 
you.* 

Lucy,  What  liave  you  to  lay  ? 

AIR  Vril.     Dimi  Care, 

^la'j.  Deareil  chancer. 

Will  you  then  bid  me  tell 
WTiat  you  difcem  fo  well, 
Br  my  expiring  fighs, 

My  doating  eyes. 

My  doating  eyes  ? 
Look  through  th'  inftrudive  grove. 
Each  object  prompts  to  love  : 
See  how  the  turtles  play. 
Each  objefl  prompts  to  love  ; 
All  nature  tells  you  what  Pd  fay. 

Lucy.  O  charming  !  delightful ! 

^uav.  May  I  hope  you*ll  grant — 

Lucy,  Another  fong,  and  I'll  do  any  thing. 

^av.         Deareil  creature. 

Pride  of  nature  I 

All  your  glances 

Give  me  trances. 

Deareil,  l^c, 

Lucy,  Oh,  I  melt,  I  faint,  I  fwoon,  I  die ! 

^uav.  May  I  hope  you'll  be  mine  ? 

Lucy.  Will  you  charm  me  fo  ever)'  day  ? 

^aav.  And  ev'ry  night  too,  my  angeL 
Enter  Coupee. 

Coup.  Heyday !  what  do  I  fee  ?  my  millrels  in  ano- 
ther man's  arms  ?  Sir,  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to 
teil  me  what  bufinefs  you  have  with  that  lady  ? 
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^uav<.  Pray,  Sir,  be  £0  good  as  to  tell  mc  vfaat  bo- 
£aefs  you  have  to  aiW 
6«i^.  Sir!  V, 

^MOV.    Sis  I      . 

6c;<^.  Sir,  thii  lady  is  my  miibefs. 
.^«<n-.  I  beg  to  be  e^cus'd  for  that.  Sir. 
Csttp.  Sir! 
Jgauv.  Sir ! 

A  I  R  IX.     Of  all  t^/fK-ky  bfc. 
Csnf*    £xcufe  me,  Sir  ;  zounds,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

I  hope  you  don't  give  me  the  lie. 
^uav»  Sir,  you  miilake  me  quite  and  dean  ; 

Indeed,  good  Sir,  not  I. 
Ccu^,    Zounds,  Sir,  if  you  had,  I'd  been  mad; 

But  I'm  very  giad  that  you  don't. 
^uav»  Do  you  challenge  me.  Sir  ? 
Csu^,    Not  I,  indeed.  Sir. 
^uav.       Indeed,  Sir,  I'm  very  gbd  on't. 

Lucy.  Pray,  gentlemen,  what's  the  matter :  I  he- 
feech  you,  fpeak  to  me,  one  of  you. 

Ccu^.  Have  I  not  reafon  ?  Did  I  not  £nd  you  in  his 
arms^ 

^auRT.  And  hiVPC  I  not  reafon  ?  Did  he  not  lay  you 
was  his  miftrrTs,  to  my  £ice  I 

A  I  R   X.     MOfy  M^. 

Lucy.  Did  mortal  e'er  fee  fiidi  two  fook  ? 

For  nothing  they're  going  to  fight ; 
1  begin  to  find  men  are  but  tools. 

And  both  with  a  whifper  I'll  bite. 
With  you  I  am  ready  to  go.  Sir, 

I'll  ^xt  t'other  fool  a  rebuff ;  {To  Comfce. 

Stay  you  but  a  fortnight  or  fo.  Sir, 

I  warrant  I'U  grant  you  enough.     [To  ^^awcw 

^Mov,  Damnation ! 
Co9i/>.  Hell  and  confufion  ! 

[^Tiey  dravfi  I*ucy  now  en/. 
Entrr  BMer. 
Biifi.  For  Heaven's  fake,  gentlemen,  what's  the  mat- 
ter ?     I  profei$  I  am  afraid  you  are  b«Ui  diforder'd. 
M  2  Pray, 
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Pray,  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  feel  your  pulfe  ;  I  wifh  you 

are  not  light-headed. 

Coup.   What  is  it  to  you,  Sir,  what  I  am  ? 

^av*  How  dare  you  interfere  between  gentlen\en. 
fnrah  ? 

Gcup.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  break  my  fword  about 
your  head,  you  dog  ! 

^av.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  run  you  through  the 
body,  you  rafcal  i 

Coup.  Do  you  know  who  we  are  ? 

^av.  Ay,  ay,  do  you  know  whom  you  have  to  do 
with  ? 

Bltft.  Dear  gentlemen;  pray,  gentlemen.— I  wifli 
I  had  nothing  to  do  with  you  ;   I  meant  no  harm. 

Coup.  So  much  the  worfe,  firrah ;  fo  much  the  worfe. 

^iav.  Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  anger  gentlemen  ? 
Enter  Goodwill. 

Good.  Heyday  !  What,  are  you  fencing  here,  gen- 
tlemen ? 

Blift.  Fencing,  quotha  !  they  have  almoft  fenced  me 
out  of  my  fcnfes,  1  am  fure. 

Coup.  I  fhall  take  another  time. 

^av.  And  fo  fhall  I. 

CoQci.  I  hope  th.ere  is  no  anger  between  you.  You 
are  nearer  relations  than  you  imagine  to  each  other. — 
Mr  Quaver,  you  was  fent  out  of  England  young  ;  and 
you,  Mr  Coupee,  have  liv'd  all  your  lifetime  in  Lon- 
don ;  but  I  affure  you,  you  are  coufm-germans ;  let  me 
introduce  you  to  each  other. 

Coup.  Dear  coufin  Quaver  ! 

^uav.  Dear  coufm  Coupee. 

BM.  It's  but  a  blow  and  a  kifs  with  thefe  fparks,  I 
find. 

Coup.  I  thought  there  was  fomething  about  him  I 
could  not  hurt. 

Good.  Here  is  another  relation  too,  whom  you  do  not 
know.  This  is  Mr  Bliller,  fon  to  your  uncle  Blifter 
the  apothecary. 

Coup    I  hope  you  will  excufe  our  ignorance. 

Biijft.  Yes,  coufin,  with  all  my  heart,  fince  there  is 
no  harm  come  on't ;  but  if  you  will  take  my  advice, 

you 
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you  fhall  both  immediately  lofe  fome  blood,  and  I  will 
order  each  of  you  a  gentle  purge. 

*  Enter  Wormwood. 

*  Worm.  Your  fervant,    coulin  Goodwill.     How  do 

*  you  do,  Mafler  Coupee  ?     How  do   you  do,  Mailer 

*  Bhfter  ?     The  roads  are  very  dirty  ;  but  I  obey  your 

*  fummons,  you  fee. 

*  Good.  Mr  Quaver,  this  is  your  coufin  WormwQpd 

*  the  attorney. 

*  Worm,  I  am  verjr  glad  to  fee  you,  Sir.      I  fuppofe, 

*  by  fo  many  of  our  relations  being  affembled,  this  is  a 
'  family  law-fuit  I  come  upon.  I  fhall  be  glad  to  have 
'  my  inllrudlions  as  foon  as  pofiible,  for  I  mull  carry 

*  away  fome  of  your  neighbour's  goods  with  executions 

*  by  and  by. 

*  Good.   I  fent  for  you  on  the  account  of  no  law-fuit 

*  this  time.     In  fliort,  I  have  rcfolved  to  difpofe  of  my 

*  daughter  to   one   of  my  relations  :    if  you  like  her, 

*  Coufin  Wormwood,  with  L.  10,000,  and  you  fhould 

*  happen  to  be  her  choice — 

*  BliJ},  That's  impoflible ;  for  (lie  l^s  promised  me 
'  already. 

*  Coup.  And  me. 

*  ^av.  And  me. 

*  Worm.  How !  has  fhe  promis'd  tliree  of  you  ? r 

'  Why  then,  the  two  that  mifs  her,  will  have  very  good 
'  a<Elions  againil  him  that  has  her. 

*  Good.  Her  own  choice  miill  determine  ;  and  if  that 

*  fall  on  you,  Mr  Bliiler,  I  muft  infift  on  your  leaving 
'  off'  your  trade,  and  living  here  with  me. 

*  Bliji.  No^  Sir,  I  cannot  confent  to  leave  off  my 
'  trade. 

*  Good,  Pray,  gentlemen,  is  not  the  requeft  rcafon- 
'  able  ? 

*  All.  Oh,  certainly,  certainly. 

*  Coup,  Ten  thoufand  pounds  to  an  apothecary,  in- 
'  deed! 

*•  ^av.  Not  leave  off  his  trade  ! 

*  Coup.  If  I  had  been   an  apothecary,    I  believe  I 
'  fhould  not  have  made  many  words. 

*  Good.  I  dare  fwcar  you  will  not,    coufin,    if  flie 
'  fliould  make  choice  of  you. 

M  5  •  Coup> 


ijS      THE  VIRGIN  UNMASK'D. 

*  Coup,  There  is  feme  difference  though  between  us  i 
«  mine  is  a  genteel  profeffion,  and  I  ftiall  not  leave  it 

*  off  on  any  account. 

*  Good,  I'll  be  judg'd  by  Mr  Qiiaver  here,  who  has 

*  been  abroad  and  fecn  the  world. 

<  ^av.  Very  reafonable,  very  reafonable — This  man, 
<  I  fee,  has  excellent  fenfe,  and  can  diflinguifh  between  * 

*  arts  and  fciences. 

*  Good.  I  am  confident  it  would  not  be  eafy  to  pre- 
«  vail  on  you  to  continue  the  ridiculous  art  of  teaching 

*  people  to  fmg. 

*  ^av.  Ridiculous  art  of  teaching  to  ^mg  !     Do  you 

*  call  mufic  an  art,  which  is  the  nobleft  of  all  fciences  ? ' 
«  X  thought  you  a  man  of  fenfe,  but  I  find 

*  Coup.  And  I  find  too. 

<  Bliji.  And  fo  do  1. 

*  Worm.  Well,  it  is  furprifing  that  men   fhould  be 

*  fuch  fools,  that  they  fhould  Iiefitate  at  leaving  off  their 

*  profeffions  for  L.  1 0,000. 

*  Good.  Coufin  Wormwood,  you  will  leave  off  your 

*  praftice,   I  am  fure. 

*  Wonn.   Indeed,  Sir,  but  I  will  not.     I  hope  yoa 

*  don't  put  me  upon  a  footing  with  fiddlers  and  dan- 

*  cing-mafters.     No  man  need  be  afham'd  of  maiTying 

*  his  daughter  to  a  praftitioner  of  the  law.      What 

*  would   you  do  without  lawyers?     Who'd  know  his 

*  own  property  ? 

*  Blijl.  Or  without  phyficians,  who'd  know  when  he 

*  was  well  ? 

*  Coup.  If  it  was  not  for  dancing-malters,  men  might 

*  as  well  walk  upon  their  heads  as  their  heels. 

*  ^av.  And  if  it  was  not  for  finging-maflers,  they 

*  might  as  well  have  been  all  born  dumb/ 

Good.  Ha!  confufion  !  what  do  I  fee  I  my  daughter 
in  the  hands  of  that  fellow  ! 

Enter  Lucy  and  Mr  Thomas. 

Lucy.  Pray,  papa,  give  me  your  bleffing  :  I  hope 
Tou  won't  be  angry  with  me,  but  I  am  married  to  Mr 
Thomas. 

Good.  Oh  Lucy,  Lucy  !  Is  this  the  return  you  make 
to  my  fatherly  fondnefs  ? 

LuiPy^  Pear  papa,  forglre  me ;    I  won't  do  fo  any 

more*. 
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xnore.— Indeed  I  ftioiild  have  been  perjured,  if  I  had 
not  had  him. — And  I  had  not  had  him  neither,  but  that 
he  met  me  when  I  was  frighten'd  and  did  not  know 
what  I  did. 

Good,  To  marry  a  footman  ! 

T/?o.  Why,  look  ye,  Sir  ;  I  am  a  footman,  'tis  tnie, 
but  I  have  good  acquaintance  in  life.  I  have  kept  very 
good  company  at  the  hazard-table  ;  and  when  I  have 
other  cloaths  on,  and  money  in  my  pocket,  they  will  be 
very  glad  to  fee  me  again. 

*  JVorm.  Hark  ye,  Mr  Goodwill ;  your  daughter  is 

*  an  heirefs.  I'll  put  you  in  a  way  to  proftcute  this 
<  fellow.' 

Biifl,  Did  not  you  promife  me.  Madam  ? 
Coup,  Ay,  did  not  you  promife  me,  Madam  ? 
^iav.  And  me  too  ? 

Lucy.  You  have  none  of  you  any  reafon  to  complain  j 
if  I  did  promife  you  all,  I  promised  him  firll. 

*  Worm,  Look   ye,  gentlemen,    if  any   of  you  will 

*  employ  me,  I'll  undertake   we   fhall  recover  part  of 

*  her  fortune.' 

^aV'  If  you  had  given  your  daughter  a  good  edu- 
cation, and  let  her  learnt  mufic,  it  would  have  put  fofter 
things  into  her  head. 

Bliji.  This  comes  of  your  contempt  of  phyfic.  If 
fhe  had  been  kept  in  a  diet,  with  a  little  gentle  bleed- 
ing, and  purging,  and  vomiting,  and  bliilering,  this 
had  never  happen'd. 

*  Worm.  You  {hould  have  fent  her  to  town  a  term  or 

*  two,  and  taken  lodgings  for  her  near  the  temple,  that 

*  fhe  might  have  converfed  with  the  young  gentlemen  of 

*  the  law,  and  feen  the  world. 

<  A  I  R   XI.     Bujh  of  Boon. 

*  Lucy,  Oh,  dear  papa,  don't  look  fo  grum  : 

*  Forgive  me,  and  be  good: 

•  For  tho'  he's  not  fo  great  as  fome, 

«  He  fllll  is  flefli  and  blood. 

•  What  though  he's  not  fo  fine  as  beaus, 

*  In  gold  and  filver  gay ; 

•  Yet  he,  perhaps,  without  their  cloaths, 

*  May  have  more  charms  than  they.' 

7U 
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Tho^  Your  daughter  has  married  a  man  of  feme  learn- 
ing, and  one  who  has  feen  a  little  of  the  world,  and 
who  by  his  love  to  her,  and  obedience  to  you,  will  try 
to  deferve  your  favour.     *  As  for  my  having  worn  a  li- 

*  very,  let  not  that  grieve  you ;  as  I  have  liv'd  in  a 

*  great  family,   I  have  feen,  that  no  one  is  refpe6ted  for 

*  what  he  is,  but  for  what  he  has :  the  world  pays  no 

*  regard  at  prefent  to  any  thing  but  money  ;  and  if  my 

*  own  induftry  fhould  add  to  your  fortune,  fo  as  to  in- 
**  title  any  of  my  poflerity  to  grandeur,  it   will  be  no 

*  reafon  againft  making  my  fon  or  grandfon  a  lord,  that 

*  his  father  or  grandfather  was  a  footman. 

Good.  Ha  !  thou  talk'll  like  a  pretty  fenfiblc  fellow ; 
and  I  don't  know  whether  my  daughter  has  not  made  a 
better  choice  than  (he  could  have  done  among  her  booby 
relations.  I  fhall  fufpend  my  judgment  at  prefent,  and 
pafs  it  hereafter  according  to  your  behaviour. 

Tho.   I  will  try  to  deferve  it  fhould  be  in  my  favour. 

*  Worjfi.   1  hope,  coufm,  you  don't  expeft   I  (liould 

*  lofe  my  time.     I  expc6l  fix  and  eight-pence  for  my 

*  journey. 

*  Good,  Thy  profeffion,   I  fee,  has  made  a  knave  of 

*  whom  nature  meant  a  fool.      Well,  I  am  now  con- 

*  vinc'd,  'tis  lefs  difficult  to  raife  a  fortune,  than  to  had 

*  one  worthy  to  inherit  it. 

A  I  R    XII.     rhe  Torhjhire  Ballad, 

Blijier. 
Had  your  daughter  been  phyfic'd  well.  Sir,  as  fbe  ought^ 
\yith  bleeding,  and  blill'ring,  and  vomit,  and  draught, 
This  footman  had  never  been  once  in  her  thought, 

With  his  down,  down,  &c. 
Coupee. 
Had  pretty  Mifs  been  at  a  dancing-fchool  bred. 
Had  her  feet  but  been  taught  the  right  manner  to  tread. 
Gad's  curfc,  'twould  have  put  better  things  in  her  head, 

Than  his  down,  down,  &c. 
^laver. 
Had  fhe  learnt,  like  fine  ladies,  inftead  of  her  prayers, 
To  languifh  and  die  at  Italian  foft  airs, 
A  footman  had  never  thus  tickled  her  cars. 

With  his  down,  down;  &c. 
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Lucy, 
You  may  phyfic,  and  mufic,  ami  dancing  enhance, 
In  one  I  have  got  them  all  three  by  good  chance  ; 
My  do6lor  he'll  be,  and  he'll  teach  me  to  dance, 
With  his  down,  down,  &c. 

And  though  foft  Italians  the  ladies  controul. 
He  fwears  he  can  charm  a  fine  lady,  by  Gole  ! 
More  than  an  Italian  can  do  for  his  foul, 
With  a  down,  down,  &c. 

My  fate,  then,  fpeftators,  hangs  on  your  decree  ; 
I  have  brought  kind  papa  here  at  laft  to  agree  } 
If  you'll  pardon  the  poet,  he  will  purdon  me, 
With  my  down,  down,  &c. 

Let  not  a  poor  farce,  then,  nice  critics  purfue ; 
But  like  honeft-hearted  good-naturM  men  do; 
And  clap  to  pleafe  us,  who  have  fwcat  to  pleafe  you, 
With  our  down,  down,  &c.  ^ 

Chorus, 
Let  not  a  poor  farce  then,  &c. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WHAT  various  revolutions  in  our  art, 
Since  Thefpis  fir  ft  fung  ballads  in  a  cart ! 
By  nature  fram'd  the  witty  war  to  wage, 
And  lay  the  deep  foundations  of  the  ftage, 
From  his  own  foil  that  bard  his  pidtures  drew  : 
The  gaping  crowd  the  mimic  features  knew, 
And  the  broad  jeft  with  fire  eltdlric  flew. 
Succeeding  times,  more  polifh'd  and  refin'd, 
To  rigid  rules  the  comic  mufe  corifin'd. 
Robb'd  of  the  nat'ral  freedom  of  her  fong, 
In  artful  meafures  now  (lie  floats  along. 
No  fprightly  fallies  roufe  the  flumb'ring  pit : 
Thalia,  grown  mere  architeft  in  wit, 
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To  <!oor5  and  bdders  has  confin'd  hercarcs. 

Convenient  clofers,  and  a  Tniig  back-ftairs; 

'Twixt  her  and  Satire  has  dillblv'd  the  league. 

And  jilted  Humour  to  enjoy  intrigue. 

To  gain  the  fuff'tage  of  this  polith'd  agr, 

We  bring  to  night  a  flranger  on  the  flage  ! 

His  fire  De  Vega;  weconfefs  this  tfuih. 

Left  you  miftake  him  for  a  Britifli  youth. 

Severe  the  cenfure  on  my  feeble  pen, 

NegleOing  manners,  that  (he  copies  men. 

Thus,  if  I  hum  or  ha,  or  name  report, 

'Tis  Scijeant  Splitcaufe  from  the  Iims  of  Court ; 

If,  at  the  age  that  ladies  ceafc  to  dance, 

To  romp  at  Ranclagh,  nr  read  romance, 

I  draw  a  dowager  inclin'd  to  man. 

Or  paint  her  rage  for  diina  or  japan, 

The  true  original  is  quickly  known, 

And  Lady  Squab  proclaim'd  throughout  the  town. 

But  in  the  following  group  let  no  man  dare 

To  claim  a  limb,  nay,  not  a  fingle  hair  : 

What  gallant  Briton  can  be  fuch  a  fot 

To  own  the  child  a  Spaniard  has  begot  ? 


A    C    T      I. 

Scene,  A  Lodging, 
Young  Wilding  <?/;^Papillion  difcovered. 

Young  Wilding. 
ND  I  am  now,-  Papillion,  perfedly  equipped 


A 


Pap.  Perfonne  mkux.     Nobody  better. 

r.  Wild.  My  figure  ? 

Pap.  Fait  a  pcifidre. 

r.  Wild.  My  air  > 

Pap.  Libre. 

r.  Wild.  My  addrefs  ? 

Pap.   Parifiene. 

T.  Wild.  My  hat  fits  eafily  under  my  arm  ;  not  lik<: 
the  draggled  tall  of  my  tatter'd  academical  habit. 

Pap.  Ah,  blen  autre  chofe. 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  then,  adieu  Alma  Mater,  and  bien 
venue  la  ville  de  Londre  ;  farewell  to  the  fchools,  and 
;ivelcome  the  theatres ;  prefid^nts,  pro6lors,  fliort  com- 
mons 
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mons  with  long  graces,  muft  now  give  place  to  plays, 
bagnios,  long  tavern-bills  with  no  graces  at  all. 
Pap.   Ah,  bravo,  bravo  ! 

T,  Wild.  Well,  but  my  dear  Papillion,  you  muft  give 
me  the  chart  du  paye.  This  town  is  a  new  world  to  mc ; 
my  provident  papa,  you  know,  would  never  fufFcr  me 
near  the  fmoke  of  London  ;  and  what  can  be  his  motive 
for  permitting  me  now,  I  can*t  readily  conceive. 
Pap.  Ni  moi. 

T.  Wild.  I  Ihall,  however,  take  the  liberty  to  conceal 
my  arrival  from  him  for  a  few  days. 
Pap.  Vous  avez  raifon. 

T.  Wild.  Well,  my  Mentor,  and  how  am  I  to  ma- 
nage ?     DireA   my  road :  where   muft  I  begin  \     But 
the  debate  is,  I  fuppofe,  of  confequence  ? 
Pap.  Vraiment. 

T.  Wild.  How  long  have  you  left  Paris,  Papillion  ? 
^Pap.  Twelve,  dirteen  year. 

T,  Wild.  I  can't  compliment  you  upon  your  progrefs 
in  Englifh. 

Pap.  The  accent  is  difficult. 
T,  Wild.  But  here  you  are  at  home.' 
Pup.  Ceftvrai. 

Y.  Wild.  No  ftranger  to  fafhionable  places. 
Pap.  O  faite ! 

T.  Wild.  Acquainted  with  the  faftiionable  figures  of 
both  fexes. 

Pap,  Sans  doute. 

T.  Wild.  Well  then,  open  your  kaure  :  And,  d'ye 
hear,  Papillion,  as  you  have  the  honour  to  be  promoted 
from  the  mortifying  condition  of  an  humble  valet,  to 
the  important  charge  of  a  private  tutor,  let  us  difcard 
all  diftance  between  us.  See  me  ready  to  flake  my  thirft 
)at  your  fountain  of  knowledge,  my  Magnus  Apollo. 

Pap.  Here  then  I  difclofe  my  Helicon  to  my  poetical 
pupil. 

r.  Wild.  Hey,  Papillion  ? 

Pap.   Sir? 

T.  Wild.  What  Is  this  ?  why,  you  fpeak  Englifh  ! 

Pap.  Without  doubt. 

r.  Wild.  But  like  a  native. 

Pap.  To  be  fure. 

2  r.  Wild. 
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T.  Wild.  And  what  am  I  to  conclude  from  all  this  ? 

*  Pap.  Logically  thus,  Sir :  Whoever  fpeaks  pure 
Englifli  is  an  Englifhman.  I  fpeak  pure  Englifh ; 
ergo,  I  am  an  Englifhman.  There's  a  categorical 
fyllogifm  for  you,  major,  minor,  and  confequence. 
What !  do  you  think,  Sir,  that  whilft  you  was  bufy  at 
Oxford,   I  was  idle  ?  No,  no,  no. 

*  T.  Wild.  Well,  Sir,  but  notwithftanding  your  pka- 
fantry,  I  mull  have  this  matter  explained. 

*  Pap,  So  you  fhall,  my  good  Sir ;  but  don't  be  in 
fuch  a  hurry.  You  can't  fuppofe  I  would  give  you 
the  key,  unlefs  I  meant  you  Ihould  open  the  door. 

«  T.  Wild.  Why  then,  prithee,  unlock  it. 

*  Pap.  Immediately.  But  by  way  of  entering  upon 
my  poft  as  preceptor,  fuffer  me  firft  to  give  you  a 
hint.  You  muft  not  expeft.  Sir,  to  find  here,  as  at 
Oxford,  men  appearing  in  their  real  chara6lers:  every 
body  there.  Sir,  knows  that  Dr  MufTy  is  a  fellow  of 
Maudlin,  and  Tom  Trifle  a  ftudent  of  Chrift-Church; 
but  this  town  is  one  great  comedy,  in  which  not  only 
the  principles,  but  frequently  the  perfons,  are  feigned. 

*  T.  Wild.  A  ufeful  obfervation. 

*  Pap.  Why  now.  Sir,  at  the  firft  coffeehoufe  I  fliall 
enter  you,  you  will  perhaps  meet  a  man,  from  whofe 
decent  fable  drcfs,  placid  countenance,  infinuating  be- 
haviour, fliort  fword,  with  the  waiter's  civil  addition 
oi  A  dijh  of  coffee  for  Dr  Julapy  you  w^ould  fuppofe 
him  to  be  a  phyficlan. 

«  r.  Wild.  Well  ? 

*  Pap.  Does  not  know  diafcordium  from  diaculum*' 
An  abfolute  French  fpy,  concealed  under  the  flielter 
of  a  huge  medicinal  perriwig. 

*  r.  Wild.   Indeed  ! 

*  Pap.  A  martial  figure,  too,  it  is  odds  but  you  will 
■  encounter ;  from  vvliofe  fears,  title,  drefs,  and  addrefs, 

•  you  would  fuppofe  to  have  had  a  (hare  in  every  aft  ion 

•  fince  the  peace  of  the  Pyrenees  ;  runner  to  a  gaming- 
^  table,  and  bully   to  a  bawdy  houfe.     Battles,  to  be 

•  fure,  he  has  been  in — with  the  watch  ;  and  frequently 
'  a  prifoner  too  in  the  round-houfe. 

*  r.  Wild.  Amazing  ! 

<  Pap.   Ih  fliort,  Sir,  you  will  meet  Vvlth  lawyers  who 
Vol.  II.  N  « pradife 
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<  praftife   frauggling,    and    merchants  who  trade  upon 

*  Hounflow -heath ;  reverend  atheifts,  right  honourable 

*  flmrpers,  and  Fienchmen  fr^m  tlie  county  of  York. 

*  r.  Wild.   In  the  lall  lift,  I  prcfurae,  you  roll. 

*  Pap,  Juft  dy  Htuation. 

«  T.  Wild.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  may  be  your  motive 

*  for  this  whimfical  transformation  ? 

<  Pup.  A  very  harmlefs  one,  1  projnife  you.     I  would 

*  only  avail  myfelf  at  the  expencc  of  folly  and  preju- 

*  dice. 

*  r,  mid.  As  haw  ?' 

Pap.  Why,  Sir Bat,  to  be  better  underftood,  I 

believe  it  will  be  ncceflary  to  give  you  a  fhort  ikctch  of 
the  principal  incidents  of  my  life. 

r.  Wild.  Prithee  do. 

Pap.  Why  then,  you  are  to  know.  Sir,  that  my  for- 
mer fituation  has  been  rather  above  my  prefent  condi- 
tion, having  once  fuftained  the  dignity  of  fub-prcceptor 
to  one  of  thofe  cheap  rural  academies  with  which  our 
county  of  York  is  fo  plentifully  Hocked. 

T.  Wild.  But  to  the  point :  Why  this  difguife  ?  why 
renounce  your  country  ? 

Pap.  There,   Sir,  you  make  a  little  miftake  i  it  was 
my  country  that  renounced  me. 
■     r.  Wild.  EKplain. 

Pap.  In  an  inftaut :  upon  quitting  the  fchool,  and 
firft  coming  to  town^  I  got  recommended  to  the  compi- 
ler of  the  Monthly  Reviev/. 

T.  Wild.   What,  an  author  too  ? 

Pap^  Oh,  a  voluminous  one.  The  whole  region  of 
the  belles  lettres  fell  under  my  infpeftion  ;  phyfic,  divi- 
nity, and  the  mathematics,  my  millrefs  managed  her- 
felf.  There,  Sir,  like  another  Ariilarcii,  I  dealt  out 
fame  and  damnation  at  pleafiire.  In  obedience  to  the 
caprice  and  commands  of  my  mailer,  I  have  condemned 
books  I  never  read;  and  applauded  the  lidelity  of  a  tranf- 
lation,  without  underllanding  one  fyllable  of  the  origi- 
nal. 

'  T,  Wild.  Ah  !  why,  I  thought  acutenefs  of  difcern- 
ment,  and  depth  of  knowledge,  were  neceffary  to  ac- 
complish a  critic. 

Pap.  Yes,  Sir  j  but  not  a  monthly  one.     Our  me- 
thod 
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ihod  was  very  concife.  We  copy  the  title-page  of  a 
new  book  ;  we  never  go  any  further  :  if  we  are  ordered 
to  praife  it,  we  have  at  hand  about  ten  words,  which, 
fcatter'd  through  as  many  periods,  cfFe6iually  does  the 
bufinefs ;  as,  *'  laudable  design,  happy  arrangement, 
**  fpirited  language,  nervous  fentiment,  elevation  of 
"  thought,  conclufive  argument :"  If  we  are  to  decry, 
then  we  have,  "  unconnected,  flat,  falfe,  illiberal,  ftric- 
**  ture,  reprchenfible,  unnatural :"  And  thus,  Sir,,  we 
pepper  the  author,  and  foon  rid  our  hands  of  his  work. 

r.  JVild.  A  fhort  recipe. 

Pap.  And  yet,  Sir,  you  have  all  the  materials  that 
are  necelfary :  Thefe  are  the  arms  with  which  we  en- 
g?Lge  authors  of  every  kind.  To  us  all  fubjeds  are  equal ; 
plays  or  fermons,  poetry  or  politics,  mufic  or  midwife- 
ry, it  is  the  fame  thing. 

T»  JVild.  How  came  you  to  refign  this  eafy  employ- 
ment ? 

Pap.  It  would  not  anfwer.  Notwithftanding  what 
we  fay,  peopk  will  judge  for  themfelves ;  our  work 
hung  upon  hand,  and  all  I  could  get  from  the  publifher 
was  four  {hillings  a-week,  and  my  fmall  beer.  Poor 
pittance ! 

r.  mid.  Poor,  indeed. 

Pap.  Oh,  half-ilarv'd  me. 

T.  Wild.  What  was  your  next  change  ? 

Hap.    I  was  mightily  puzzled  to  choofe.   *  Some  would 

*  have  had  me  turn  player,  and  others  methodift  preach - 

*  er ;  but  as  I  had  no  money  to  build  me  a  tabernacle,  I 

*  did  not  think  it  could  anfwer  :   and  as  to  player, 

*  whatever  might  happen  to  me,   I  was  determined  not 

*  to  bring  a  difgrace  upon  my  family  ;  and  fo  I  refolved 

*  to  turn  footman. 

«  r.  P/lld.   Wifely  refolv'd. 

*  Hap.  Yes,  Sir,  but  not  fo  eafily  executed. 

*  r.  Wild.  No ! 

*  Pap.   Oh  no.   Sir.     Many  a  weary  ftep  have  I  ta- 

*  ken  after  a  place.      Here  I  was  too  old,  there  I  was 

*  too  young ;  here  the  laft  livery  was  too  big,  there  it 

*  was  too  little  ;  here  I  was  aukward,  there  I  was  know- 

*  ing  :   Madam  difliked  me  at  this  houfe,  her  ladyfl■lip^s 

*  woman  at  the  next :  fo  that  1  was  as  much  puzzled 

N  2  «  to 
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<  to  find  out  a  place,  as  the  great  Cynic  philofopher  to 
'  difcover  a  man.  In  fhort,  I  was  quite  in  a  ftate  of 
*  defpair,'  when  chance  threw  an  old  friend  in  my  way 
that  quite  retrieved  my  affairs. 

T.  PVild.   Pray,  who  might  he  be  ? 

Pap,  A  little  bit  of  a  Swifs  genius,  who  had  been 
French  ufher  with  me  at  the  fame  fchool  in  the  country. 
1  opened  my  melancholy  ftoryto  him  over  three  penny- 
worth of  beef-a-la-mode,  in  a  cellar  in  St  Ann's.  My 
little  foreign  friend  purs'd  up  his  lanthorn  jaws,  and 
with  a  (lirug  of  contempt,  "  Ah,  maitre  Jean,  vous 
n'avez  pas  la  politique  ;  you  have  no  fineffe  :  to  trive 
here,  you  mufl  ifudy  the  folly  of  your  own  country." 
**  How,  Monfieur  !"  *'  Taifez  vous  :  keep  a  your 
tongue.  Autrefois  I  teach  you  fpeak  French,  now  I 
teach-a  you  to  forget  Englifh.  Go  vid  me  to  my 
lodgement,  I  vil  give  you  proper  drefs,  den  go  prefent 
yourfelf  to  de  fame  hotels,  de  very  fame  houfe  ;  you 
will  iind  all  de  doors  dat  was  (hut  in  your  face  as  foot- 
man Anglois,  will  fly  open  demfelves  to  a  French  valet 
de  chambre.*' 

r,  mU.  Well,  PapiUion? 

Pap.  Gad,  Sir,  I'  thouglit  it  was  but  an  honefl  ar- 
tiiice,  fo  I  determin'd  to  follow  my  friend's  advice. 

r.  Wild.  Did  it  iuccced  ? 

Pap,  Better  than  expeftation.  My  tawny  face,  long 
queu,  and  broken  Englifh,  was  a  paffe-partout.  Be- 
lides,  when  I  am  out  of  place,  this  difguife  procures 
me  many  refources. 

r.  Wild.  As  how  > 

Pap.  Why,  at  a  pinch.  Sir,  I  am  either  a  teacher 
of  tongues,  a  frifeur,  a  dentift,  or  a  dancing-mailer : 
thefc.  Sir,  are  hereditary  profelTions  to  Frenchmen. 
But  now.  Sir,  to  the  point :  As  you  were  pleafed  to  be 
fo  candid  with  me,  I  was  determined  to  have  no  referve 
with  you.  You  have  lludicd  books,  I  have  lludied  men ; 
^.  you  want  advice,  and  I  have  fome  at  your  fer^^ice. 

r.  Wild.  Well,   ril  be  your  cullomer. 

Pap.  But  guard  my  fecrct.  If  I  fhould  be  fo  unfor- 
tunate as  to  lofe  your  place,  don't  fluit  mc  out  from  every 
o:her. 

T,  Wild.  You  may  rely  upon  me. 

'  -         Pap. 
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Pap,  In  a  few  years  I  fhall  be  in  a  condition  ta  re- 
tire from  buiinefs ;  but  whether  I  fliall  fettle  at  my  fa- 
mily-feat, or  pafs  over  to  the  continent,  is  as  yet  unde- 
termined. Perhaps,  m  gratitude  to  the  countryy  I  may 
purchafe  a  marquifate  near  Paris,  and  fpend  the  money 
I  have  got  by  their  means  generoiiHy  amongil  them. 

Y.  Wild.  A  grateful  iatcntion.  But  let  us  fally. 
Where  do  we  open  I 

Pap.  Let  ua  fee — -onie  o'clock — 'it  is  a  fine  day :  the 
Mall  will  be  crowded. 

Y.  Wild.  Alons. 

Pap.  But  don't  Hare,  Sir:  furvey  every  thing  withi. 
an  air  of  habit  and.  fndiierence. 

r.  WiUL  Never- fear. 

Pap.  But  I  would^  Sir,  crave  a  moment's  audience,, 
upon  a  fubjett  that  may  prove  very  material  to  yoik 

Y.  Wild.  Proceed. 

Pap.  You  wili  pai-don;  my  prefumption;  but  you  have, 
my  good  ma-iier,  one  little  foible  that  I  could  wifh'  you 
to  correft. 

Y.  Wild.  What  is  it  ? 

Pap.  And  yet  it  is  a  pity  too,  you  ^o  it  fo  very 
well. 

r.  Wild.  Prithee  be  plain. 

Pap.  You  have,  Sir,  a  lively  imagination,  with  a 
mod  happy  turn  for  invention. 

Y.  Wild.  Well. 

Pap.  But  now  and  then  in  your  narratives  you  are 
hurry'd,  by  a  flow  of  fpirits,  to  border  upon  the  impro- 
bable, a  little  given,  to  the  marvellous. 

Y.  Wild.  I  undcrlland  you  :  what,  I  am  fomewhat 
fubjedl  to  lying  ? 

Pap.  Oh,  pardon  me.  Sir;  I  don't  fay  that ;  no, 
no  :  only  a  little  apt  to  embellifh  ;  that's  all.  To  be 
fare  it  is  a  iiTie  gift,  that  there  is  no  difputing  :  but 
men  in  general  are  fo  ftupid,  fo  rigoroufly  attach'd  to 
matter  of  fail — And  yet  this  talent  of  your's  is  the  very 
foul  and  fpirit  of  poetry  ;  and  why  it  fnould  not  be  the 
fame  in  profe,   I  can't  for  my  life  determine. 

Y.  Wild.  You  would  advife  me,  then,  not  to  be  quite 
fo  poetical  in  my  profe  ? 

pap.  Why,  6ir,  if  you  would  defcend  a  little  to  the 

N    3  LUO.- 
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grovelling  comprehenfion  of  the  million,  I  think  It 
would  be  as  well. 

r.  Wild,  V\\  think  of  it. 

Fap.  Befides,  Sir,  in  this  town,  people  are  more 
fmoky  and  fufpicious.  Oxford,  you  know,  is  the  feat 
of  the  mufes ;  and  a  man  is  naturally  permitted  more 
ornament  and  garniture  to  his  converfatlon,  than  they 
will  allow  in  this  latitude. 

T.  Wild.  I  believe  you  are  right.  But  we  (hall  be 
late.  D^e  hear  me,  Papillion  :  if  at  any  time  you  find 
me  growing  too  poetical,  give  me  a  hint ;  your  advice 
ilian't  be  thrown  away.  \_Exit. 

Pap.  I  wifh  it  mayn't ;  but  the  difeafe  Is  too  rooted 
to  be  quickly  removed.  Lord,  how  I  have  fweat  for 
him  !  yet  he  is  as  unembarraffed,  eafy,  and  fluent,  all  the 
time,  as  If  he  really  believed  what  he  faid.  Well,  to 
be  fure,  he  is  a  great  mailer  ;  it  is  a  thoufand  pities  his 
genius  could  not  be  converted  to  fome  public  fervice.  I 
think  the  government  fhould  employ  him  to  anfwer  the 
Bruflels  Gazette.  V\\  be  hang'd  If  he  Is  not  too  many 
for  Monfieur  Maubert,  at  his  own  weapons.  \_Exit. 

Scene,   The  Park. 
Enter  Mifs  Grantam  and  Mifs  Gk)dfrey,  and  Servant,. 

M,  Gr,  John,  let  the  chariot  go  round  to  Spring- 
gardens,  for  your  mlilrefs  and  I  ihall  call  at  Lady  Bab's, 
Mifs  Arabella  Allnlght's,  the  Countefsof  Crumple's,  and 
the  tall  man's,  this  morning.  My  dear  Mifs  Godfrey, 
what  trouble  I  have  had  to  get  you  out !  Why,  child; 
you  are  as  tedious  as  a  long  mourning.  Do  you  knovj! 
now,  that  of  all  places  of  public  rendezvous  I  honour 
the  Park  ?  forty  thoufand  million  of  times  preferable  to 
the  play-houfe  !      Don't  you  think  fo,  my  dear  ?- 

M.  God.  They  are  both  well  in  their  way. 

M.  Gr,  Way  !  why,  the  purpofe  of  both  is  the  fame; 
to  meet  company,  i'n't  it  ?  What,  d'ye  think  I  go  there 
{&v  the  plays,  or  come  here  for  the  trees  ?  ha,  ha  !  well, 
that  is  well  enough.  But,  O  Gemini !  I  beg  a  million 
of  pardons  :  You  are  a  prude,  and  have  no  relifh  for  the 
little  innocent  liberties  with  which  a  fine  woman  may 
indulge  herfelf  in  public. 

jyi.  God.  Liberties  in  public ! 
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M.  Gr.  Yes,  child ;  fuch  as  encoring  a  fong  at  an 
opera,  interrupting  a  play  in  a  critical  fcene  of  diftrefs, 
hallooing  to  a  pretty  fellow  erofs  the  Mall  as  loud  as  if 
you  were  calling  a  coach.  Why,  do  you  know  now, 
ray  dear,  that  by  a  lucky  llroke  in  drefs,  and  a  few  high 
airs  of  my  own  making,  I  have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  be  gazed  at  and  followed  by  as  great  a  crowd,  on  a 
Sunday,  as  if  I  was  the  Tripoly  ambaffador  ? 

M.  God.  The  good  fortune,  Ma'am  !  Surely  the  wirtt 
of  every  decent  woman  is  to  be  unnotic'd  in  public. 

M.  Gr.  Decent !  oh,  my  dear  queer  creature,  what  a 
phrafe  have  you  found  out  for  a  woman  of  fafhion  !  De- 
cency is,  child,  a'  mere  bourgeois,  plebeian  quality,  and 
fit  only  for  thofe  who  pay  court  to  the  world,  and  not 
for  us  to  whom  the  world  pays  court.  Upon  my  word, 
you  mull  enlarge  your  ideas :  You  are  a  fine  girl,  and 
we  muft  not  have  you  loft  j  I'll  undertake  you  myfelf. 
But,  as  I  was  fayijig — Pray,  my  dear,  what  was  I  fay- 
ing ? 

M,  God.  I  profcfs  I  don't  recolleift. 

M.  Gr.  Hey! — Oh,  ah  !  the  Park.  One  great rea« 
fon  for  my  loving  the  Park  is,  that  one  has  fo  many, 
opportunities  of  creating  connexions. 

M.  God.  Ma'am  ! 

M.  Gr.  Nay,  don't  look  grave.  Why,  do  you  know 
that  all  my  male  frlendfhips  are  form'd  in  this  place  ? 

M.  God.  It  is  an  odd  fpot :  But  you  muft  pardon  me 
if  I  doubt  the  poflibility. 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  I  will  convince  you  in  a  moment ;  for 
here  feems  to  be  coming  a  good  fmart  figure  that  I  don't* 
recolleft.      I  will  throw  out  a  lure. 

M.  God.  Nay,  for  Heaven's  fake  ! 

TV/   Gr.   1  am  determin'd,  child:  that  is — 

M.  God.  You  will  excufe  my  withdrawing. 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  pleafe  yourfelf,  my  dear. 

[^x/V  TkT//}  Godfrey. 
Jlntefr  Totmg  Wilding  nvith  Papillion. 

Y.  Wild.  Your  Ladyfhip's  handkerchief.  Ma'am. 

M.  Gr.   I  am,  Sir,  concern'd  at  the  trouble — 

T.  IVild.  A  moil  happy  incident  for  me,  Madam  ;  as 
chance  has  given  me  an  honour,  in  one  lucky  minute, 
that  the  muft  diligent  attention  has  not  been  able,  to 

procure 
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procure  for  me  In  the  whole  tedious  round  of  a  revolving 
year. 

M.  Gr.  Is  this  meant  to  me,  Sir  ? 

T.  Wild.  To  whom  elfe,  Madam  ?  Surely,  you  mud 
have  mark'd  my  refpeftful  aflidulty,  my  uninterrupted 
attendance  ;  to  plays,  operas,  balls,  routs,  and  ridottos, 
I  have  purfued  you  like  your  fhadow ;  I  hav€  befieged 
your  door  for  a  glimpfe  of  your  exit  and  entrance,  like 
a  diilreffed  creditor,  who  has  no  arms  againft  privilege 
but  perfcverance- 

Pap.  So,  now  he  is  in  for  it ;  flop  him  who  can. 

T.  Wild.  In  fhort.  Madam,  ever  fmce  I  quitted  A- 
merica,  which  I  take  now  to  be  about  a  year^  I  have  as. 
faithfully  guarded  the  live-long  night  your  ladyfhip's 
portal,  as  a  centinel  the  powder-magazine  in  a  fortified 
city. 

Pap.  Quitted  America!  weUpulPd. 

M.  Gr.  You  have  ferv'd  m  America  then  ? 

T,  Wild.  Full  four  years,  Ma*am  :  and  during  that 
whole  time,  not  a  fingle  aftion  of  confequence,  but  I 
had  an  opportunity  to  fignalize  myfclf ;.  and  I  think  I 
may,  without  vanity,  affirm,  I  did  not  mifs  the  occa- 
sion.    You  have  lieard  of  Quebec,   I  prefume  ? 

Pap.  "What  the  deuce  is  he  driving  at  now? 

T.  Wild.  The  projeft  to  furprife  that  place  was  thought 
a  happy  expedient,  and  the  lirft  mounting  the  breach  a 
gallant  exploit.  There  indeed  the  whole  army  did  me 
juilice. 

M,  Gr.  I  hav«  heard  the  honour  of  that  conqueft  at- 
tributed to  another  name. 

T.  Wild.  The  m.cre  taking  the  town.  Ma'am.  But 
that's  a  trifle  :  Sieges  now-a-days  are  reduc'd  to  cer- 
tainties;  it  is  amazing  how  minutely  exa<5l  we,  who 
know  the  bufinefs,  are  at  calculation.  For  inflance 
now,  we  will  fuppofe  the  commandfer  in  chief,  addref- 
i\ng  himfelf  to   me,  was  to   fay,  "  Colonel,   I  want  to 

reduce  that  fortrefs  ;  what  will  be  the  expence  ?" 

**  Why,  pleafe  your  highnefs,  the  reduAion  of  that 
fortrefs  will  coft  you  one  thoufand  and  two  lives,  fixty- 
nijie  legs,  ditto  arms,  faurfcore  fractures,  with  about 
twenty  dozen  of  flcfh-v/ounds." 

M'  Gr,  And  you  fhould  be  near  the  mark  ? 

r.  WiLL. 
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Y.  Wild*  To  an  odd  joint,  Ma'am.  But,  Madam,  It 
is  not  to  the  French  alone  that  my  feats  are  confined  ; 
Cherokees,  Catabaws,  witli  all  the  Aws  and  Ees  of 
the  continent,  have  felt  the  force  of  my  arms. 

Pap.   This  is  too  much,   Sir. 

T.  Wild.  Hands  off!  Nor  am  I  lefs  adroit  at  a 
treaty,  Madam,  than  terrible  in  battle.  To  tne  we  owe 
the  friendfnip  of  the  Five  Nations  ;  and  I  had  the  firll 
honour  of  fmoking  the  pipe  of  peace  with  the  Little 
Carpenter. 

M.  Gr.  And  fo  young  ! 

T.  Wild,  This  gentleman,  though  a  Frenchman  and 
an  enemy,  I  had  the  fortune  to  deliver  from  the  Mo- 
hawks, whofe  prifoner  he  had  been  for  nine  years.  He 
gives  a  moft  entertaining  account  of  their  laws  and  cu- 
lloms :  he  fliall  prefent  you  with  the  wampum  belt  and 
a  fcalping-knife.  Will  you  permit  him,  Madam,  juit 
to  give  you  a  tafte  of  the  military  dance,  with  a  fhort 
fpecimen  of  their  war-hoop. 

Pa{).  For  Fleaven's  fake  ! 

M.  Gr.   The  place  is  too  public. 

Y.  Wild.  In  fhort.  Madam,  after  having  gathered  as 
many  laurels  abroad  as  would  garnifh  a  Gothic  cathedral 
at  Chriftmas,  I  returned  to  reap  the  harveil  of  the  well- 
fought  field.  Here  it  was  my  good  fortune  to  encoun- 
ter you  ;  then  was  the  viftor  vanquiihed  ;  what  the  enemy 
could  never  accomplifh,  your  eyes  in  an  inflant  atchievM; 
prouder  to  ferve  here  than  command  in  chief  elfewhere  ; 
and  more  glorious  in  wearing  your  chains,  than  in  tri- 
umphing over  the  vanqulfh'd  woild. 

M.  Gr.  I  have  got  here  a  moil  heroical  lover :  But  I 
fee  Sir  James  Elliot  coming,  and  muft  difmifs  him. — 
\_Ajidc.'^ — Well,  Sir,  I  accept  the  tendre  of  your  paf- 
fion,  and  may  find  a  time  to  renew  our  acquaintance  ; 
at  prefent  It  is  neceffary  we  fliould  fcparate 

Y.  Wild.  "  Slave  to  your  will,  I  live  but  to  obey 
you."  But  may  I  be  indulged  with  the  knowledge  of 
your  refidencc  ? 

M.  Gr.   Sir  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Your  place  of  abode. 

M.  Gr,  Oh,  Sir,  you  can't  want  to  be  acquainted 

with 
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with  that  ;  you  have  a  whole  year  flood  centiuel  at  my 
ladyfliip's  portal. 

r.  Wild.  Madam,   I— I— I 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  Sir,  your  fervant.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  What, 
you  are  caught  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  he  has  a  moft  in- 
trepid aflurance.     Adieu,  my  Mars.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Pap.  That  laft  was  an  unlucky  queftion.  Sir. 

T.  Wild.  A  little  mal-a-propos,  I  muft  confefs. 

Pap,  A  man  fhculd  have  a  good  memory  who  deals 
much  in  this  poetical  profe. 

r.  Wild.  Poh  !  Ill  foon  re-eftablifli  my  credit.  But 
I  mull  know  who  this  gtrl  is.  Hark  ye,  Fapillion, 
could  not  you  contrive  to  pump  out  of  her  footman — -l 
fee  there  he  Hands— the  name  of  his  millrefs  ? 

Pap,  I  will  try.  {^Exit, 

{JVildiKg  retires  to  the  hack  of  the  Stage, 
Enter  Sir  James  Elliot  and  Servant, 

Sir  Ja.  Mufic  and  an  entertainment  ? 

Ser,  Yes,   Sir. 

Sir  Ja.  Lafl  night,  upon  the  water  ? 

Ser,   Upon  the  water,  lafl  night. 

Sir  Ja,  Who  gave  it  ? 

Scr.  That,   Sir,  I  can't  fay. 

To  them  Wilding. 

T,  Wild,  Sir  James  Elhot,  your  moH  devoted. 

Sir  Ja,  Ah,  my  dear  Wilding  !  you  are  welcome  to 
town. 

T.  Wild,  You  will  pardon  my  impatience  ;  I  inter- 
rupted you  ;  you  feem'd  upon  an  interefling  fubjedl. 

Sir  Ja.  Ob,  an  affair  of  gallantry. 

r.  Wild.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Sir  Ja.  A  young  lady  regalM  lad  night  by  her  lover 
on  the   1  h^raes 

r.  Wild   A  show?  / 

Sir  Ja.   A  band  of  mufic  in  boats. 

T.  Wild.  Were  they  good  performers  ? 

^/>  Ja.  The  befl.  '  Then  conduded  to  Marblehall, 
where  (he  found  a  magnificent  collation. 

r.  Wild.  Well  order'd  ? 

Sir  Ja.  With  elegance.  After  fupper  a  ball ;  and,  to 
cenclude  the  night,  a  firework, 

r.  Wild, 
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r.  Wild.  Was  the  laft  well  defign'd  I 

Sir  ja.   Superb. 

T.  Wild,  And  happily  executed  ? 

Sir  J  a.  Not  a  fingle  faux  pas. 

T.  Wild.  And  you  don't  know  who  gave  it  ? 

Sir  Ja,  I  can't  even  guefs. 

r.  Wild,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Sir  Ja,  Why  do  you  laugh  ? 

T.  Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha !     It  was  me. 

Sir  Ja.  You  ! 

Pap.  You,   Sir! 

r.  Wild  Mol—me. 

Pap.   So,  fo,  fo ;  he  is  entei'M  again. 

Sir  J  a.  Why,  you  are  fortunate  to  find  a  miflreis  iii 
fo  fhort  a  fpace  of  time. 

T.  Wild.  Short !  why,  man,  I  have  been  in  London 
thefe  fix  weeks. 

Pap.  OLord,  OLord! 

T.  Wild.  It  is  true,  not  caring  to  encoimter  my  fa- 
tlicr,  I  have  rarely  ventured  out  but  at  nights. 

Pap.   I  can  hold  no  longer.     Dear  Sir — 

T.  Wild.  Peace,  puppy. 

Pap.  A  curb  to  your  poetical  vein. 

T.  Wild.  I  fliall  curb  your  impertinence — But  fince 
the  {lory  is  got  abroad,  I  will,  my  dear  friend,  treat 
you  with  all  the  particulars. 

Sir  Ja.    I  fhaU  hear  it  with  pleafure This  is  a 

lucky  adventure  :  but  he  mull  not  know  he  is  my  rival. 

lAfide, 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  between  fix  and  feven  my  god- 
defs  embarked  at  Somerfet-ftairs,  in  one  of  the  compa- 
nies bai-ges,  gilt  and  hung  "witli  damafli:,  exprefsly  for 
the  occafion. 

Pap.   Mercy  on  us  ! 

T.  Wild.  At  the  cabin -door  fhe  was  accofled  by  a 
a  beautiful  boy,  who.  In  the  garb  of  a  Cupid,  paid  her 
feme  compliments  in  vcrfe  of  my  own  compofing.  The 
conceits  were  pretty  ;  allufions  to  Venus  and  the  fea— 
the  lady  and  the  Thames  —  no  great  matter  ;  but,  how- 
ever, well-tlm'd,  and,  what  was  better,  well  taken. 

Sirja.  Doubtlefs. 

Pap,  At  what  a  rate  he  runs  I 

r.  Wild. 
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T".  Wild.  As  foon  as  we  had  gained  the  centre  of  the 
river,  two  boats,  full  of  trumpets,  french-horns,  and 
other  martial  mufic,  ftriick  up  their  fprightly  ftrains  from 
the  Surry  fide,  which  were  echoed  by  a  fuitable  num- 
ber of  lutes,  flutes,  and  hautboys,  from  the  oppofite 
(hore.  In  this  ftate,  the  oars  keeping  time,  we  maje- 
flically  fail'd  along,  till  the  arches  of  the  New  Bridge 
gave  a  paufe,  and  an  opportunity  for  an  elegant  defart' 
in  Drefden  China,  by  Robinfon.  Here  the  repafl  clos'd 
with  a  few  favourite  airs  from  Eliza,  Tenducci,  and  the 
Mattel. 

Pap,  Mercy  on  us  ! 

T.  Wild.  Oppofite  Lambeth  I  had  prepared  a  naval 
engagement,  In  which  Bofcawen's  viftory  over  the  French 
w'as  repeated :- the  aftlon  was  conducted  by  one  of  the 
commanders  on  that  expedition,  and  not  a  fingle  inci- 
dent omitted. 

Sir  Ja.  Surely  you  exaggerate  a  little. 

Pap.  Yes,  yes,  this  battle  will  fink  him. 

T.  Wild.  True  to  the  letter,  upon  my  honour.  I 
fhan*t  trouble  you  with  a  repetition  of  our  collation, 
ball,  feu  d*artifice,  with  the  thoufand  little  incidental 
amufements  that  chance  or  defign  produced  :  it  is  enough 
to  know,  that  all  that  could  flatter  the  fenfes,  fire  the 
imagination,  or  gratify  the  expeftation,  was  there  pro- 
duc'd  In  a  lavifh  abundance. 

Sir  Ja.  The  facrifice  was,  I  prefume,  grateful  to  your 
deity. 

7\  Wild.  Upon  that  fubjeft  you  mufl:  pardon  my  fi- 
le nee. 

Pap.  Modell  creature  ! 

Sirja.  I  wifli  you  joy  of  your  fuccefs — For  the  pre- 
fent  you  will  excufe  me. 

T.  Wild.  Nay,  but  ftay  and  hear  the  conclufion. 

Sir  Ja.   For  that  I  fliall  feize  another  occafion. 

lExit. 

Pap.  Nobly  performed,  Sir. 

r.  Wild.  Yes,   I  think  happily  hit  off. 

Pap.  May  1  take  the  hberty  to  offer  one  quefl:ion  ? 

r.  Wild   Freely. 

Pap.  Pra^,  Sir,  are  you  often  vifited  with  thefe  wa- 
king dreams  ? 

I  r.  Wild. 
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T.  Wild.  Dreams  !  what  doft  mean  by  dreams  ? 
Hap,  Thofe  ornamental  reveries,  thofe  frolics  of  fan- 
cy, which,  in  the  judgment  of  the  vulgar,  would  be 
dcem'd  abfolutc  flams. 

T,  Wild.  Wliy,  Papillion,  you  have  but  a  poor,  nar- 
row, circumfcribed  genius. 

Pap.  I  muft  own,  Sir,  I  have  not  fublimity  fufficient 
to  relifh  the  full  lire  of  your  Pindaric  mufe. 

T.  Wild.  No  ;  a  plebeian  foul !  But  I  will  animate 
thy  clay  :  mark  my  example,  follow  my  Heps,  and  in 
time  thou  may'ft  rival  thy  mailer. 

Pap,  Never,  never.  Sir ;  I  have  not  talents  to  fight 
battles  without  blows,  and  give  feafts  that  don't  coll  me 
a  farthing — Befides,  Sir,  to  what  purpofe  are  all  thefe 
embellifhments  ?  Why  tell  the  lady  you  have  been  in 
London  a  year? 

T.  Wild.  The  better  to  plead  the  length,  and  confe- 
quently  the  ftrength,  of  my  pafiion. 
Pap.   But  why.   Sir,  a  foldier  ? 

T.  Wild.  How  little  thou  know'ft  of  the  fex  1  WHiat, 
I  fuppofc  thou  would'il  have  me  attack  them  in  mood 
and  figure,  by  a  pedantic  claflical  quotation,  or  a  pom- 
pous parade  of  jargon  from  the  fchools.  What,  doll 
think  that  women  are  to  be  got  like  degrees  ? 

Pap.  Nay,  Sir 

T.  Wild.  No,  no  ;  the  f9avoir  vivre  is  the  fcience  for 
them  ;  the  man  of  war  is  their  man  :  they  mull  be  ta- 
ken like  towns,  by  lines  of  approach,  counterfcarps, 
angles,  trenches,  coeliorns,  and  covert-ways  ;  then  en- 
ter fword-in-hand,  pell-mell  !  Oh  how  they  melt  at  the 
Gothic  names  of  General  Swappinback,  Count  Roufo- 
moufl<.y,  Piince  Montccuculi,  and  Marfiial  Fuilinburg  ! 
Men  may  fay  what  they  will  of  their  Ovid,  their  Pe- 
trarch, and  their  Waller ;  but  I'll  undertake  to  do  more 
bufinefs  by  the  fingle  aid  of  the  London  Gazette,  than 
by  all  the  fighing,  dying,  crying  crotchets,  that  the 
whole  race  of  rhymers  have  ever  produced. 

Pap.  Very  well,  Shr,  this  is  all  very  lively ;  but  re- 
member the  travelling  pitcher  :  if  you  dou't  one  time  or 
other,  under  favour,  lie  yourfelf  into  fome  confounded 
fcrape,  I  will  be  content  to  be  hanged. 

r.  Wild.  Do  you  think  fo,  Papillion  ? — And  when- 
Vox.  II.  O  ^  cvei 
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ever  that  happens,  if  I  don't  lie  myCdf  oul  of  It  again, 
why  then  I  will  be  content  to  be  crucify'd.  And  fb, 
along  after  the  lady — {Stopyjharty.  going  out.']  Zounds, 
here  comes  my  father  !  I  mull  fly.  Watch  him.  Pa- 
pillion,  and  bring  me  word  to  the  Cardigan. 

[^Exeunt  feparuUly. 

ACT        II. 

Scene,  A  Tavern. 

Young  Wilding  and  Paplllion  rifwgfrom  talk* 

T  Wild,  f^  AD,  I  had  like  to  have  run  into  the  old 
\jr  gentleman's  mouth. 

Pap,  It  is  pretty  near  the  fame  thing  ;  for  I  favv  him 
join  Sir  James  Elliot :  fo  your  arrival  is  no  longer  a  fe- 
cret. 

T  Wild.  Why  then  I  muft  lofe  my  pleafure,  and  you 
your  preferment :  I  muft  fubmit  to  the  dull  decency  of 
a  fober  family,  and  you  to  the  cuftomary  duties  of 
brufliing  and  powdering*  But  I  was  fo  fluttered  at 
meeting  my  father,  that  I  forgot  the  fair ;  Prithee, 
who  is  fhe  ? 

Pap.  There  were  two.  ""'^ 

r  Wild.  That  I  faw  > 

Pap,  From  her  footman  I  learnt  her  name  was  God- 
frey. 

T  Wild,  And  her  fortune  ? 

Pap.   Immenfe. 

r  Wild.   Single,  I  hope  ? 

Pap,  Certainly. 

r  Wild  Then  will  I  have  her. 

Pap.  What,  whether  (he  will  or  no  : 

rWild.  Yes. 

Pap.  How  will  you  manage  that  ? 

T  Wild.  By  making  it  impoffibie  for  her  to  man-y 
any  one  elfe. 

Pap.  I  don't  underftand  you,  Sir. 

r  Wild,  Oh,  I  fhall  only  have  recourfe  to  that  talent 
you  fo  mightily  admire.  You  will  fee,  by  the  circula- 
tion of  a  few  anecdotes,  how  fooa  I  will  get  rid  of  my 
rivals. 

Pap. 
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Pap.  At  the  expence  of  the  lady's  reputation,  per- 
haps. 

T  IVild.  That  will  be  as  it  happens. 

Pap.  And  have  you  no  qualms,   Sir? 

T  Wild-  Why,  where 's  the  injury  ? 

Pap,  No  injury  to  ruin  her  fame  ! 

T  Wild.  I  will  rellore  it  to  her  again. 

Pap.   How? 

T  Wild.  Turn  tinker,  and  mend  it  myfelf. 

Pap.   Which  way  ? 

T  Wild.  The  old  way  ;  folder  it  by  marriage  :  that, 
you  know,  is  the  modern  falve  for  every  fore. 
Enter  W^aiter. 

Wait.  An  elderly  gentleman  to  inquire  for  Mr  Wild- 

T  WiU.  For  me  !  what  fort  of  a  being  is  it  \ 

Wait.   Being,  Sir  ! 

r  Wild.  Ay  ;  how  is  he  drefs'd  ? 

Wait.   In  a  tyc-wig  and  fnuff-colour'd  coat. 

Pap.  Zooks,  Sir,  it  is  your  father. 

r  Wild.  Show  him  up.  [£x/V  Waiter. 

Pap.  And  what  mufl  I  do  ? 

T  Wild.  Recover  your  broken  Englifli,  but  preferve 
your  rank :.  I  have  a  reafon  for  it. 

Enter  Old  Wilding. 

0  Wild.  Your   fervant,    Sir :    you   arc   welcome   to 
town. 

Y  Wild.  You  have  juft  prevented  me,  Sir :    I  was 
preparing  to  pay  my  duty  to  you. 

0  V/ild.  If  you  thought  it  a  duty,  you  fhould,  I  think, 
have  fooner  difcharged  it. 

rWild.  Sir! 

0  Wild.  Was  it  quite  fo  decent.  Jack,  to  be  fix  weeks 
in  town,  and  conceal  yourfelf  only  from  me  ? 

T  Wild.   Six  weeks  !   I  have  fcarce  been  fix  hours. 

0  Wild,  Come,  come  ;   I  am  better  informed. 

T  Wild.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  are  impos'd  upon.  This 
gentleman  (whom  firft  give  me  leave  to  have  the  honour 
of  introducing  to  you),  this.  Sir,  is  the  Marquis  de 
Chatteau  Briant,  of  an  ancient  houfe  In  Britany  ;  who, 
travelling  through  England,  chofe  to  make  Oxford  for 
O  2  fbrne 
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fome  time  the  place  of  his  refidence,  where  I  had  the 
happinefs  of  his  acquaintance. 

0  Wild.  Does  he  fpeak  Englifh  ? 

T  Ifi/d.liot  fluently,  but  underjdands  it  perfeftly. 

Pa/>.  Pray,  Sir 

0  Wild,  Any  fervices.  Sir,  that  I  can  render  you 
here,  you  may  readily  command. 

Pap.  Beaucoup  d'honeur. 

T  Wild.  This  gentleman,  I  fay,  Sir,  whofe  quality 
and  coimtiy  are  fufficient  fecurities  for  his  veracity,  will 
alfure  you,  that  yeiterday  we  left  Oxford  together. 

0  Wild.  Indeed ! 

Pap.  C'eftvrai. 

0  Wild.  This  is  amazing.  I  was  at  the  fame  time 
inform'd  of  another  circumftance  too,  that,  I  confefs, 
made  me  a  little  uneafy,  as  it  interfered  with  a  favourite 
fcheme  of  my  own. 

r  Wild.  What  could  that  be,  pray.  Sir  > 

0  Wild,  That  you  had  conceiv'd  a  violent  affedlon 
for  a  fair  ladv. 

r  Wild   Sir! 

0  Wild.  And  had  given  her  very  gallant  and  very  ex- 
penfive  proofs  of  your  pafiion. 

r  Wild.  Me,  Sir  ! 

0  Wild.  Particularly  laft  night ;  mufic,  collations, 
balls,  and  fire-works.    . 

T  Wild.  Monfieur  le  Marquis  ! — And  pray,  Sir,  who 
could  tell  you  all  this  ? 

0  Wild.  An  old  friend  of  your's. 

T  Wild,  His  name,  if  you  pleafe. 

0  Wild.  Sir  James  Elliot. 

T  Wild.  Yes  ;  1  thought  he  was  the  man. 

0  Wild,  Your  reafon. 

T  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  though  Sir  James  Elliot  has  a 
great  many  good  qualities,  and  is  upon  the  whole  a  va- 
luable man,  yet  he  has  one  fault  which  has  long  deter- 
mined me  to  drop  his  acquaintance. 

0  Wild.  What  may  that  be  ? 

T  Wild.  Why  you  can't,  Sir,  be /a  ilranger  to  his 
prodigious  fkill  in  the  travelkr'stalcnt  ? 

0  Wild.  How  ! 

T  Wild,  Oh,  notorioug  to  a  proverb. Plis  friends, 

who 


THE        L    Y    A    R.  i6i 

who  arc  tender  of  his  fame,  glofs  over  his  foible,  by 
calling  him  an  agreeable  novelift  ;  and  fo  he  is  with  a 
vengeance.  Why,  he  will  tell  ye  more  lies  in  an  hour, 
than  all  the  circulating  libraries  put  together  will  publifh 
in  a  year. 

0  mid.  Indeed ! 

T  Wild.  Oh,  he  is  the  modern  Mandeville  at  Oxford: 
he  was  always  diilinguifhed  by  the- facetious  appellatioa 
of  the  Bouncer. 

0  Wild.  Amazing  ! 

T  Wild.  Lord,  Sir,  he  is  fo  well  underllood  in  his 
own  counry,  that  at  the  laft  Hereford  aflize,  a  caufe, 
as  clear  as  the  fun, .  was  abfolutely  thrown  away  by  his 
being  merely  mentioned  as  a  witnefs. 

0  Wild.  A  ftrange  turn  ! 
*  T  Wild.  Unaccountable.  But  there,  I  think,  they 
went  a  little  too  far;  for  if  it  had  come  to  an  oath, 
I  don't  think  he  would  have  bounc'd  neither;  but  in 
common  occurrences,  there  is  no  repeating  after  him..- 
Indeed,  my  great  reafon  for  dropping  him  waSj  that 
ray  credit  began  to  be  a  little  fufpedied  too. 

Pap.  Poor  gentleman  ! 

0  Wild.  Why,   I  never  heard  this  of  him. . 

T  Wild.  That  may  be  :  But  can  there  be  a  ftronger 
proof  of  his  practice  than  the  flam  he  has  been  telling 
you  of  fire-works,  and  the  Lord-knows-what  ?  And  I 
dare  fwear, .  Sir,  he  was  very  fluent  and  florid  in  his  de- 
fcription. 

0  Wild.  Extremely. 

T  Wild.  Yes,  that  is  juft  his  way  ;  and  not  a  fyllablc 
of  truth  from  the  beginning  to  the  ending,  Marquis  ? 

Pap.  Oh,  dat  is  all  a  fidlion,  upon  mine  honour. 

r.  /F/7^.  You  fee,  Sir— 

0  Wild.  Clearly.  I  really  can't  help  pitying  the 
poor  man.  I  have  heard  of  people,  who,  by.  long  ha- 
bit, become  a  kind  of  confl:itutional  liars. 

T.  Wild.  Your  obfervation  isjuit;  that  is  exadly  his. 
cafe. 

Pap.   I'm  fure  it  is  your's. 

0  Wild.  Well,  Sir,  I  fuppofe  we  fhall  fee  you  this 
evening. 

T.  Wild.  The  Marquis  has  an  appointment  with  fome 
O  3,  of 
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of  Ills  countrymen,  which  I  have  promised  to  attend: 
befides,  Sir,  as  he  is  an  entire  ftranger  in  town,  he  may- 
want  my  little  fervices. 

0  Wild.  Where  can  I  fee  you  in  about  an  hour  ?  I 
have  a  fhort  vilit  to  make,  in  which  you  are  deeply  con- 
cerned. 

T  Wild,  I  fhall  attend  your  commands  ;  but  where  ? 

Q  Wild,  Why,  here.  Marquis,  I  am  your  obedient 
fervant. 

Pap»  Votre  ferviteur  tres  humble. 

l^Exit  Old  Wilding. 

T  Wild.  So,  Papillion,  that  difficulty  is  difpatch  d. 
I  think  I  am  even  with  Sir  James  for  his  tattling. 

Pap,  Mofl  ingenioufly  manag'd ;  But  are  not  you 
afraid  of  the  confequence  ? 

T  Wild,   I  don't  comprehend  you. 

Pap    A  future  explanation  between  the  parties. 

T  Wild,  That  may  embarrafs  ;  but  the  day  is  diftant. 
I  warrant  I  will  bring  myfelf  off. 

Pap,  It  is  in  vain  for  me  to  advife. 

T  Wild.  Why,  to  fay  trutli,  1  do  begin  to  find  my 
fyilem  attended  with  danger.  Give  me  your  hand,  Pa- 
pillion — I  will  reform. 

Pap.  Ah,  Sir! 

T  Wild,  I  pofitively  will.  Why,  this  praftice  may  in 
time  dtilroy  my  credit. 

PapK  That  is  pretty  well  done  already.  {^Afide,"] — 
Ay,  think  of  that.  Sir. 

r  Wild.  Well,  if  I  don't  turn  out  the  mereft  dull 
matter-of-faft  fellow — —But,  Papillion,  I  muft  fcribble 
a  billet  to  my  new  flame.     I  think  her  name  is — ^ 

Pup.  Godfrey:  her  father,  an  India  governor  (hut. 
«p  in  the  llrong  room  at  Calcutta,  left  her  all  his  wealth  :, 
ishe  lives  near  Mifs  Grantam,  by  Grofvenor-fquare. 

T  Wild.  A  governor!  —  Oh  ho  ! — Biifliels  of  rupees 

and  pecks  of  pagodas,   I  reckon. Well,  I  long  to  be 

rummaging. — But  the  old  gentleman  will  foon  return  : 
1  will  halten  to  finlfh  my  letter. — But,  Papillion,  what 
could  my  father  mean  by  a.  vifit  in  which  I  am  deeply 
concern'd  ?- 

Pap.   1  can't  guefs. 

r  Wild,.  Lihall  know  prefently — To  Mifs  Godfrey, 

for- 


THE        L    Y    A     R.  163 

formerly  of  Calcutta,  now  refiding  in  Grofvenor-fquare. 
— Papillion,   I  won't  tell  her  a  word  of  a  lie. 

Pap.  You  won't,   Sir  ? 

T  JVild.  No  ;  it  would  be  ungenerous  to  deceive  a 
lady.     No  ;    I  will  be  open,  candid,  and  fmcere. 

Pap.   And  if  you  are,  it  will  be  the  firll  time. 

[^Exeunt. 
Enter  Mifs  Grantam  and  Mifs  Godfrey. 

M  God.  And  you  really  like  this  gallant  fpark  ? 

M  Gr.  Prodigioufly !  Oh,  I'm  quite  in  love  with 
his  afTurance  !  I  wonder  who  he  is  :  he  can't  have  beea 
long  in  town  :  A  young  fellow  of  his  eafy  impudence 
muil  have  foon  made  his  way  to  the  bell  of  company. 

M  God.  By  way  of  amufement  he  may  prove  no  dif- 
agreeable  acquaintance;  but  you  can't  furely  have  any 
ferious  defigns  upon  him  ? 

il7  Gr.   Indeed  but  I  have. 

M  God.  And  poor  Sir  James  ElKot  is  to  be  difcarded. 
at  once  \ 

M.Gr.  Ohi  no! 

M  God.  What  is  your  intention  in  regard  to  him  ? 

M  Cr.  Hey  ? — I  can't  tell  you.  Perhaps,  if  I  don't: 
like  this  new  man  better,   I  may  marry  him. 

M  God.  Thou  art  a  llrange  giddy  girl. 

M  Gr.  Quite  the  reverfe  ;  a  perfect  pattern  of  pru- 
dence ;  why,  would  you  have  me  lefs  careful  of  my  per- 
fon  than  ray  pur{e  ? 

M  God..  My  dear  ? 

M  Gr.  Why,  I  fay^  child,  my  fortune  being  in  mo- 
ney, I  have  fome  in  India-bonds,  fome  in  the  bank, 
fome  on  this  loan,  fome  on  the  other:  fo  that  if  one 
fund  fails,  I  have  a  fure  refource  in  the  reft. 

M  God.  Very  true. 

M  Gr.  Well,  my  dear,  juft  fo  I  manage  my  love- 
sfiairs  :  li  I  fhould  not  like  this  man — if  he  fhould  not 
like  me — if  we  fliould  quarrel- — if,  if-— or  in  fliort,  if  any 
of  the  ifs  fhould  happen  which  you  know  break  en- 
gagem.ents  every  day,  why,  by  this  means  I  fhall  be  ne- 
ver at  a  lofs. 

M  God.  Quite  provident.  Well,  and  pray  on  how 
many  different  fecurities  have  you  at  prefent  plac'd  out 
your  love  I 

MCr. 
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M  Gr.  Three  :  The-  fober  Sir  James  Elliot ;  the  new 
America-man  ;  and  this  mornig  I  expeft  a  formal  pro- 
pofal  from  an  old  friend  of  my  father. 

M  Crod.  Mr  Wilding?     . 

M  Gr.  Yes  ;  but  1  don't  reckon  much  upon  him  : 
for  you  know,  my  dear,  what  can  I  do  with  an  auk- 
ward,  raw,  college  cub  ?  Though,  upon  fecond  thoughts, 
that  mayn't  be  too  bad  neither  ;  for  as  I  mull  have  the 
fafhioning  of  him,  he  may  be  eafdy  moulded  to  one's 
mind. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ssr,  Mr  "Wilding,  Madam. 

M  Gr.  Show  him  in.  \^Exit  Servant  3 — You  need  not 
go,  my  dear  ;  we  have  no  particular  buiinefs. 

M  God.  I  wonder,  now,  what  fhe  calls  particular  bu- 
finefs. 

Enter  Old  Wilding. 

0  Wild.  Ladies,  your  fervant.  1  wait  upon  you. 
Madam,  with  a  requeft  from  my  fon,  that  he  may  be. 
permitted  the  honour  of  kifiing  your  hand. 

M  Gr.  Your  fon  is  in  town  then  ? 

0  Wild.  He  came  lall  night.  Ma'am  ;  and  though  but 
juft  from  the  univerfity,  I  think  I  may  venture  to  af- 
firm, with  as  little  the  air  of  a  pedant  as 

M  Gr.  I  don't,  Mr  Wilding,  queftion  the  accom- 
plifhments  of  your  fon  ;  and  fliall  own  too,  that  his  be- 
ing defcended  from  the  old  friend  of  my  father  is  to  me 
the  ftrongeft  recommendation. 

0  Wild.  You  honour  me,  Madam. 

M  Gr.   But,  Sir,    I  have  fometliing  to  fay — 

0  Wild-  Pray,  Madam,  fpeak  out ;  it  is  impoffible  to ; 
be  too  explicit  on  thefe  important  occafions. 

yi/Gr.  Why  then.  Sir,  to  a  man  of  your  wifdom 
and  experience  I  need  not  obferve,  that  the  lofs  of  a 
parent  to  counfel  and  direft  at  this  folemn  crifis,  has 
made  a  greater  degree  of  per  fon  ai  prudence  neceffary  in 
me. 

0  Wild.  Perfeaiy  right.  Ma'am. 

M  Gr.  We  live,   Sir,  in  a  very  cenforious  world  :  a 
young  woman  can't  be  too  much  on  her  guard ;  nor 
fhould  I  choofe  to  admit  any  man  in  the  quality  of  a  . 
loverj  if  there  was  not  at  leaft  a  Itrong  probability — 

0  Wild, " 
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0  Wild,  Of  a  more  intimate  connection.  I  hope. 
Madam,,  you  have  heard  nothing  to  the  difadvantage  of 
my  fon. 

M  Gr,  Not  a  fy liable  :  but  you  know,  Sir,  there  are 
fuch  things  in  nature  as  unaccountable  antipathies,  aver- 
lions,  that  we  take  at  firll  fight.  I  Ihould  be  glad  there 
could  be  no  danger  of  that. 

0  Wild.  I  underftand  you,  Madam  :  you  fhall  have 
all  the  fatisfa&ion  imaginable  ;  Jack  is  to  meet  me  im- 
mediately ;  I  will  conduft  him  under,  your  window  ;  and 
if  his  figure  has  the  misfortune  to  difpleafe,  I  will  take 
care  his  addrefles  fhall  never  offend  you.  Your  moft 
obedient  fervant.  \_Exit. 

M  Gr.  Now,  there  is  a  polite,  fenfible,  old  father  for 
you. 

M  God.  Yes ;  and  a  very  difcreet,  prudent  daughter 
he  is  likely  to  have.  Oh,  you  are  a  great  hypocrite, 
Kitty. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  letter  for  you,  Madam.  [To  Mifs  Godfrey.] 
Sir  James  Elliot  to  wait  on  your  ladyfhip.  \To  Mifs 
Grant  am.]  [Exit, 

M  Gr.  Lord,  I  hope  he  won't  flay  long  here.  He 
comes,  and  feems  entirely  wrapt  up  in  the  difmals : 
What  can  be  the  matter  now  \ 

Enter  Sir  James  Elliot. 

Sir  Ja.  In  pafhng  by  your  door,  I  took  the  liberty, 
Ma'am,   of  inquiring  after  your  health. 

M  Gr.  Very  obliging.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  receiv'd  a 
favourable  account. 

Sir  jfa.  I  did  not  know  but  you  might  have  caught 
cold  laft  night. 

M  Gr.  Cold !  why,  Sir,  I  hope  I  didn't  fleep  with 
my  bed-chamber  window  open. 

Sir  Ja.   Ma'am  ! 

MGr.  Sir! 

Sir  Ja.  No,  Ma'am  ;  but  it  was  rather  hazardous  to 
flay  fo  late  upon  the  water. 

M  Gr.  Upon  the  water  ! 

Sir  Ja.  Not  but  the  variety  of  amufements,  It  mufl 
be  own'd,  were  a  fufficient  temptation. 

M  Gr,  What  can  he  be  driving  at  now  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  J  a.  And  pray,  Madam,  what  tbink  you  of  Young 
Wilding  ?  is  not  he  a  gay,  agreeable,  fprightly— 

M  Gr,  I  never  give  my  opinion  of  people  I  don't 
know. 

Sir  jfa.  You  don't  know  him  ! 

MGr.  No. 

Sir  Ja.   And  his  father  I  did  not  meet  at  your  door  ! 

M  Gr.  Moft  likely  you  did. 

Sir  Ja,  I  am  glad  you  own  that,  however :  But  for 
the  fon,  you  never — 

Mr  Gr,   Set  eyes  upon  him. 

Sir  Ja.   Reallv? 

MGr.   Really. 

Sir  Ja.  Finely  fupported.  Now,  Madam,  do  you 
know  that  one  of  us  is  juft  going  make  a  very  ridiculous 
figure  ? 

M  Cr-  Sir,  I  never  had  the  leaft  doubt  of  your  ta- 
lents for  excelling  in  that  way. 

Sir  Ja.  Ma'am,  you  do  me  honour :  but  it  does  not 
happen  to  fall  to  my  lot  upon  this  occafion,  however. 

M  Gr.  And  that  is  a  wonder ! — What,  then  I  am  to 
be  the  fool  of  the  comedy,   I  fuppofe  ? 

Sir  Ja.  Admirably  rally'd !  But  I  fhall  dalh  the 
fpirit  of  that  triumphant  laugh. 

M  Gr.   I  dare  the  attack.     Come  on.  Sir. 

Sir  Ja.  Know  then,  and  blufh,  if  you  are  not  as  loft 
to  fhame  as  dead  to  decency,  that  I  am  no  ftranger  to 
all  laft  night's  tranfaftlons. 

MGr.   Indeed! 

Sir  Ja.  From  yourfirft  entering  the  barge  at  Somer- 
fet-houfe,  to  your  laft  landing  at  Whitehall. 

M  Gr.    Siirprifing  ! 

Sir  Ja.  Cupids,  collations,  feafts,  fireworks,  all  have 
reach'd  me. 

Af  Gr.  Why,  you  deal  in  magic. 

Sir  Ja.  My  intelligence  is  as  natural  as  it  is  infiJ- 
lible. 

M  Gr.  May  I  be  indulg'd  with  the  name  of  ^-x^ur  in- 
former ? 

Sir  Ja.  Freely,  Madam.  Only  the  very  individual^ 
fpark  to  whofe  folly  you  were  indebted  for  this  gallanU 
profuiion.. 

M  Gr. 
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MQn  But  his  name  ? 

Sir  Ja.  Young  Wilding. 

M  Gr.  You  had  this  ftory  from  him  ? 

Sir  Ja.   I  had. 

M  Gr.  From  Wilding  ! — That  is  amazing. 

Sir  Ja.  Oh  ho  !  what,  you  are  confounded  at  lad  ! 
and  no  evafion,  no  fubterfuge,  no — 

M  Gr.  Look  ye,  Sir  James  ;  what  you  can  mean  by 
this  fl:rang€  ftory,  and  very  extraordinary  behaviour,  it 
IS  impoffible  for  me  to  conceive  ;  but  if  it  is  meant  as  an 
artifice  to  palliate  your  infidelity  to  me,  Icfs  pains  would 
have  anfwcrM  your  purpofe. 

Sir  Ja,  Oh,  Madam,  I  know  you  are  provided. 

M  Gr.  Matchlefs  infolence  !  As  you  can't  expe6l 
that  I  fhould  be  prodigioufly  pleased  with  the  fubje6k  of 
this  vifit,  you  won't  be  furpris'd  at  my  wifhing  it  a?  fhort 
as  poflible. 

Sir  Ja.  I  don't  wonder  you  feel  pain  at  my  prefence; 
but  you  may  reft  fecure  you  will  have  no  interruption 
for  me  j  and  I  really  think  it  would  be  pity  to  part  two* 
people  fo  exactly  formed  for  each  other.  Your  Lady- 
fhip's  fervant.  [,Going.'} — But,  Madam,  though  your 
fex  fecures  you  from  any  farther  refentment,  yet  the 
prefent  object  of  your  favour  may  have  fomething  to  fear. 

\_Exit. 

M  Gr.  Very  well.  Now,  my  dear,  I  hope  you  will 
acknowledge  the  prudence  of  my  plan.  To  what  a 
pretty  condition  1  muft  have  been  reduc'd,  if  my  hopes 
had  refted  upon  one  lover  alone  ! 

M  God.  But  are  you  fure  that  your  method  to  mul- 
tiply may  not  be  the  means  to  reduce  the  number  of 
your  flaves  ? 

M  Gr.  Impofiible  ! — Why,  can't  you  difcern  that  this 
flam  of  Sir  James  Elliot's  is  a  mere  fetch  to  favour  Jhi* 
retreat  ? 

M  God.  And  you  never  faw  Wilding  ? 

M  Gr.   Never. 

M  God.  There  is  fome  myftery  in  this.  I  have,  too,, 
here  in  my  hand,  another  mortification  that  you  muft  en- 
dure. 

M  Gr,  Of  what  kind  ? 

MGod. 
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M  God.  A  little  allied  to  the  laft  :  it  is  from  the  mi- 
litary fpark  you  met  this  morning. 

M  Gr.  What  are  the  contents  > 

M  God.  Only  a  formal  declaration  of  love. 

M  Gr.  Why,  you  did  not  fee  him. 

M  God.   But  it  feems  he  did  me. 

M  Gr,  Might  I  perufe  it  ? — "  Battles — no  wounds 
fo  fatal — cannon-balls — Cupid— fpring  a  mine— cruelty 
— die  on  a  counterfcarp— eyes — artillery — death — the 
ftranger."      It  is  addrefs'd  to  you. 

M  God.  I  told  you  fo. 

M  Gr.  You  will  pardon  me,  my  dear  ;  but  I  really 
can't  compliment  you  upon  the  fuppofition  of  a  conquell 
at  my  expence. 

M  God.  That  would  be  enough  to  make  me  vain  : 
But  why  do  you  think  it  was  fo  impoflible  ? 

M  Gr.   And  do  you  pofitively  want  a  reafqn  ? 

M  God.  Pofitively. 

M  Gr.  Why,  then,  I  fiiall  refer  you  for  an  anfwer 
to  a  faithful  counfellor  and  moil  accomplifli'd  critic. 

M  God.   Who  may  that  be  ? 

M  Gr,  The  mirror  upon  your  toilette. 

M  God.  Perhaps  you  may  differ  in  judgment. 
•  M  Gr.  Why,  can  glafles  flatter  ? 

M  God.   I  can't  fay  I  think  that  neceffary. 

M  Gr.  Saucy  enough  ! — But  come,  child,  don't  let 
us  quarrel  upon  fo  whimfical  an  occafion  ;  time  will  ex- 
plain the  whole.  You  will  favour  me  with  your  opinion 
of  Young  Wilding  at  my  window. 

M  God.  I  attend  you. 

M  Gr.  You  will  forgive  me,  my  dear,  the  little  hint 
I  dropt ;  it  was  meant  merely  to  ferve  you  ;  for  indeed, 
child,  there  is  no  quality  fo  infufferable  in  a  young  wo- 
man as  felf  conceit  and  vanity. 

M  God.  You  are  moll  prodigioufly  obliging, 

M  Gr.  I'll  follow  you,  MIfs.  \_Exit  Mifs  Godfrey.] 
Pert  thing  ! — She  grows  immoderately  ugly.  I  always 
thought  her  aukward,  but  fhe  is  nov/  an  abfolute  fright. 

M  God.  [nvithlri.)  Mifs,  MIfs  Grantam,  your  hero's 
at  hand. 

M  Gr.  I  come. 

M  God.  As  1  live,  the  very  individualllranger! 
I  MGt, 
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31  Gr,  No,  fure  ! — Oh  Lord,  let  me  have  a  peep. 
M  God.   It  is  he,  It  is  he,  it  is  he  ! 
Enter  Old  Wilding,  Yoiing  Wilding,  and  PapilHon. 
0  JVild.  There,  Marquis,  you  muft  pardon  me ;  for 
though  Paris  be  more  compa<St,  yet  furely  London  co- 
vers a  much  greater  quantity. — Oh,  Jack,  look  at  that 
corner-houfe  ;  how  d'ye  hke  it  ? 

7^.  Wild,  Very  well ;  but  I  don't  fee  any  thing  extra- 
ordinary. 

0  Wild.  I  wifli,  though,  you  were  the  mafter  of  what 
it  contains. 

r  Wtld.  What  may  that  be,  Sir  ? 
0  Wild.  The  miftrefs,  you  rogue  yon  :   a  fine  girl, 
and  an  immenfe   fortune ;    ay,  and  a  j^rudent  fenhble 
wench  into  the  bargaiu. 

T  Wild.  Time  enough  yet.  Sir. 

0  Wild.  I  don't  fee  that :  You  are,  lad,  the  laft  of 
our  race,  and  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  fome  probability  of 
its  continuance. 

T  Wild.  Suppofe,  Sir,  you  were  to  repeat  your  en- 
deavours, you  have  cordially  my  confent. 

0  Wild,  No  j  rather  too  late  in  life  for  that  experi- 
ment. 

T  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  would  you  recommend  a  condi- 
tion to  me,  that  you  difapprove  of  yourfelf  ? 

0  Wild.  Why,  firrah,  I  have  done  my  duty  to  the 
public  and  my  family,  by  producing  you  :  Now,  Sir,  it 
is  incumbent  on  you  to  difcharge  your  debt. 

T  Wild.  In  the  college  cant,  I  (hall  beg  leave  to  tick 
a  little  longer. 

0  Wild.  Why,  then,  to  be  ferious,  fon,  this  is  the 
very  bufmefs  .1  wanted  to  talk  with  you  about.  In  a 
word,  1  wifh  you  married  ;  and  by  providing  the  lady 
of  that  manfion  for  the  purpofe,  I  have  proved  myfelf 
both  a  father  and  a  friend. 

T  Wild.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  queftion  your  care  j  yet 
fome  preparation  for  fo  important  a  change 
0  Wild.   Oh,   I  will  allow  you  a  week. 
T  IVild.  A  little  more  knowledge  of  the  world. 
0  Wild.   That  you  may  ftudy  at  leifure. 
T  Wild,  Now  all  Europe  is  in  arms,  my  defign  was  to 
ferve  my  counti*y  abroad. 

Vol.  II.  P  0  Wild. 
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0  IVtld.  You  will  be  full  as  ufeful  to  It  by  recruiting 
her  fubjedls  at  home. 

r  Wild,  You  are  then  refolvM  ? 

0  Wild.  FixM. 

YWild.  Pofitivcly? 

0  Wild.  Peremptorily. 

T  Wild,  No  prayers — 

0  Wild.  Can  move  me. 

T  Wild.  How  the  deuce  fliall  I  get  out  of  this  toil  > 
\_Afide.')^ — But  fuppofe,  Sir,  there  Ihould  be  an  unfur- 
mountable  objeAion  ? 

0  Wild.  Oh,  leave  the  reconciling  that  to  me  ;  I  am 
an  excellent  cafuift. 

r  Wild,  But  I  fay,  Sir,  if  it  fliould  be  impoffibk 
to  obey  your  commands  ? 

0  Wild.  Impoflible  ! — I  don't  underfland  you. 

r  Wild,  Oh,  Sir  !— But  on  my  knees  firll  let  me 
crave  your  pardon. 

0  Wild.  Pardon  !  for  what  ? 

T.  Wild.  I  fear  I  have  loll  all  title  to  your  future  fa- 
vour. 

0  Wild.  Which  way  ? 

T  Wild.  I  have  done  a  deed 

0  Wild,   Let's  hear  it. 

T  Wild.  At  Abington,  in  the  county  of  Berks. 

O  Wild.  Well  ? 

r  Wild,   I  am 

0  Wild.  What  ? 

T  Wild.  Already  married. 

0  Wild.  Married  ! 

Pap.  Married! 

r  Wild.  Married. 

0  Wild,  And  without  my  confent  ? 

r  Wild.  Compeird;  fatally  forc'd.  Oh,  Sir,  di^ 
you  but  know  all  the  circumllances  of  my  fad,  fad  Ilory, 
your  rage  would  foon  convert  itfelf  to  pity. 

0  Wild.  What  an  unlucky  event] — But  rife,  and  let 
me  hear  it  all. 

T  Wild.  The  fhame  and  confufion  I  now  feel  renders 
that  taflc  at  prefent  impoffible  :  I  mud  therefore  rely  for 
the  relation  on  the  good  offices  of  this  faithful  friend. 

Pap,  Me,  Sir!  I  ;iever  heard  one  word  of  the  matter. 

O.tVild. 
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0  Wild.  Come,  Marquis,  favour  me  with  the  parti- 
culars. 

Pap.  Upon  my  vard,  Sire,  dis  affair  has  fo  fliock  me, 
dat  I  am  almoft  as  incapable  to  tell  de  tale  as  your  fop. 
— [To  Young  Wilding.] — Dry-a  your  tears.     What 
can  I  fay,  Sir  .^ 

T  Wild,  Any  thing. — Oh  ! — \_See?ns  to  'wecp.'\ 

Pap,  You  fee,   Sire. 

0  Wild.  Your  kind  concern  at  the  misfortunes  of  my 
family,  calls  for  the  moft  grateful  acknowledgment. 

Pap.   Dis  is  great  misfortunes,  fans  doute. 

0  Wild.  But  if  you,  a  Itrangcr,  are  thus  affeded, 
what  mull  a  father  feel  ? 

Pap.   Oh,  beaucoup,  great  deal  more. 

0  Wild,  But  fmce  the  evil  is  without  a  remedy,  let 
us  know  the  woril  at  once,     Well,  Sir,  at  Abington  \ 

Pap,  Yes,  at  Abington. 

0  Wild.  In  the  county  of  Berks  ? 

Pap.  Dat  is  right,  in  de  county  of  Berks. 

r  Wild,  Oh,  oh  ! 

0  Wild.  Ah,  Jack,  Jack !  are  all  my  hopes  thert — 
Though  I  dread  to  afk,  yet  it  muft  be  known ;  who  is 
the  girl,  pray.  Sir  \ 

Pap.  De  girl.  Sir — [^^(? /c?  Young  Wilding.] 

Who  (hall  I  fay  ? 

rWild,  Anybody. 

Pap.  For  de  girl,  I  can't  fay  upon  my  vard. 

0  Wild.   Her  condition  ? 

Pap.  Pas  grande  condition  ;  dat  is  to  be  fure.  But 
dere  is  no  help — [/ifde  to  Young  Wilding.] — Sir,  I  am 
quite  a-ground. 

0  Wild.  Yes,  I  read  my  fliame  in  his  referve :  feme 
artful  huffey. 

Pap.  Dat  may  be.     Vat  you  call  huffey  ? 

0  Wild.  Or  perhaps  fomc  common  creature.  But  Pm 
prepar'd  to  hear  the  worll. 

Pap.  Have  you  no  mercy  ? 

r  Wild.  I'll  flep  to  your  relief.  Sir. 

Pap.  O  Lord,  a  happy  deliverance. 

TWild,  Though  it  is  almoll  death  for  me  to  fpeak^ 

yet  it  would  be  infamous  to  let  the  reputation  of  the  lady 

P  2  fuffer 
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fuffer  by  my  filence.     She  is.  Sir,  of  an  ancient  houfe 
and  unbl  em  idled  character. 

OJViU.  That  is  fomething. 

jT.  IVild*  And  though  her  fortune  may  not  be  equal 
to  the  warm  wiflies  of  a  fond  father,  yet 

0  Wild,   Her  name  ? 

T  Wild,  Mifs  Lydia  Sybthorp. 

0  Wild,  Sybthorp—- — I  never  heard  of  the  name. — 
But  proceed. 

T  Wild,  The  latter  end  of  lafl  long  vacation,  I  went 
with  Sir  James  EUiot  to  pafs  a  few  days  at  a  new  pur- 
rhafe  of  his  near  Abington.  There,  at  an  aficmbly,  it 
was  my  chance  to  meet  and  dance  with  this  lady. 

0  Wild.  Is  fhe  handfome  ? 
.     T  Wild.  Oh,  Sir,  more  beautiful 

0  Wild.  Nay,  no  raptures ;  but  go  on. 

T  Wild.  But  to  her  beauty  flie  adds' politenefs,  affa- 
bility, and  difcretion  ;  unlefs  fhe  forfeited  that  charac- 
ter by  fixing  her  affeftion  on  me. 

0  Wild.  Modeftly  obferved. 

T  Wild.  I  was  deterred  from  a  public  declaration  of 
n.y  paffion,  dreading  the  fcantinefs  of  her  fortune  would 
prove  an  objection  to  you.  Some  private  interviews  jfhc 
permitted. 

0  Wild.  Was  that  fo  decent  ? — But  love  and  prudence, 
madnefa  and  reafon. 

7'  Wild.  One  fatal  evening,  the  twentieth  of  Sep- 
tember, if  I  miilake  not,  we  were  in  a  retirM  room, 
innocently  exchanging  mutual  vows,  when  her  father, 
whom  we  expected  to  fup  abroad,  came  fuddenly  upon 
lis.     I  had  juft  time  to  conceal  myfelf  in  a  clofet. 

0  Wild,  What,  unobferved  by  him  ? 

T  Wild.  Entirely.  But  as  my  ill  ftars  would  have  it, 
a  cat,  of  whom  my  wife  is  vallly  fond,  had  a  few  days 
before  lodged  a  litter  of  kittens  in  the  fame  place  ;  I 
imhappily  trod  upon  one  of  the  brood  ;  which  fo  provo- 
ked the  implacable  mother,  that  fhe  flew  at  me  with  the 
fury  of  a  tiger. 

0  Wild.  I  have  obferv'd  thofe  creatures  very  fierce  in 
defence  of  their  young. 

Fap.  I  fhall  hate  a  cat  as  long  as  I  love. 

T  Wild.  The  nolfe  rous'd  the  old  gentleman's  atten- 
tion : 


THE        L    Y    A    R.  173 

tion:  he  opened  the  doof,  ai)d  there  difcover*d  your 
foil. 

Pap.  Unlucky. 

T  Wild.  I  rufh'd  to  the  door  ;  but  fatally  my  foot 
dipt  at  the  top  of  the  ilaiis,  and  down  1  came  tumbling 
to  the  bottom  j  the  piftol  m  my  hand  went  off  by  acci- 
dent ;  this  alarm'd  her  three  brothers  in  the  parlour, 
who,  with  all  their  fervants,  rufli'd  with  united  force 
upon  me. 

0  Wild.  And  fo  fnrpriz'd  you  ? 

T  Wild.  No,  Sir ;  with  my  fword  I  for  fome  time 
made  a  gallant  defence,  and  fhould  have  inevitably 
efcap'd,  but  a  raw-bon'd,  over-grown,  clumfy  cook- 
wench,  ftruck  at  my  fword  with  a  kitchen-poker,  broke 
it  in  two,  and  compelled  me  to  fiirrender  at  difcretion  : 
'the  confequence  of  which  is  obvious  enough. 

0  Wild.  Natural.  The  lady's  reputation,  your  con- 
dition, her  beauty,  your  love,  all  combin'd  to  make 
marriage  an  unavoidable  meafure. 

TWild.  May  I  hope,  then,  you  rather  think  me  un- 
fortunate than  culpable  I 

0  Wild.  Why,  your  fituatlon  is  a  fufiiclent  exaife : 
all  I  blame  you  for  is,  your  keeping  it  a  fecret  from  me> 
With  Mifs  Grantam  1  ihall  make  an  aukward  figure  ; 
but  the  beft  apology  is  the  truth  :  I'll  haRen  and  explain 
it  to  her  all — Oh,  Jack,  Jack,  this  Is  a  mortifying  bu- 
fmefs. 

r  Wild.  Mod  melancholy.  lExit  Old  WiWIng. 

Pap.  I  am  amaz'd.  Sir,  that  you  have  fo  carefully 
conceard  this  tranfaftion  from  me. 

T  Wild.  Heyday  !  what,  do  you  believe  It  too  ? 

Pap.  Believe  it !  why,  is  not  the  ftoryof  the  mar- 
riage true  ? 

r.Wild.  Not  3  fyllable. 

Pap.  And  the  cat,  and  the  plllol,  and  the  poker  ? 

T  Wild.  All  invention.  And  were  you  really  takei> 
in? 

Pap.  Lord,  Sir,  how  was  it  polfible  to  avoid  it  ?— . 
Mercy  on  us !  what  a  collection  of  circumftances  have 
you  crowded  together ! 

T  Wild*  Genius  y  the  mere  efTeds  of  genius,  Papil- 
P  3  lion. 
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lion.     But  to  deceive  you  who  fo  thoroughly  know 
me  ! 

Pap,  But  to  prevent  that  for  the  future,  could  you 
not  juft  give  your  humble  fervant  a  hint  when  you  are 
bent  upon  bouncing.  Befides,  Sir,  if  you  recolle6l  your 
iix'd  refolution  to  reform — 

T  Wild,  Ay,  as  to  matter  of  fancy,  the  mere  fport 
and  frolic  of  invention  :  but  in  cafe  of  neceffity — why, 
Mifs  Godfrey  was  at  flake,  and  I  was  forc'd  to  ufe  all 
my  fineffe. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Two  letters,  Sir.  lExit, 

Pap,  There  are  two  things,  in  my  confcience,  my 
jnafter  will  never  want ;  a  prompt  lie,  and  a  ready  ex- 
cufe  for  telling  of  it. 

T  Wild.  Hum  !  bufinefs  begins  to  thicken  upon  us  : 
A  challenge  from  Sir  James  Elliot,  and  a  rendezvous 
from  the  pretty  Mifs  Godfrey.  They  fhall  both  be  ob- 
ferv'd,  but  in  their  order  ;  therefore  the  lady  lirft.  Let 
me  fee — I  have  not  been  twenty  hours  in  town,  and  I 
Jiave  already  got  a  challenge,  a  miftrefs,  and  a  wife  ; 
now  if  I  can  but  get  engaged  in  a  chancery-fuit,  I  fhall 
have  my  hands  pretty  full  of  employment.  Come,  Pa- 
pillion,  we  have  no  time  to  be  idle.  \Ey.eunt* 

ACT      III. 

*  <  Mifs  Grantam  and  Mifs  Godfrey. 

^  M.God, 'X'TYO^  my  word,   Mifs  Grantam,   this  is 
V_J    but  an  idle  piece  of  curiofity  :  you  know 
^  the  man  is  already  difpos'd  of,  and  therefore — 

*  M,  Gr.  That  is  true,  my  dear  ;  but  there  is  in  this 

*  affair  fome  myilery,  tha^t   I  muft  and   will  have  ex- 

*  plain'd. 

*  M.  God.  Come,  come,   I    know   the   grievance. — 

*  You  can't  brook  that  this  fpark,  though  even  a  mar- 
^  ried  man,  fhould  throw  off  his  allegiance  to  you,  and 

*  enter  a  volunteer  in  my  fervice. 

M  Gr.  And  fo  you  take  the  fa6l  for  granted  ? 

*  M.  God.  Have  I  not  his  letter .? 

*  M,  Gr. 

*  This  fccne  is  omiued  only  when  thepiecc  is  dyne  as  a  fatce. 
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*  M  Gr.  Conceited  creature  ! — 1  fanc}-,  Mifs,  by  your 

*  vaft  afFedion  for  this  letter,  it  is  the  firfl  of  the  kind 

*  you  have  ever  received. 

*  M.  God.  Nay,  my  dear,  why  fliould  you  be  piquM 

*  at  me  ?  the  fault  is  none  of  mine  ;   I  dropt  no  hand- 

*  kerchief;  I  threw  out  no  lure  :  the  bird  came  willingly 

*  to  hand,  you  know. 

*  M.  Gr.  Metaphorical  too  !   What,  you  are  fetting 

*  up  for  a  wit  as  well  as  a  belle  !    Why,  really,  Madam, 

*  to  do  you  juilice,  you  have  full  as  fine  prctenfions  to 

*  one  as  the  other. 

'  M.  God'  I  fancy,  Madam,  the  world  will  not  form 
their  judgment  of  either  from  the  report  of  a  difap- 
pointed  rival. 

*  TvL  Gr.  Rival !  admirably  rally'd.— -But  let  me  telt 
you,  Madam,  this  fort  of  behaviour.  Madam,  at  your 
own  houfe,  whatever  may  be  your  beauty,  is  no  great 
proof  of  your  breeding.  Madam. 

*  M.  God.  As  to  that.  Ma'am,  I  hope  I  ftiall  always 

*  Hiow  a  proper  refentment  to  any  infult  that  is  offer'^ 

*  me,  let  it  be  in  whofe  houfe  it  will.     The  affignation, 

*  Ma'am,  both  time  and  place,  was  of  your  own  con- 

*  triving. 

*  M.  Gr.  Mighty  well.  Ma'am ! 

*  M.  God.  But  if,  dreading  a  mortification,  you  think 

*  proper  to  alter  your  plan,  your  chair,   1  believe,  is  in 

*  waiting. 

<  M.  Gr.  It  is.  Madam  !   then  let  it  wait Oh, 

*  what,  that  was  your  fcheme  !  but  it  won't  take,  Mifs : 

*  the  contrivance  is  a  little  too  (hallow. 

*  M.  God.   I  don't  underiland  you. 

*  M.  Gr.   Cunning  creature  !      So  all  this  infolence 

*  was  concerted,  it  feems  ;  a   plot  to   drive   me  out  of 

*  the  houfe,  that  you  might  have  the  fellow  all  to  your- 

*  felf :  but  I  have  a  regard  for  your  charafter,  though 

*  you  negleft  it.      Fie,  Mifs,  a  paflion   for  a  married 

*  man  !   I  really  blufh  for  you. 

*  M,  God.  And  I  moft  fincerely  pity  you.     But  curb 

*  your  choler  a  little  :  the  inquiry  you  are  about  to  make 

*  requires  rather  a  cooler  difpofition   of  mind ;  and  by 

*  this  time  the  hero  is  at  hand. 

*  M*  Gr,  Mighty  well  j  I  jim  prepar'd.     But,  Mifa 

♦  God- 
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«  Godfrey,  if  you  really  wifti  to  be  acquitted  of  all  arti- 

*  ficial  underhand  dealings  in  this  affair,  fuffer  me  ia 

*  your  name  to  manage  the  interview. 

*  M.  God.  Moil  willingly  :  but  he  will  recolledl  your 

*  voice. 

*  M,  Gr,   Oh,  that  is  eafily  alter'd.     {^Enter  a  maid, 

*  fwho  luhifp^rs   Mifs  Grantam,   and  e\it.'\ — It  is  he  ; 

*  but  hide  yourfelf,  Mifs,  if  you  pleafe. 

*  M.  God,  Your  hood  a  little  foi-warder,  Mifs  ;  you 

*  may  be  known,  and  then  we  ftiall  have  the  language 

*  of  politenefs  inflam'd  to  proofs  of  a  violent  paflion. 

*  M.  Gr.  You  are  prodigioufly  cautious. 

*  Enter  Young  Wilding. 

*  T,  Wild.  This  rendezvous  is  fomething  in  the  Spa- 

*  nifh  tafte,  imported,   1  fuppofe,  with  the  guitar.     At 

*  prefent,  I  prcfume  the  cullom  is  coniin'd  to  the  great: 

*  but  it  will  defcend  ;  and  in  a  couple  of  months  I  (hall 

*  not  be  furpris'd  to  hear  an    attorney's  hackney  clerk 

*  roufing  at  midnight   a  milliner's    prentice,    with   an 
%  ^lly.  Ally  Croker.      But  that,  if  I  miftake  not,  is  the 

*  temple  ;  and  fee  my  goddefs  herfelf.     Mifs  Godfrey  ! 

*  M.  Gr,  Hufh  ! 

«  r.  Wild.  Am  I  right,  Mifs  ? 

*  M.  Gr.  Softly.     You  receiv'd  my  letter  I  fee,  Sir. 

*  T.  Wild.  And  flew  to  the  appointment  with  more — 

*  M.  Gr.  No  raptures,  I  beg.     But  you  muft  not 

*  fuppofe  tills  meeting  meant  to  encourage  your  hopes. 

«  r.  IVild.  How,  Madam  1 

*  M.  Gr.  Oh,  by  no  means,  Sir  j  for  though  I  own 

*  your  figure  is  pleafmg,  and  your  converfatlon — 

<  M,  God.  Hold,   Mifs  J  when   did   I  ever  converfe 

*  with  him  ? 

'  M.  Gr.  Why,  did  not  you  fee  him  in  the  park  ? 

*  M.  God.  True,  Madam  ;  but  the  converfatlon  was 

*  with  you. 

*  M.  Gr.  Blefs  me  !  you  are  very  difficult.    I  fay, 

*  Sir,  though  your  perfon  may  be  unexceptionable,^  yet 

*  your  chara6ler 

*  r. /T/Y^.  My  charader  ! 

*  M.  Gr.  Come,  come,  you  are  better  kllcnvn  tlian 
<  you  imagine. 

*  r*  Wild.  I  hope  not. 
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*  M.  Gr.  Your  name  is  Wilding. 

<  T,  Wild,  How  the  deuce  camo  (lie  by  that !    True, 
Madam. 

*  M,  Gr,    Pray,    have   you   never  heard   of  a^Mifs 
Grantam  ? 

*  r.  Wild.  Frequently. 

*  M,  Gr.  You  have.   And  had  you  never  any  favour- 
able thoughts  of  that  lady  ?     Now  mind,  Mifs. 

*  T.  Wild.  If  you  mean  as  a  lover,  never.  The  lady 
■  did  me  the  honour  to  have  a  fmall  defign  upon  me. 

*  M.  God,  I  hear  every  word,   Mifs. 

*  M.  Gr.  But  you  need  not  lean  fo  heavy  upon  me  ; 

*  he  fpeaks  loud  enough  to  be  heard 1  have  been 

*  told,  Sir,  that — 

<  T.  Wild.  Yes,  Ma'am,  and  very  likely  by  the  lady 
'  herfelf. 

«  M.  Gr,  Sir ! 

«  T.  Wild.  Oh,  Madam,  I  have  another  obligation 
f  in  my  pocket  to  Mifs  Grantam,  which  muft  be  dif* 
'  charg'd  in  the  morning. 

«  M.  Gr,  Of  what  kind  ? 

*  r.  Wild.  Why,  the  lady,  finding  an  old  humble 
^  fervant  of  hers  a  little  lethargic,  has  thought  fit  to 
'  adminifter  me  in  a  jealous  draught,  in  order  to  quicken 
'  his  paffion. 

'  M.  Gr.  Sir,  let  me  tell  you • 

*  M.  God,  Have  a  care,  you  will  betray  yourfelf. 

*  T.  Wild.  Oh,  the  whole  ftory  will  afford  you  infi- 

*  nitc  diverfion  :  fuch  a  farrago  of  fights  and  feails.  But, 
'  upon  my  honour,  the  girl  has  a  fertile  invention. 

*  M  God.   So  !   what,  that  llory  was  your's  ;  was  it  ? 

*  T.  Wild.  Pray,  Madam,  don't  I  hear  another  voice  ? 

*  M.  Gr.  A  dillant  relation  of  mine. Every  fyl- 

*  lable  falfe. — But,   Sir,  we  have  another  charge  againft 

*  you.     Do  you  know  any  thing  of  a  lady  at  Abing- 

*  ton  ?  • 

*  T.  Wild.  Mifs  Grantam  again.  Yes,  Madam,  I 
<  have  fome  knowledge  of  that  lady. 

«  M.  Gr.  You  have  ?  Well,  Sir,  and  that  being  the 

*  cafe,  how  could  you  have  the  affurance — 

*  T*  Wild,  A  moment's  patience,  Ma  am.     That  la- 

*  dy, 
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<  dy,  that  Berkfhire  lady,  will,  I  can  afTure  you,  prove 

*  no  bar  to  my  hopes. 

*  M.  Gr.   How,  Sir ;  no  bar  ? 

«  T.  Wild,  Not  in   the  leaft,  Ma'am ;  for  that  lady 

*  exifts  in  idea  only. 

*  M.  Gr,  No  fuch  perfon  ! 

*  T,  Wild,  A  mere  creature  of  the  imagination. 

*  M.  Gr,  Indeed  ! 

*  T.  Wild.  The   attacks  of  Mifs   Grantam   were  fo 

*  powerfully  enforc'd  too  by  paternal  authority,  that  I 

*  -had  no  method  of  avoiding  the  blow,  but  by  the  fliel- 

*  tering  myfelf  under  the  conjugal  fhield. 

*  M    Gr,  You  are  not  marry'd  then  ? — But  what  cre- 

*  dit  can  I  give  to  the  profelhons  of  a  man,  who,  in  an 

*  article  of  fuch  importance,  and  to  a  perfon  of  fuch  re- 

<  fpea— 

*  T.  Wild.  Nay,  Madam,  furely  Mifs  Godfrey  fhould 

*  not  accufe  me  of  a  crime  her  ow^n  charms  have  occa- 

*  fion'd.     Could  any  other  motive,  but  the  fear  of  loiing 

*  her,  pravail  on  me  to  trifle  with  a  father,  or  compel 

*  me  to  infringe  thofe  laws  which  I  have  hitherto  fo  in- 

*  violably  obferv'd  ? 

*  M.  Gr,  What  laws,  Sir  ? 

«  T,  Wild,  The  facred  laws  of  tnith,  Ma'am. 

*  M>  Gr,  There,  indeed,  you  did  yourfelf  an  infinite 

*  violence.      But  when  the  whole  of  the  affair  is  difco- 

*  verM,  will  it  be  fo  eafy  to  get  rid  of  Mifs  Grantam  ? 

*  The  violence  of  her  pafdon,  and  the  old  gentleman's 

*  obftinacy — 

*  T.  Wild.  Are  nothing  to  a  mind  refolv'd. 

<  M,  Gr.  Poor  Mifs  Grantam  ! 

*  T.  Wild.   Do  you  know  her.  Madam  ? 

^  M.  Gr.   1  have  heard  of  her  :  but  you,  Sir,   I  fup- 
«  pofe,  have  been  long  on  an  intimate  footing  ? 

*  T,  Wild.  Bred  up  together  from  children. 

<  M.  Gr.  Brave  ! — Is  flie  handfome  ? 

«  T.  Wild,  Her  paint  comes  from  Paris,  and  her  femme 

*  de  chambre  is  an  excellent  artift. 

<  M,  Gr,  Very  well ! — Her  fhape  ? 

<  T,  Wild.  Pray,    Madam,   is    not    Curzon   efteemcd 

*  the  beft  Hay -maker  for  people  inclin'd  to  be  crooked  ? 
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'  M.  Gr.  But  as  to  the  qualities  of  her  mind  ;  for  in- 

*  ftance,  her  underllanding  ? 

*  r.  Wild,  Uncultivated. 

*  M,  Gr,   Her  wit? 

«  r.  Wild.  Borrow'd. 

<  Ms  Gr.  Her  taile  ? 
«  r.  Wild.  Trifling. 

*  M.  Gr,  And  her  temper  ? 
«  r.  /F/Ay.   Intolerable. 

<  M.  Gr,  A  fmifliM  pidlure.      But  come,  thefe  are 

*  not  your  real  thoughts :  this  is  a  facriiice  you  think 

*  due  to  the  vanity  of  our  fex. 

*  T.  Wild.  My  honeft  fentiments :    and  to  convince 
'  you  how  thoroughly  indifferent  I  am  to  that  lady,  I 

*  would,  upon  my  veracity,  as  foon  take  a  wife  from  the 

*  Grand  Signior's  feraglio. — Now,  Madam,  I  hope  you 

*  are  fatisfy'd. 

*  M.  Gr.  And  you  would  not  fcruple  to  acknowledge 

*  this  before  the  lady's  face  ? 

*  T.  Wild.  The  firft  opportunity. 

*  M,  Gr.  That  I  win  take  care  to  provide  you.  Dare 

*  you  meet  me  at  her  houfe  ? 

*  r.  Wild,  When  ? 

*  M.  Gr.  In  half  an  hour. 

*  T".  Wild.  But  won't  a  declaration  of  this  fort  appear 

*  odd  at — a — 

*  M,  Gr.  Come,  ;no  evafion  ;  your  condud  and  cha- 
«  rafter  fcem  to  me  a  little  equivocal,  and  I  muft  inhil 

*  on  this  proof  at  leaft  of — 

*  r.  Wild.  You  fliall  have.it. 

*  M.  Gr.  In  half  an  hour  ? 

*  r.  Wild,  This  inftant. 

*  M.  Gr.  Be  pundual. 

*  T.  Wild.  Or  may  I  forftit  your  favour. 

*  M.  Gr.  Very  well ;  till  then^  Sir,  adieu. — Now  I 

*  think  I  have  my  fpark  in  the  toil.;  and  if  the  fellow 

*  has  any  feeling,  if  I  don't  make  him  fmart  for  every 

*  article Come,  my  dear,  I  fliall  Hand  in   need  of 

-*  your  aid.  [Exeunt, 

*  T.  Wild.  So,  I  am  now,  I  think,  arriv'd  at  a  cri- 
«  tical  period.     If  I  can  but  weather  this  point — But 

*  why  Ihpuld  I  doubt  it  ?  it  is  in  the  day  of  diftrefs  only 

•  that 
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'  that  a  great  man  difplays  his  abilities.     But  I  fliall 
<  want  Papillion;  where  can  the  puppy  be  ? 
*  Enter  PapilHon. 
^  T.  Wild.  So,   Sir,  where  have  you  been  rambling  ? 

*  Pap.   \  did  not  fuppofe  you  would  want — 

*  T.  Wild.  Want ! — you  are  always  out  of  the  way. 

*  Here  have  I  been  forc'd  to  tell  forty  lies  upon  my  own 

*  credit,  and  not  a  lingle  foul  to  voucli  for  the  truth  of 
«  them. 

*  Pap.  Lord,   Sir,  you  know — 

'  T,  Wild.  Don't  plague  me  with  your  apologies :  but 

*  it  is  lucky  for  you  that  I  want  your  alfillance.     Come 
«  with  me  to  Mifs  Grantam's. 

*  Pap,  On  what  occafion  ? 

<  T.  Wild.  An  important  one :  but  Pll  prepare  you 

*  as  we  walk. 

*  Pap.  Sir,  I  am  really — I  could  wifh  you  would  be 
•'  fo  good  as  to —  I 

*  T.  Wild.  "What,  defert  your  friend  in  the  heat  of 
♦battle!    Oh,  you  poltroon! 

*  Pap.  Sir,  I  would  do   any  thing,  but  you  know  I 

*  have  not  talents. 

*  T.  Wild.  I  do ;  and  for  my  own  fake  fhall  not  talk 
*•  them  too  high. 

*  Pap.  Now  I  fuppofe  the  hour  is  come  when  we  fhall 

*  pay  for  all. 

*  T.  Wild.  Why,  what  a  dailardly,  ken -hearted 

*  But  come,  Papillion,  this  (hall  be  your  laft  campaign. 

*  Don't  droop,  man  ;  confide  in   your  leader,  and  re- 

*  member,  Sub  aufpice  Teiicro  nil  defperandiim.   [^Exeunt. 

*   Scene,  y^  Roo?n. 
Enter  a  Servant,  condit^ling  in  Old  Wilding. 

SerV'  My  lady.  Sir,  will  be  at  home  immediately. 
Sir  James  Elliot  is  in  the  next  room  waiting  her  x&- 
turn. 

0.  Wild.  Pray,  honeft  friend,  will  you  tell  Sir  James 

that  I  beg  the  favour  of  a  word  with  him.      [jE.v/V  Ser.  J 

This  unthinking  boy  1   Half  the  purpofe  of  my  life  has 

2  been 

*  The  third  aft  ufually  begins  here  when  th«  p1cee  is  done  as  a 
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been  to  plan  this  fcheme  for  his  happlnefs,  and  in  one 
heedlefs  hour  has  he  mangled  all. 

Enter  Sir  James  Elliot. 
Sir,   I  afii  your  pardon ;  but  upon  fo  interefting  a  fub- 
jeft,  I  know  you  will  excufe  my  intrufion.     Pray,  Sir, 
of.  what  credit  is  the  family  of  the  Sybthorpes  in  Bcrk- 
fhire  ? 

^/r>.  Sir! 

0  Wild.  I  don't  mean  as  to  property ;  that  I  am  not 
fo  folicitous  about ;  but  as  to  their  charafter  :  Do  they 
live  in  reputation  ?  Are  they  refpedled  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood ? 

Sir  Ja.  The  family  of  the  Sybthorpes ! 

0  Wild.  Of  the  Sybthorpes. 

Sir  Ja.  Really  1  don't  know,  Sir. 

0  Wild.  Not  know  ! 

Sir  Ja.  No ;  it  is  the  very  firft  time  I  ever  lieard  of 
tht  name. 

0  Wild,  How  fteadily  he  denies  it !  Well  done,  ba- 
ronet !  I  find  Jack's  account  v/as  a  juft  one.  [,^Jd?.^ 
Pray,  Sir  James,  recoUeft  yourfelf.  ' 

Sir  Ja.   It  win  be  to  no  purpofe. 

0  Wild.  Come,  Sir,  your  motive  for  this  affe£led  ig- 
norance is  a  generous,  but  unnecelTary  proof  of  yout 
friendflilp  for  my  fon  :  but  I  know  the  whole  affair. 

Sir  Ja.  What  affair  ? 

0  Wild,  Jack's  marriage. 

Sir  Ja.   What  Jack  ? 

0  Wild.   My  fon  Jack. 

Sir  Ja.   Is  he  marry 'd  ? 

Q  Wild.   Is  he  marry'd !  why,  you  know  he  is. 

Sir  Ja.   Not  I,  upon  my  honour. 

0  Wild.  Nay,  that  is  going  a  little  too  far:  but  to 
remove  all  your  fcruples  at  once,  he  has  ovvn'd,  it  him- 
fdf. 

Sir  Ja.    He  has  ! 

0  Wild.  Ay,  ay,  to  me.  Every  circumftance  :  Go- 
ing to  your  new  purchafe  at  Abington — meeting  Lydia: 
Sybthorpe  at  the  affembly — their  private  interviews — 
furpris'd  by  the  father — piflol — poker — and  marriage  : 
in  (hort,  every  piirticular. 

Sir  Ja.  And  this  account  you  had  from  your  fon  f 

Vol.  II.  Oi  0 
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0  Wild,  From  JacV;  not  two  hours  ago* 

Sir  ya.   I  wifli  you  joy,  iJir. 

0  Wild.  Not  much  of  th^t,   I  believe^ 
.  Sir  Ja^  Why,  Sir,  cipes  the  marriage  difpleafe  you  ) 

OWild  Doiibtlcfs. 

Sir  J  a.  Then  I  fancy  you  may  make  yourfelf  eafy. 

0  Wild,  Wliy  fo  ? 

Sir  Ja,  You  have  got,  Sir,  the  moft  prudent  daugh- 
,  Icr-in-law  in  the  Britifli  dominions. 

0  Wild.   I  am  happy  to  hear  it. 

Sir  y.a.  For  though  (he  mayn't  have  brought  you 
jnnch,  Vm  fure  (he'll  not  coil  you  a  farthing. 

0  Wild,  Ay ;  exadlly  Jack's  account. 

Sir  Ja,  She'll  be  eafily  jointur'd. 

0  Wild.  Juilice  fhall  be  done  her. 

Sir  ya.  No  proviiion  necefTary  for  younger  children. 

O  Wild.  No,  Sir !  why  not  ? — I  can  tell  you,  if  flic 
anfwers  your  account,  not  the  daughter  of  a  duke • 

Sir  ya.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  1 

0  Wild,  You  are  merry.  Sir. 

Sir  ya.  What  an  unaccountable  fellow  ? 

0  Wild.  Sir  ! 

Sir  ya.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir.  But  with  regaid 
to  this  marriage 

0  Wild.  Well,  Sir  ! 

Sir  ya.  I  take  the  whole  hiflory  to  be  neither  more 
nor  lefs  than  abfolutc  fable. 

OWild.  How,  Sir! 

Sir  ya.  Even  fo. 

0  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think  my  fon  would  dare 
to  impofe  upon  me  ? 

Sir  ya.  Sir,  he  would  dare  to  impofe  upon  any  body. 
Don't  I  know  him  ? 

0  Wild.  What  do  you  know  ? 

iS;>  ya.  I  know,  Sir,  that  his  narratives  gain  him 
more  applaufe  than  credit  ;  and  that,  whether  from  con - 
flitution  or  habit,  there  is  no  believing  a  fyllable  he 
fays. 

0  Wild.  Oh,  mighty  well.  Sir ! — He  w^ants  to  turn 
the  tables  upon  Jack. — But  it  won't  do ;  you  are  fore- 
Itall'd  ;  your  novels  won't  pafs  upon  me. 

Sir  ya.  Sir !    - 

0  Wild. 
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0  Wild.  Nor  is  the  cliara£ler  of  my  fon  to  be  blafted 
with  the  breath  of  a  bouncer. 

Sir  J  a.  What  is  this  ? 

0  Wild.  No,  no,  Mr  Mandevilk,  it  won't  do ;  you 
are  as  well  known  here  as  in  your  own  county  of  Here- 
ford. 

Sir  Ja.  Mr  Wilding,  but  that  I  am  furc  this  extra- 
vagant behaviour  owes  its  rife  to  fome  impudent  impo- 
fitions  of  your  fon,  your  age  would  fcarce  prove  your 
protection. 

0  Wild,  Nor,  Sir,  but  that  I  know  my  boy  equal  to 
the  defence  of  his  own  honour,  fhould  he  want  a  pro- 
tedor  in  this  arm,  withered  and  impotent  as  you  may- 
think  it. 

Enter  Mifs  Grantam. 

M  Gr,  Blefs  me,  gentlemen,  what  is  the  meaning  of 
this? 

Sir  jfa.  No  more  at  prefent,  Sir  :  I  have  another  de- 
mand upon  your  fon  ;  we'll  fettle  the  whole  together-> 

0  Wild.  1  am  fure  he  will  do  you  juftice. 

M  Gr.  How,  Sir  James  Elliot  !  I  llatterM  myfelf 
that  you  had  finifh'd  your  vifits  here.  Sir.  Mufl  I  be 
the  eternal  object  of  your  outrage  ?  not  only  infulted  in 
my  own  perfon,  but  in  that  of  my  friends  1  Pray,  Sir, 
what  right — 

0  Wild.  Madam,  I  aflc  your  pardon  ;  a  difagreeable 
occafion  brought  me  here  :  I  come,  Madam,  to  re- 
nounce all  hopes  of  being  nearer  ally'd  to  you,  my  fon 
unfortunately  being  married  already. 

M  Gr.  Married  ! 

Sir  Ja.  Yes,  Madam,  to  a  lady  in  the  clouds  :  and 
becaufe  I  have  refus'd  to  acknowledge  her  family,  this 
old  gentleman  has  behav'd  in  a  manner  very  inconfiftent 
with  his  ufual  politenefs. 

0  Wild.  Sir,  1  thought  this  affair  was  to  be  referv'd 
for  another  occafion  ;  but  you,  it  feems — 

M  Gr.  Oh,  is  that  the  bufmefs  ? — Why,  I  begin  td 
be  afraid  that  we  are  here  a  little  in  the  wrong,  Mr 
Wilding. 

0  Wild  Madam ! 

M  Gr.  Your  fon  has  jud  ccinfirm'd  Sir  James  Elliot's 

opinion,  at  a  conference  under  Mifs  Godfrey's  window, 

0^2  0  Wild. 
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0  Wild.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

M  Gr.  Moll  true  ;  and  aflign'd  two  moft  whlmfical 
motives  for  the  unaccountable  tale. 

0  Wild.  What  can  they  be  ? 

M  Gr.  An  averfion  for  me,  whom  he  has  feen  but 
once  ;  and  an  afFedion  for  Mifs  Godfrey,  whom  1  am 
tJmoft  fure  he  never  favv  in  his  life. 

0  Wild,  You  amaze  me. 

M  Gr.  Indeed,  Mr  Wilding,  your  fbn  is  a  moil  ex- 
traordinary youth  ;  he  has  finely  perplex'd  us  all.  I 
think,  Sir  James,  you  have  a  fmail  obligation  to  him. 

^/>  ya.  Which  I  Ihall  take  care  to  acknowledge  the 
fii-rt.  opportunity. 

0  Wild.  You  have  my  confent.  An  abandoned  pro- 
filiate  !  Was  his  father  a  proper  fubje£l  for  his — But 
I  difcard  him. 

M  Gr.  Nay,  now,  gentlemen,  you  are  rather  too 
warm  ;  I  can't  think  Mr  Wilding  bad-hearted  at  the 
bottom..     This  is  a  levity 

0  Wild.   How,  Madam,  a  levity  ! 

"M  Gr.  Take  my  word  for  it,  no  more  ;  enflam*d  in- 
to habit  by  the  approbation  of  his  juvenile  friends.  Will 
you  fubmit  his  punifliment  to  me  ?  I  think  I  have  the 
means  in.  my  hands,  both,  to  fatisfy  your  refentments, 
and  accompliib  his  cure  into  the  bargaiii. 

*S/>  Ja.  i  liave  no  quarrel  to  him,  but  for  the  ill  of- 
fices he  has  done  me  with  you. 

M  Gr,.  D'ye  hear,  Mr  Wilding  ?  I  am  afraid  my 
opinion  with  Sir  James  mull  cement  the  general  peace. 

0  Wild,  Madam,  I  fubmit  to  any — 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Sjr.  Mr  Wilding  to  wait  upon  you.  Madam.    \_Exit\ 

MGr.  He  is  punftual,  I  find.  Come,  good  folks, 
you  all  a6l  under  my  direction.  Yon,  Sir,  wqll  get  from 
your  fon,  by  what  means  you  think  fit,  the  real  truth 
of  the  Abington  bufinefs.  You  mull  hkewilc  feemingly 
confent  to  his  marriage  with  Mifs  Godfrey,  whom  I 
ihrewdly  fufpeft  he  has,  by  fome  odd  accident,  miftaken 
for  me  ;  the  lady  herfelf  lliall  appear  at  your  call.  Come, 
Sir  James,  you  will  withdraw.  I  intend  to  produce 
another  performer,  who  will  want  a  litde  inltru6lion. 
K^itty  > 

Enter 


THE        h    Y    A    K.  185 

E^i/er  Kitty* 
Let  John  fho-w  Mr  Wilding  in  to  Iiis  father  :  then  come 
to  my  drefling-room  ;  I  have  a  ftiort  fcene  to  give  yo\i 
in  ftudy.  [_£xiJ  Kitty.] —The  girl  is  lively,  and,  I 
warrant,  will  do  her  charaAer  juiiice.  Come,  Sir  James. 
Nay,  no  ceremony  ;  we  mull  be  as  bufy  as  bees. 

0  Wild.  This  ftrange  boy ! — But  I  mull  command  my 
temper. 

T  Wild,  {/peaking  as  he  enters. 2: — People  to  fpeak 
•with  me !  See  what  they  want,  Papillion. — ^My  father 
here  !  that's  unlucky  enough. 

0  Wild.  Ha,  Jack,  what  brings  you  here  V 

T  Wild.  Why,  I  thought  it  my  duty  to  wait  upon 
Mifs  Grantam,  in  order  to  make  her  fome  apology  for 
the  late  unfortunate 

0  Wild.  Well,  now,  that  is  prudently  as  well  as  po- 
litely done. 

T  Wild.  1  am  happy  to  meet,  Sir,  with  your  appro- 
bation. 

0  Wild.  I  have  been  thinking,  Jack,  about  my  daugh- 
ter-in-faw  :  as  the  affair  is  public,  it  i&  not  decent  to  let 
her  continue  longer  at  her  father's. 

rwiid.^\x\ 

0  Wild.  Would' it  not  be  right  to  fend  for  her  home  T 

rWild  Doubtlefs,  Sir. 

0  Wild.  I  think  fo.  Why  then,  to-morrow  my  cha- 
riot fhall  fetch  her. 

r  Wild  The  devil  it  fhall'!  [^4^^^.]-— Not  quite  fo 
foon,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

0  Wild  No  !   Why  not  ? 

T  Wild.  The  journey  may  be  dangerous  in  her  pre- 
fent  condition. 

0  Wild.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ? 

T  Wild.   She  is  big  with  child.  Sir. 

0  Wild.  An  audacious Big  with  child!  that  ir- 

fortunate.      But,  however,  an  eafy  carriage,  and  Ihort 
Hages,  can't  hurt  her. 

T  Wild.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  dare  not  trufl  her:  fhc 
i&  fix  months  gone. 

0  Wild,  Nav,    then,  there  may   be  danger  indeed«. 


i86  THE        L    Y    A     R. 

But  ffiould  not  I  write  to  her  father,  juft   to  let  him 
know  that  you  have  difcovered  the  fecret. 

T  Wild.  By  all  means,  Sir,  it  will  make  him  extremely 
happy. 

0  Wild.  Why,  then,  I  will  inftantly  about  it.  Pray, 
how  do  you  direct  to  him  ? 

r  Wild,  Abington,  Berkfliire. 

0  Wild.  True  ;  but  his  addrefs  ? 

T  Wild.  You  need  not  trouble  yourfelf,  Sir  :  I  fliail 
write  by  this  poft  to  my  wife,  and  will  feud  your  letter 
inclos'd. 

0  Wild,  Ay,  ay,  that  will  do.  {Going. 

T  Wild.   So,   I 'have  parry M  that  thruft. 

O  Wild.  Though,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  Jack,  that 
will  rather  look  too  familiar  for  an  introdu<$lory  letter^ 

rWild.  Sir! 

G  Wild.  And  thefe  country  gentlemen  are  full  of 
pundlilios — No,  Pll  fend  him  a  letter  apart ;  fo  give  me 
his  direftion. 

r  Wild.  You  have  it.  Sir. 

0  Wild.  Ay,  but  his  name  :  I  have  been  fo  hurry'd 
that  I  have  entirely  forgot  it. 

T  Wild.  I  am  fure  fo  have  L  {4fide.'\ — His  name 
—his  name.  Sir — Hopkins. 

0  Wild.   Hopkins  1 

Y  Wild.  Yes,  Sir. 

0  Wild.  That  is  not  the.  fame  name  that  you  gave  me 
before  :  that.  If  I  recoiled,  was  either  Sypthorpe  or 
Sybtliorpe. 

T  Wild.  You  are  right.  Sir;  that  is  his  paternal  ap- 
pellation ;.  but  the  name  of  Hopkins  he  took  for  an 
cftate  of  his  mother^s  :  fo  he  is  indifcrimlnately  called 
Hopkins  or  Sybthorpe  ;  and  now  I  recolleft  I  have  his 
letter  In  my  pocket — he  figns  himfelf  Sybthorpe  Hop- 
kins. 

0  Wild.  There  is  no  end  of  thia:  I  muft  ftop  him  at 
ence.     Hark  ye,   't'lx^   I  think  you  are  call'd  my  fon  ? 

T  Wild.   I  hope,   Sir,  you  have  no  reafon  to  doubt  it. 

Q  Wild.   And  look  upon  yourfelf  as  a  gentleman? 

T  Wild.  In.  having  the  honour  of  defcending  from 
you. 

0  Wild,  And  tliat  you  thiak  a  fufiiclent  pretenfion  ? 

Y  Wild. 
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r  Wild,  sir— pray,  SiV— 

0  JVild.  And  by  what  means  do  you  imagine  your 
anceilors  obtain'd  that  dillingiiilhing  title  ?  By  their 
pre-eminence  in  virtue,   1  fuppofe. 

TlVild.  Doubtlefs,  Sir. 

0  Wild.  And  has  it  never  occurr'd  to  you,  that  what 
was  gain'd  by  honour  might  be  loll  by  infamy? 

7^  mid.  Perfeaiy,  Sir. 

0.  Wild.  Are  you  to  learn  what  redrefs  even  the  im- 
putation of  a  lie  demands ;  and  that  nothing  lefs  thaa 
the  life  of  the  ad"verfary  can  extlnguifli  the  affront. 

r  Wild.  Doubtlefs,  Sir.. 

0  Wild.  Then,  how  dare  you  call  yourfelf  a  gentle- 
man ?  you,  whofe  life  has  been  one  continued  fcene  of 
fraud  and  falllty  !  And  would  nothing  content  you  but 
making  me  a  partner  in  your  infamy  \  Not  fatisfied  with, 
violating  that  great  band  of  fociety,  mutual  confidence, 
the  moil  facred  rights  of  nature  mufl  be  invaded,  and 
your  father  made  the  innocent  inflrument  to  circulate 
your  abominable  impofuions ! 

r  Wild.  But,  Sir  ! 

0  Wild.  Within  this  hour  my  life  was  near  facrlfic'd 
in  defence  of  your  fame  :  But  perhaps  that  was  your  In- 
tention; and  the  ftory  of  your  marriage  merely  calcula- 
ted to  fend  me  out  of  the  world,  as  a  grateful  return  for 
my  bringing  you  into  it< 

T  Wild.  For  heaven's  fake,   Sir. 

0  Wild.  What  other  motive  \ 

T  Wild.   Hear  me,   I  intreat  you.  Sir.. 

0.  Wild.  To  be  again  impos'd  on!  no,  Jack,  my 
eyes  are  open'd  at  laft. 

rWild.   By  all  that's  facred.  Sir— 

0  Wild.  I  am  now  ^eaf  to  your  delulions. 

Y  Wild.  But  hear  me.  Sir.  I  own  the  Ablngton 
bufinefs — 

0  Wild.  An  abfolute  fiaion. 

r  Wild.  1  do. 

0  Wild.  And  how  dare  you — 
T  Wild.  I  crave  but  a  moment's  audience. 
0  Wild.  Go  on. 

T  Wild,  Pr^^vious  to  the  communication  of  your  ivi" 

teatlon 
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tentlon  for  me,  I  accidentally  met  with  a  lady,  whofe. 
'charms—-— 

0  IVHd.  So ! — what,  here's  another  marriage  trumped 
out ;  but  that  is  a  ftale  device.  And,  pray.  Sir,  what 
place  does  this  lady  inhabit  ?  Come,  come,  go  on  ;  you 
nave  a  fertile  invention,  and  this  is  a  fine  opportunity. 
Well,  Sir,  and  this  charming  lady,  refiding,  I  fuppofc, 
in  nubibus — 

T  Wild.  No,  Sir ;  in  London. 

OWild.   Indeed! 

T  Wild,  Nay,  more,  and  at  this  inflant  In  this  houfe. 

0  Wild.  And  her  name — 

rWild.  Godfrey.    ' 

0  Wild.  The  friend  of  Mifs  Grantam  ? 

T  Wild.  The  very  fame.  Sir. 

0  Wild.  Have  you  fpoke  to  her  ? 

T  Wild.  Parted  from  her  not  ten  miautes  ago  ;  nay,, 
am  here  by  her  appointment. 

0  Wild.   Has  Ihe  favoured  your  addrefs  ? 

T  Wild.  Time,  Sir,  and  your  approbation,  will,  I 
hope. 

0  Wild.  Look  ye,  Sir,  as  there  is  fome  little  probabi- 
lity in  this  ftory,  I  fhall  think  it  worth  farther  inquiry. 
To  be  plain  with  you,  I  know  Mifs  Godfrey  ;  am  inti- 
mate with  her  family  ;  and  though  you  defer ve  but  little 
from  me,  I  will  endeavour  to  aid  your  intention.  But 
if,  in  the  progrefs  of  this  affair,  you  pra<^ife  any  of  your 
ufual  arts  ;  if  I  difcover  the  leaft  falfehood,  the  leafl  du- 
plicity, remember  you  have  loll  a  father. 

T  Wild.  I  (hall  fubmit  without  a  murmur. 

lExit  Old  Wild. 
Enter  Papillion. 

'  YWild.  Well,  Papillion. 

*  Pap.  Sir,  here  has  been  the  devil  to  pay  within.. 
'  T  Wild.  What's  the  matter  ? 

*  Pap.  A  whole  legion  of  cooks,  Gonfeftioners,  mu- 
'  iicians,  waiters,  and  watermen. 

*  r  Wild.  What  do  they  want  I 

*  Pap.  You,  Sir. 
'  r  Wild.  Me  ! 

'  Pap.  Yes,  Sir ;  they  have  brought  in  th^ir  bills. 
'T  Wild.  £ills!  for  what  ,^ 
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*  Flip.  For  the  entertainment  you  gave  laft  night  upon 

*  the  water. 

*  r  IVil'L  That  I  gave  ! 

*  Pap,  Yes,  Sir;  you  remember  the  bill  of  fare :  I  am 

*  fure  the  very  mention  of  it  makes  my  mouth  water. 

*  T  Wild.  Prithee,    are   yon  mad  ?     There   mud  be 

*  fome  miflake  ;  you  know  that  I — 

*  Pap.   1  hey   have  been   vailly   puzzled  to   find  out 

*  your  lodgings  ;  but  Mir  Robinfon  meeting  by  aecident 

*  with  Sir  James  Elliot,  he  was  kind  enough  to  tell  him 

*  where  you  liv'd.   Here  are  the  bills  :  Almack's,  twelve 

*  dozen  of  claret,  ditto  Champagne,   Frontiniac,  fweat- 

*  meats,  pine-apples  :  the  whole  amount  is  L.  372,  9s. 

*  befides  mullc  and  fireworks. 

*  T  Wild.  Come,   Sir,  tbis  is  no  time  for  trifling. 

*  Pap.  Nay,   Sir,  they  fay  they  have  gone  full  as  low 

*  as  they  can  afford  ;  and  they  were  in  hopes,  from  the 

*  great  fatisfa^ion  you  exprefs'd  to  Sir  James  Elliot, 

*  that  you  would  throw  them  in  an  additional  compli- 

*  mcnt.  '     . 

*  Y  Wild.  Hark  ye,  Mr  Papillion,  if  you  don't  ceafe 

*  your  impertinence,   I  fhall  pay  you  a  compliment  that 

*  you  would  gladly  excufe. 

*  Pap.  Upon  my  faith,   I  relate  but  the  mere  matter 

*  of  fa£l.     You  know,  Sir^   I  am  but  bad  at  invention; 

*  though  this  incident,  I  can't  help  thinking,  is  the  na- 

*  tural  fruit  of  your  happy  one. 

*  T  Wild.   But  are  you  ferious  ?  is  this  poflible  ? 

*  Pap.  Moll  certain.  It  was  with  difficulty  I  re- 
<  flrain'd  their   impatience  ;   but,  however,    1  have  dif- 

*  patch'd  them   to  your  lodgings,  with  a  promife  that 

*  you  fliall  immediately  meet  them. 

*  T  Wild.  Oh,  there  we  ftiall  foon  rid  our  hands  of 

*  the  troop.' — Now,  Papillion,  I  have  news  for  you. 
My  father  has  got  to  the  bottom  of  the  whole  Abing- 
ton  bufinefs. 

Pap.  The  deuce  ? 

T  Wild.  We  parted  this  moment.     Such  a  fcene  ! 

Pap.  And  what  was  the  iffue  ? 

T  Wild.  Happy  beyond  my  hopes.  Not  only  an  a6l 
of  obHvion,  but  a  promife  to  plead  my  caufe  with  the 
fair. 

Pa^ 
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Pap,  With  Mifs  Godfrey  ? 

T  Wild,  Who  elfe  ? — He  is  now  with  her  in  another 
room. 

.    Pap.  And  there   is  no— -you  underfland  me— in  all 
this? 

T  Wild.  No,  no  ;  that  is  dl  over  nbw-i-my  reforma- 
tion is  fix'd. 

Pap.  As  a  weather-cock. 

T  Wild.  Here  comes  my  father. 

Entsr  Old  Wilding. 

0  Wild.  Well,  Sir,  I  find  in  this  laft  article  you  hav<i 
condefcended  to  tell  me  the  truth  :  the  young  lady  is 
not  averff  to  your  union  ;  but  in  order  to  fix  fo  mutable 
a  mind,  I  have  drawn  up  a  flight  contrad,  which  yoii 
are  both  to  iign. 

r  Wild.  With  tranfport. 

0  Wild.   I  will  introduce  Mifs  Godfrey.  [£x//-. 

r  Wild.  Did  not  I  tell  you,  Papillion  > 

Pap.  This  is  amazing,  indeed ! 

T  Wild,  Am  not  I  a  happy  fortunate  ? — —But  they 
come. 

Enter  Old  Wilding  and  Mifs  Godfrey. 

0  Wild.  If,  Madam,  he  has  not  the  higheft  fcnfe  of 
the  great  honour  you  do  him,  I  fhall  ceafe  to  regard 
him.^- — ^There,  Sir,  make  your  own  acknowledgments 
to  that  lady. 

r  Wild.  Sir! 

0  Wild  This  is  more  than  you  merit ;  but  let  your 
future  behaviour  teflify  your  gratitude. 

r  Wild.  Papillion!   Madam!   Sir! 

0  Wild.  What,  is  the  puppy  petrified !  Why  don't 
you  go  up  to  the  lady  ? 

Y  Wild.   Up  to  tlie  lady  !-^That  lady  ? 

0  Wild.  That  lady  !— To  be  fure.  What  othef  lady  ? 
—To  Mifs  Godfrey  I 

Y  Wild.  That  lady  Mifs  Godfrey  ? 

0  Wild.  Wliat  is  all  this  ?— Hark  ye.  Sir  ;  I  fee  what 
you  are  at :  but  no  trifling ;  I'll  be  no  more  the  dupe 
of  your  double  deteilable — Recoiled^  my  lafl  refolution  : 
This  inftant  your  hand  to  the  contrad,  or  tremble  at 
the  confequence. 

P  Wild. 
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y  Wild,  Sir,  that,  I  hope,  is — might  not  I — to  be 
£ure— 

0  l^'ild.  No  further  evafions  !     There,  Sir. 

rWi/d.   Heigh  ho!      \_S:gns  it.'] 

0  Wild.  Very  well.  Now,  Madam,  your  name  if 
you  pleafe. 

T  WUd.  Papillion,  do  you  know  who  fhe  is  ? 

Pap.  That's  a  queftion  indeed  !      Don't  you.  Sir  ? 

T  Wild.  Not  1,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd. 
Enter  a  Servant- 

Ser.  A  young  lady  begs  to  fpeak  with  Mr  Wilding. 

Y  Wild.  With  me  ! 

M  God.  A  young  lady  with  Mr  Wilding  ! 

Ser.  Seems  dillrefs'd,  Madam,  and  extremely  pref- 
fing  for  admittance. 

M  God.  Indeed  !  There  may  be  fomething  in  this ! 
You  mull  permit  me,  Sir,  to  paufe  a  little  :  who  knows 
but  a  prior  claim  may  prevent — 

0  Wild.   How,  Sir,  who  is  this  lady  ? 

T  Wild.   It  is  impoflible  for  me  to  divine,  Sir. 

0  Wild.  You  know  nothing  of  her  ? 

YWild.   Howfhould  I? 

0  Wild.  You  hear,   Madam. 

M  God.  I  prefume  your  fon  can  have  no  obje<5i;ion  to 
the  lady's  appearance. 

T  Wild.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Madam. 

M  God,  Show  her  in,  John.  \_Exit  Ser. 

0  Wild.  No,  Madam,   I  don't  think  there  is  the  leaft 
Doom  for  fufpecting  him  ;  he   can't  be  fo  abandon'd  as 
to — But  {he  is  here.     Upon  my  word,  a  fightly  womani. 
Enter  Kitty  as  Mifs  Sybthorpe. 

Kit.  Where  is.  he  ?— Oh,  let  me  throw  my  arms— 
my  life,  my — 

r  Wild.  Heyday! 

Kit.  And  could  you  leave  me?  and  for  {o  long  a 
fp'dce  ?     Think  how  the  tedious  time  has  lagg'd  along. 

r  Wild.  Madam  ! 

Kit.  But  we  are  met  at  laft,  and  now  will  part  no 
more. 

T  Wild.  The  deuce  we  won't ! 

Kit.  What,  not  one  kind  look  j  no  tender  word  to 
hail  our  fccond  meeting  ! 

rwiid. 
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T  Wild.  What  the  devil  is  all  this  > 
Kit,  Are  all  your  oaths,  your  proteftations,  come  to 
this  ?  Have  I  deferv'd  fuch  treatment  ?  Quitted  my 
father's  houfe,  left  all  my  friends,  and  wander'd  here 
alone  in  fe^rch  of  thee,  thou  firft,  kft,  only,  objed  of 
my  love. 

0  Wild.  To  what  can  all  this  tend  ?  Hark  ye,  Sir, 
unriddle  this  myftery. 

T  Wild.  Davus,  non  CEdipus,  fum.  It  is  beyond 
me,  T  confefs.  Some  lunatic  efcap'd  from  her  keeper, 
I  fuppofc. 

Kit.  Am  I  difown'd  then,  contemn'd,  flighted  ? 

0  Wild.  Hold  ;  let  me  inquire  into  this  matter  a  little. 

Pray,   Madam You  feem  to  be  pretty  familiar  here 

—Do  you  know  this  gentleman  ? 
Kit.  Too  well. 
0  Wild.   His  name  ? 
Kit.  Wilding. 

0  Wild.  So  far  (lie  is  right.    Now  y cur's,  if  you  pleafe? 
Kit.  Wilding. 
Otnnes.  Wilding  ! 

0  Wild.  And  how  came  you  by  that  name,  pray  ? 
Kit,  Moll  lawfully,    bir:    by  the  facred  band,  the 
holy  tie  that  made  us  one. 

0  Wild.  What,  many'd  to  him  ! 

Kit.  Moll  true. 

Otnnes.   How  ! 

TWtld.  Sir,  may  I  never — 

0  Wild.    Peace,    monller  ! One  queflion  more: 

Your  maiden  name  ? 
Kit.   Sybthorpe. 

0  Wild.    Lydia,  from  Ablngton,  in  the  county  of 
■  Berks  ? 

Kit.  The  fame. 

0  Wild.  As  1  fufpe6led.     So  then  the  whole  flory  is 
true,  and  the  monfter  is  marry'd  at  lail. 

rWild.  Me,  Sir!   By  all  that's 

0  Wild.  Eternal  dumbnefs    feize    thee,    meaiureleft 
liar! 

T  Wild.  If  not  me,    hear  this  gentleman- Mar- 
quis— 

Pap.  Not  I ;  I'll  be  drawn  into  none  of  your  fcrapcs  t 
1  it 
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It  Is  a  pit  of  your  own  digging ;  and  fo  get  out  as  well 
as  you  can.     Mean  time  Til  fliift  for  myfelf.  [£.y/V. 

0  Wild.  What  evafion  now,  monller  ? 

M.  God.  Deceiver! 

OWild.  Liar! 

M.  God.  Impoilor ! 

T  Wild.  Why,  this  is  a  general  combination  to  di- 
ilraft  me  ;  but  I  will  be  heard.  Sir,  you  are  grofsly 
impos'd  upon  :  the  low  contriver  of  this  woman's  fhal- 
low  artifice  I  ihall  foon  find  means  to  difcover  ;  and  as 
to  you.  Madam,  with  whom  I  have  been  fuddenly  fur- 
prls*d  Into  a  contraft,  I  moft  folemnly  declare  this  is 
the  firft  time  I  ever  fat  eyes  on  you. 

0  Wild.  Amazing  confidence  !  Did  not  I  bring  her 
at  your  own  requeft  ? 

r  Wild.  No. 

M  God.  Is  not  this  your  own  letter  ? 

r  Wild,  No, 

Kit.  Am  not  I  your  wife  ? 

rwiid.  No. 

0  Wild,  Did  not  you  own  it  to  me  ? 

T  Wild.  Yes — that  is — no,  no. 

Kit.  Hear  me. 

T  Wild.  No. 

M  God.  Anfwer  me. 

rwiid.  No. 

0  Wild.  Have  not  I— 

T  Wild.  No,  no,  no.  Zounds !  you  are  all  mad  ;  and 
if  I  ftay,  I  fliall  catch  the  infeftion.  [^x/A 

Enter  Sir  James  Elliot  and  Mifs  Grantam. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mr  Gr.  Finely  perform'd. 

0  Wild.  You  have  kept  your  promife,  and  I  thank 
you.  Madam. 

M  Gr.  My  medicine  was  fomewhat  rough,  Sir ;  but 
In  defperatc  cafes,  you  know 

0  Wild.  If  his  cure  is  completed,  he  will  gratefully 
acknowledge  the  caufe  ;  if  not,  the  punifhment  comes 
far  fhort  of  his  crimes.  It  is  needlefs  to  pay  you  any 
compliments.  Sir  James ;  with  that  lady  you  can't  fail 
to  be  happy.  I  fhan't  venture  to  hint  a  fcheme  I  have 
greatly  at  heart,  till  Wc  have  undeniable  proofs  of  the 

Vol.  II.  K  fuccefi 
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fuccefs  of  our  operations.     To  the  ladies,  indeed,  no 
charafter  is  fo  dangerous  as  that  of  a  liar: 

They  in  the  fairefl  fames  can  fix  a  flaw, 
And  vanquifh  females  whom  they  never  faw. 


EPILOGUE. 

Between  Mifs  Grantam  and  Old  Wilding. 

By  a  Man  cf  FapioTi. 

M.Gr.  TTOl.T).  S'll 

J^  Our  plot  concluded,  and  ftrift  juftlce  done, 
Let  me  be  heard  as  counfc!  for  your  Ton. 
.'\cquit  I  can't,   I  mean  to  mitigate  : 
Proicribe  all  lying,  what  would  he  the  fate 
Of  this  and  every  other  carihly  ftate  ? 
ConfiHer,  Sir,  if  once  you  cry  it  down. 
You'll  fhiit  up  ev'ry  cofTce-houfe  in  town  : 
The  tribe  of  politicians  will  want  food  ; 
Kv'n  now  half  faniini'd — for  the  public  good. 
All  Grubftreet  murderers  of  men  and  fenfe, 
And  ev'ry  office  of  intelligence, 
All  would  be  bankrupts,  the  whole  lying  race, 
And  no  Gazette  to  publifh  iheir  difgrace. 

0.  Wild.  Too  rcild  a  fentencc ;  muft  the  good  and  great 
Patriots  be  wronged,  that  bookfellers  may  eat  ? 

M.  Gr.  Your  patience.  Sir;  yet  hear  another  word. 
Turn  to  that  hall  where  Juftice  wic'ds  her  Avord: 
J  aink  in  what  narrow  limits  you  would  draw, 
By  this  profcription,  all  the  fons  of  law  : 
For  'lis  the  fix'd,  detcrmin'd  rule  of  courts, 
Vyner  will  tell  ycu,  nay,  ev'n  Coke's  reports, 
All  pleaders  may,  when  difficulties  rifc,  _ 
To  gain  one  truth,  expend  a  hundred  lies. 

0.  JVili.  To  cuib  this  praftice  I  am  fomewhat  loath  ; 
A  lawyer  has  no  credit  l)Ut  an  oath. 

M.  Gr.  Then  to  the  foftcr  fex  Tome  favour  fliow  : 
Leave  no  poflclfion  of  oxw  modeft  No  ! 

(J.  Wild.  Oh,  freely,   Mi'am,  we'll  that  allowance  give, 
S  )  that  two  Noes  be  held  affirmative  : 
i'rovided  ever  that  your  piili  and  fie. 
On  all  occafions  fliould  be  deem'd  a  lie. 

M.  Gr.  Hard  terms ! 
On  this  rejoinder  then  I  reft  my  caufc  ; 
SliOuU  uli  psy  hon-!?£e  to  Truth's  facrc!  l.iws, 

lAt 
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I.H  US  examine  what  would  be  the  cafe  : 
Why,   many  a  great  man  would  be  out  of  pl:^ce. 

0.  Wild.  'Twould  many  a  virtuous  character  reftorc. 

M   Or.   l)Ut  take  a  charadler  from  many  more. 

0.  V/ild.  Though  on  the  fide  of  bad  the  balance  fall, 
Better  10  find  few  good,  than  fear  for  all 

M.Gr.  Strong  are  your  rcafons;  yet,  ere  I  fubmit, 
I  mean  to  take  the  voices  of  the  pit. 
Is  it  your  pleafures  that  we  make  a  rule, 
'^I'hat  ev'ry  liar  be  proclaini'da  fi7ol, 
Fit  fubjcftj  for  our  author's  ridicule  ? 
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CUNNING    MAN. 

A    MUSICAL    ENTERTAINMENT. 

IN    TWO    ACTS. 

From  the  D^vin  d^  Fitkge  of  Roubseau. 

Br  Dr  CHARLES   BURNET. 


Dramatis  Persons. 

Drury-Lane, 
Cunning  Man,  .  .  Mr  Charopncfs. 

tW/«,  *  •  Mr  Vernon. 

JPhabe,  •  .  Mrs  Arne. 

Villagers. 


ACT        I. 

T/>e  Theatre  reprefents  a  rural  fcefje,  *with  the  Cunning 
Man*/  houfe  on  the  fids  of  a  hill, 

Phgebe,  {juieeping^  and  ^mi ping  her  eyes  fwith  her  apron.) 

AIR. 

O  ST  is  all  my  peace  of  mind. 
Since  my  Colin  proves  unkind  : 
Alas  !  he's  gone  for  ever. 
Ah,  fmce  he  has  learned  to  rove, 
Fain  would  I  forget  my  love  : 

Ah  me  !  ah  me  !  vain  is  my  endeavour. 

RE- 
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RECITATIVE. 
He  lovM  me  once — thence  flows  my  pain  ; 
Who  then  is  fhe  has  won  my  fwain  ? 
Some  charming  nymph  ? — Ah,  fimple  fair ! 
And  fear'll  thou  not  my  ills  to  fhare  ? 
Colin  for  me  has  ceas'd  to  burn  ; 

Thou  too,  ere  long,  may'il  have  thy  turn • 

But  why  for  ever  thus  complain  ? 
Since  nought  can  cure  my  love, 
And  all  augments  my  pain  ! 

AIR. 
<  Loft  is  all  my  peace  of  mind, 
*  Since  my  Colin  proves  unkind  : 

*  Alas,  he's  gone  for  ever  ! 
RECITATIVE. 

*  I  fain  would  hate  him nay,   I  ought  : 

*  Perhaps  he  loves  me  ftill — vain  thought ! 

*  Why,  then,  for  ever  from  me  fly, 

*  Whofe  prefence  once  was  all  his  joy  ?* 
Here  lives  a  Cunning  Man,  who  well 
Our  future  fortune  can  foretel. 

Ah,  there  he  is — of  him  I'll  know 
If  love  will  always  prove  my  foe. 

Enter  Cunning  Man. 
(Phoebe  telling  money y  andhefiiating  as  Jhe  approaches  the 
Cunning  Man,  to  nuhom  fhe  gives  the  money^  ^hichfie 
had  been  counting  and  folding  in  a  paper  during  the  prec- 
lude.) 
Phcehe.    Will  Colin  ne'er  be  mine  again  ? 

Tell  me  if  death  muft  end  my  pain? 
C.Man.  I  read  your  heart,  and  his  can  tell — 

Phoebe.     O  Heav'n! 

C.  Man.  — Your  grief  affuage —  -      ' 

Phcebe.    —Well ! 
Colin— 
C.  Man.  — To  yeu  is  falfe  of  late — 

Phxhe.    Ah  me,   I  die  ! goon — 

C.  Man.  — And  yet 

He  always  loves  you  : — 
Phyhe.  — What  !  what  faid  ye  ! 
C.  Man,  More  artful;  but  Icfs  fair,  the  lady 

K  3  Whc^ 
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Who  dwells  hard  by — 
Phxhe.    — To  here  he  roves  ? 
C.  Man,  But  you,  I've  faid,  he  alv^^ays  loves— 
PhfEbe.     And  always  flies  ! — 
C.  Man.  — On  me  depend, 

I  foon  the  rover  back  will  fend. 
Colin  is  vain,  and  fond  of  drefs, 
And  that  has  made  him  love  you  lefs  i 
An  outrage,  by  my  art  I  fwear, 
His  love  hereafter  (hall  repair. 
A     I     R. 
Phoehe.       Had  I  heard  each  am'rous  ditty 

Breath'd  by  fparks  about  the  town  ; 
Ah,  liow  many  fpruce  and  witty 
Lovers  there  I  might  have  won  [ 

Drefs'd  as  fine  as  any  lady, 

I  fhould  then  each  day  have  (hone. 

Bright  and  beautiful  as  May-day, 
With  rich  lace  and  ribands  on. 
Had  I  heard,  &c. 

But  for  love  of  this  ungrateful, 
I  from  cv'ry  joy  could  part ; 
Rich  attire  to  me  were  hateful. 
If  it  robb'd  him  of  my  heart. 
Had  I  heard,  &c. 
RECITATIVE, 
C.  Man,  His  heart  I'll  foon  rcilore  ; 

Beware  you  never  lofe  it  more  ; 

But  firft,  his  pafTion  to  increafe, 

Feign,  feign,  fair  maid,  to  love  him  lefe. 

A     I     R. 
If  uneafy,  love  increafes^ ; 
If  contented,  found  he  fleeps  : 
She  who  with  coquetry  tcazes. 
Fall  in  chains  her  fhepherd  keeps* 
RECITATIVE. 
Phoele.      Refign'd  to  your  advice  alone — 
€.  Man,  With  Colin  you  muft  change  your  tone. 
Pbixbs,       Though  hard  the  taflc,   I  yet  will  feign 
To  imitate  the  fickle  fwain. 


AIR. 
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AIR. 

1*11  teaze  him  and  fret  him, 
And  feem  to  forget  him  ; 
1*11  try  ev'ry  art  to  recover  my  fwain  ; 
Difguifmg  my  forrow, 
The  airs  I  will  borrow 
Of  flirts  and  coquettes,  whom  at  heart  I  difdaln. 
RECITATIVE. 
C.  Man.   Be  wife,  howe'er  you  fright  th*  ingrate, 
Nor  him  too  clofely  imitate. — 
My  art  now  fays  he'll  foon  be  here  ; 
I'll  call  you  when  you  may  ai)pear. 

lExU  Phcebe. 
C.  Man.  Tho'  Colin  told  me  all  I  know. 

He  wonders — I  can  conjure  fo — 

*  And  both  admire  the  magic  fpell, 

*  By  which  I  find  out — what  they  tell — 
Here  comes  the  fwain — and  now  I'll  try- 
To  touch  his  heart  with  jealoufy. 

Enter  Colin. 
Cclin.         By  love  and  your  inftru6lions  wife, 

I  now  for  Phoebe  wealth  defpife. 

I  pleas'd  her  once  in  habit  plain, 

"What  greater  blifs  can  fin'ry  gain^ 
C.  Man.  Thou'rt  now  forgot,  fo  long  thou'ft  rang'd* 
Colin.         Forgot !   Oh  heav'n  !   is  Phoebe  changed  ? 
C>  Man.  Did  ever  woman,  young  and  fair. 

For  wrongs  like  hers,  revenge  forbear  I 
■Colin,         No,  no,  my  Phoebe  will  ne'er  deceive  me> 
She  will  ne'er  forget  her  vows  : 

For  other  fhepherd  can  fhe  leave  me  .^ 
Can  fhe  be  another's  fpoufe  ? 
RECITATIVE. 
C.  Man.  No  fhepherd's  now  to  you  preferr'd ; 

But  'tis  a  young  and  handfome  lord. 
Colin.        Who  told  you  fo  ? — ^ 
C.  Man.  — My  art — 
Colin,        —No  doubt. 

Your  M\\  all  fecrets  can  find  out ! — 

Alas  I  how  dearly  I  fliall  pay 

For  being  weakly  led  ailray  \ 
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Is  Phoebe  then  for  ever  loft  ? 
C*  Man,   By  fortune  love  is  often  croft. 
If  pretty  fellows  we  muft  be, 
'Tis  fometimes  at  our  coft,  you  fee. 
Colin.         Oh,  lend  your  aid  ! — 
C.  Man,  — L€t  me  confult 

My  books— The  taflc  is  difficult.  \_Exit  Colin. 

\The  Cunning   Man   takes   a  conjur'fng  book  out  of  his 

pocket t  and  ^vith  kis  nuhiis  'wand  for??is  a  fpell  during 

the  fyjnphony.~\ 

C*  Man.  The  charm  is  ended,  \_Enter  Colin* 

Hither  comes  the  maid  offended. 
Colin,        Can  1  appeafe  her  juft  difdain  ? 

Her  pardon  may  I  hope  t'obtain  ? 
C,  Man.  A  heart  that's  truly  kind  and  tender, 

Propitious  foon  a  nymph  may  render — 
But  at  yon  fountain  wait,  till  fhe 
Approach,  and  fpeak  your  deftinv.  [i?x//Col. 
C,  Man.   But  lirft  I'll  fee  th'  affiided  maid,' 
And  with  my  fage  advice  will  aid. 
From  lovers,  credulous  as  thefe, 
I  quickly  gain  both  fame  and  fees  ; 
And  ftiall,  when  once  their  union's  crown'd, 
Be  prais'd  by  all  the  neighbours  round  : 
Who  hither  haften  from  all  parts. 
To  learn  who  Heals  their  goods — and  hearts. 
For,  luckily,  they  ne'er  find  out 
Whence  all  our  fcience  comes  about. 

AIR. 
Some  think  in  the  ftars  we  are  able, 
Paft,  prefent,  and  future  to  read  : 
Some  think,  from  white  wand,  or  gown  fable. 
The  whole  art  and  myft'iy  proceed. 
But  they  know  not  the  plan 
Of  a  true  Cunning  Man. 

When  fortune  will  Kude  be,  or  civil. 

Some  think  we  by  magic  are  told ; 

And  fome,  that  we  deal  with  the  devil,. 

To  whom  we've  our  carcaffes  fold : 

But  that's  not  .the  plan 

Of  a  true  Cunning  Maa. 

But 
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But  wlien  folks  have  been  at  our  dwelling, 

And  to  us  have  their  fecrets  betray'd, 
We  for  hearing  their  tale — and  then  telling. 
Are  fure  to  be  very  well  paid. — 
And  this  is  the  plan 
Of  a  true  Cunning  Man.  [^.viV, 

ACT      11. 

Scene  I.    A  Country  Profpen. 

Colin  folo, 

A  I  R. 

I  Soon  my  charming  nymph  fhall  view ; 
Fine  houfes,  grandeur,  wealth  adieu  ! 
No  more  by  you  my  love  is  croft. 
If  my  tears, 
My  anxious  cares, 
Can  touch  the  maid  whom  I  adore, 
I  then  may  fee  renew'd  once  more 

Thofe  happy  moments  I  have  loft! 
I  then  may  fee,  &c. 

Love  with  love,  if  but  repaid. 

Is  there  need  of  other  blifs  ? 
Give  me  back  thy  heart,  fweet  maid  ! 

Colin  has  reftor'd  thee  his. 

Now  my  crook  and  oaten  reed, 

Shall  my  only  trappings  prove : 
Blefs'd  with  Phoebe,  fhall  1  need 

Other  treafures  than  her  love  ? 
Love  with  love,  &c. 

What  great  lords  did  ev'ry  hour 

For  my  Phcjebe  fondly  figh  ! 
Yet,  in  fpight  of  all  their  pow'r^ 

They  lefs  happy  are  than  I. 

Love  with  love,  if  but  repaid, 

Is  there  need  of  other  blifs  ? 
Give  me  back  thy  heart,  fweet  maid  ! 

Colin  has  reftor'd  thee  his, 

EnUr 
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Enter  Phcrbe. 
REGIT,  accompanied. 
CoL     Ah!   here  fhe  comes     I  tremble  at  her  fight. — 

I'll  e'en  retreat— She^s  loft  if  once  I  ily.     ^Afide, 
Phxb.  He  fees  me  now — I'm  In  a  dreadful  fright ! 

Be  ftill,  my  heart [4^^- 

Col.     — I'll  e'en  my  fortune  try.  \^/ljlde„ 

Phxh.Vm  nearer  got  than  I  at  firft  defign'd.         \_AJide. 

Col.     On,  on  I'll  go  ;  there's  no  retreat,  I  tind —  \Aftde, 

^JTo  Phoebe,  in  a  foothtng  and  confufed  tone  ofvuice.'] 

Sweet  Phcebe  !  are  you  angry,  fay  ? 

I  Colin  am O  look  this  way  ! 

Phoeb*  Me  Colin  lov'd — Colin  was  true— 

I  fee  not  Colin — yet  fee  you. 
CoL     My  heart  has  never  chang'd — feme  vile 

Enchantment  did  my  fenfe  beguile. 

But  our  fagacious  Cunning  Man 

Has  broke  the  charm — and  now,  again, 

In  fpite  of  envy,  you  will  find, 

I'm  Colin  ftill,  and  ftill  more  kind. 
Phceh.  I,  in  my  turn,  am  nowpurfu'd 

By  fpell,  which  ne'er  can  be  fubdu'd 

By  Cunning  Man — 
Col.     Unhappy  me  ! 
Pheb.  A  youth  of  greater  conftancy — 
Col.     Ah  !  death  will  quickly  end  my  fmart, 

If  Phoebe  from  her  vows  depart ! 
Phxb.  Your  future  cares  in  vain  will  prove ; 

No,  Colin,  you  no  more  I  love. 
Col,     Your  love  fiom  me's  not  yet  departed ; 
No,  confult  firft  well  your  breaft  : 

To  kill  me,  were  you  fo  hard-hearted, 
Would  deftroy  your  peace  and  reft. 
Pbceb.  Ah  me  !    ^Jfide.'] — No,  by  you  betray'd, 

Ufelefs  all  your  cares  will  prove, 

Since  Colin  now  T  ceafe  to  love. 
Col»     I'm  then  undone  ! — Ah,  cruel  maid  ! 

Since  'tis  your  will  that  I  ftiould  die, 

For  ever  I'll  the  village  fly.  [Cc/Vj. 

PM,Ahy  Colin! — 

Col,     —What?—  IRcturning 

Phxb. 


1 
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Phceh.  — And  wilt  thou  go  ? 

Col.     Mull  I  then  feel  the  double  wo, 

To  lofe  thy  heart,  forego  thy  charms, 
And  fee  thee  in  a  rivaPs  arms  ? 
DUET. 
Phuch.  While  I  my  Colin  knew  to  pleafe, 

No  other  wifh  I  had  to  name. 
Col.     I  thought  my  joy  could  never  ceafc. 

While  Phcebe  own'd  a  mutual  flame. 
Phceh.  But  fmce  to  me  his  heart's  denied, 

Mine's  given  to  another  fwain. 
Col.  Ah!   fmce  the  gentle  knot's  untied, 
Docs  another  blifs  remain  ? 
My  dear  Phoebe  then  will  leave  me  ! 
Ph(Eh,      1  fear  a  lover  who'll  deceive. 
Both.  I  difengage  me  in  my  turn  : 

My  heart's  now  in  a  peaceful  flate, 
A  nd  will,  if  poflible,  forget, 

That  e'er  It  did  for  ■^,     ,     burn, 
riioebe 

CoL     However  great  the  wealth  or  pleafure 

Which  new  engagements  would  have  given  ; 

Phcebe  1  thought  a  greater  treafure 

Than  all  the  goods  that's  under  heav'n. 

Phxh.  Though  a  young  and  charming  lord 

Has  often  woo'd  me  to  his  arms  ; 

Colin  was  fondly  then  preferr'd 

To  all  his  proffer'd  wealth  and  charms. 

Col     Ah,  my  Phcebe!— 

Pkxh*  — Ah,  too  fickle  fwain  ! 

Muft  I  then  love,  in  fpight  of  all  difdain  ? 

P  R  E  L  U  D  E. 

[Phoebe  reminds  Colin  cf  a  riband  in  his  hat,  nvhich  had 

bsen  given  him   by  the  lady  :  He  throivs  it  awjay.,  and 

floe  aives  him  a  more  ordinary  one.,  'which  he  receiver 

'with  tranjport,^ 

DUET. 

Col.     Colin  now  his  faith  has  plighted, 

Nor  longer  will  rove. 

2^hvl>.  Phcebe  now  her  heart  has  plighted, 

And  conllant  will  prove. 

Both, 
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Both,  When  by  Hymen  united. 
How  endlefs  our  love  ! 

Enter  Cunning  Man. 
€.  Man.  My  pow*r  has  caused  th*  en  chantment  dire  to  ceafe. 

And,  fpight  of  envy,  giv^n  your  love  increafe. 
CoL     Our  thanks  by  this  are  ill  exprefs'd. 

\_They  feverally  offer  him  a  prefent, 
a  Man.  Pm  amply  paid,  if  you  are  blels'd. 

\_Receiving  nvSth  both  hand/, 
AIR. 
Hafte,  hafte,  ye  maidens  fair  ; 
Hafte,  hafte,  ye  jocund  fwains  : 

Aflemble  here,  affemble  here, 
And  imitate  this  pair. 
Gay  fhepherds,  quit  the  plains  ; 
'  Fair  nymphs  from  village  hafte  : 

Their  joy,  in  tuneful  ftrains, 
Come  iif^gi  and  learn  to  tafte. 
Enter  a  Company  of  Villagers  of  both  /exes, 

DANCE. 
CHORUS.      llVtth  the  Cunning  Man.] 
Since  Colin  now  has  ceasM  to  range, 
Let's  celebrate  the  happy  change  : 
May  their  home  be  blell  with  peace. 
And  their  love  each  day  increafe  ! 
«  C  H  O  R  U  S.      llVithout  the  Cunning  Man.] 

*  Sing,  ye  nymphs  and  fhepherds,  the  praifes, 

*  Loudly  fing  of  our  Cunning  Man. 

*  A  dead  paflion  to  life  he  raifes, 

*  And  makes  true  and  happy  the  fwais. 

PASTORAL    DANCE. 
\T'he  Jljepherdeffes  give  a   nofegay   /c  Colin,  ^ujho  imrne- 
diately  prefents  it  to  Phoebe.] 
\TheJhepherds  give  Phcebe  a  nofegay,  ivho,  in  her  turnf 
gives  it  to  Colin.] 
<  A     I     R. 
CoL     *  In  my  cottage  obfcure, 

*  New  evils  for  ever  I  fhare  ; 

<  Now  cold,  now  heat  I  endure, 

*  Nor  am  e'er  free  from  labour  and  care. 

2  «  But 
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<  But  if  Phoebe's  my  bride. 

*  And  will  all  my  paft  follies  forgcti 

*  While  with  her  I  refide, 

*  A  thatch'd  houfe  will  have  nought  to  regret. 

*  From  the  mead  or  the  field, 

*  If,  fatigu'd,  I  return  when  'tis  night ; 

*  New  life,  new  vigour,  fhe'il  yield, 

*  New  comfort  and  joy  to  my  fight. 

i  Ere  the  fun  gilds  the  plains, 

*  Or  reddens  the  tops  of  the  groves, 

*  I  fhall  charm  all  my  pains 

*  By  fmging  with  rapture  our  loves. 

*  C.  Man.  We  all  with  zeal  mufl  here  efiay 

*  To  fignalize  ourfelves  to-day  : 

*  And  fince  I  cannot  jump  fo  high  as  you, 

*  My  part  ihall  be  %o  ling  a  fong  that's  new. 

*  ^Pulls  a  fong  out  of  his  pocket ^  andjings* 
*  A     I     R. 

*  Sometimes  a  pafllon's  rais'd  by  art, 

*  Sometimes  'tis  nature  gives  the  fmart ; 
«  Though  courtly  lovers  well  can  charm, 
«  Yet  village  hearts  are  Hill  more  warm. 

*  Love  is  juft  like  April  weather, 

*  Ne'er  the  fame  an  hour  together : 

*  Froward,  fickle,  wanton,  wild, 

*  Nothing,  nothing  but  a  child. 

«  Coh      'Tis  but  a  child,  'tis  but  a  child. 
<  RECITATIVE. 
<  Stay,  ftay,  there  other  verfes  are  — 
*  And  very  pretty  too,  1  fwear. 
«  \To  the  Cunning  Man,   <who  is  putting  the  fong  in  kis 
*  pocket.'] 

*  P/jce.   Let's  fee,  let's  fee — I  eager  burn, 

*  To  fing  a  ftanza  in  my  turn. 

A     I     R. 
Though  here  alone  with  nature  love 
In  fimple  guife  delights  to  rove ; 
In  other  places,  he  no  lefs 
Aff'eds  the  borrow'd  charms  of  drefs. 

Vol,  II.  S  lote 
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Love  Is  jiift  like  April  weather, 
Ne'er  the  fame  an  hour  together : 
-    Froward,  fickle,  wanton,  wild, 
Nothing,  nothing  but  a  child. 
CHORUS. 
'Tis  but  a  child,  'tis  but  a  child. 
Col.     A  cherifh'd  flame  we  often  fee 
ProducM  by  ingenuity  ; 
A  fickle  heart  we  oft  retain 
By  arts  coquetifli,  light  and  vain. 
Love  Is  juft  like  April,   &c. 

*  PIjT'   Yet  love  difpofes  of  us  all, 

'  At  his  own  fancy's  fickle  call : 

*  Black  jealoufy  he  now  permits, 

*  Now  puniflies  our  jealous  fits. 

*  Love  is  j lift  like  April,  &c. 

*  Co!,     From  fair  to  fair,  while  fickly  toft, 

*  The  happy  moment's  often  loft  : 

*  A  fwain  quite  conftant  oft  will  find, 

*  He's  lefs  belov'd  than  one  unkind. 

*  Love  Is  juft  like  April,  &c. 

*  Phw»    On  mortals  each  caprice  to  prove, 

*  Now  fmlles,  now  tears,  awaken  love  : 

«  Rebuff'd— rebuff'd— •  IFinds  it  difficult  to  read, 
«  Colin,      \Who  helps  her  to  decypher  //.] 

*  — Rebuff'd  by  rigour,  far  he  flies. 

*  Phce.    By  favours  weaken'd,  faints,  and  dies, 

*  Both,  Love  Is  juft  like  April  weather, 

*  Ne'er  the  fame  an  hour  together ; 

*  Froward,  fickle,  wanton,  wild, 

*  Nothing,  nothing  but  a  child. 

'CHORUS. 

*  'Tis  but  a  child,  'tis  but  a  child. 

*  A     I     R. 
^  Pt.Qg.  United  with  the  fwain  T  love, 

*  My  life  a  round  of  joy  will  prove; 

*  Of  grief  we  ne'er  can  feel  the  fting, 

*  While  thus  we  laugh  and  dance  and  fing, 

*  What  a  blefling  Is  life, 

*  If  'tis  feafon'd  by  love  ! 

*  No  care,  no  forrow  or  ftrlfe, 

*  Can  Its  ioy  e'er  remove, 
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*  Thus  a  gentle  river  flows, 
<  Meand'ring  as  it  goes, 
<  Through  flow'ry  meads  which  grace  its  way 

*  With  all  that's  fair,  and  fweet,  and  gay. 

*  United  with  the  fwain  I  love, 

*  My  life  a  round  of  joy  will  prove  ; 

*  Of  grief  we  ne'er  can  feel  the  Iling, 

*  While  thus  we  laugh,  and  dance,  and  fing.* 

A     I     R. 
Let  us  now  dance  with  mirth  and  glee  ; 

LafTes  and  lads,  beat,  beat  the  ground ; 
Let  us  now  dance  all  under  this  tree, 
To  the  fweet  pipe's  enlivening  found. 
CHORUS 
[Repeats  ivith  htr  ;  the  villagers  dancing  at  thefajne  time.']^ 
Let  us  BOW  dance,  &c. 

Let  us  firft  fing,  then  dance  to  each  air ; 

And  in  the  joy  that  all  may  have  part, 
Let  each  fwain  dance  wath  his  fav'rite  fair, 

And  let  each  lafs  have  the  lad  of  her  heart. 
Then  let  us  now  dance,  &c. 

Tho'  noife  and  fplendour  they  boaft  of  in  town, 
More  heart-felt  enjoyments  our  fellivals  crown  : 

While  dance  and  fong 

Our  blifs  prolong, 

And  beauty  warms        ^ 

With  artlcfs  charms 

What  mufic  e'er  with  our  pipes  can  compare  ? 

Then  let  us  all  dance  with  mirth  and  glee  ; 

Laffes  and  lads,  beat,  beat  the  ground  j 
Let  us  then  dance  all  under  this  tree 

To  the  fweet  pipe's  enhv'ning  found. 
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IN    TWO    ACTS. 
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Ckrhncnt, 
Captain  Capf, 
Mr  Harlo-u', 
*  Mr  Heart-well, 


Mi/s  Harlo-Wy 
'Irlfte, 


Dramatis  Persons. 


M    E    N. 

Drury-Lnne. 
MrObrien. 
Mr  King. 
Mr  Kennedy. 
Mr  Philips. 
Mr  Caftlc, 


Bdlnlurrk,  I  78i, 
Mr  Ward. 
Mr  Johnfoa. 
Mr  Sparks, 


WOMEN. 

Mifs  Hanghton.  Mrs  Woods. 

,         Mifs  Kennedy.  Mrs  Sparks. 

.  Mifs  Hippifley.  Mrs  Mountfort 


ACT 


I. 


M 


Enter  Mrs  Harlow  and  Mifs  Harlow. 
Mrs  Harlow. 


,Y  dear  fifter,  let  me  tell  you — 

Mifs  Har.  But,  my  dear  fifter,  let  me  tell  you  it  is 
in  vain  ;  you  can  fay  nothing  that  will  have  any  effeft. 

Mrs  Har.  Not  if  you  won't  hear  me — only  hear  me — 

Mifs  Har.  Oh,  ma'am,  I  know  you  love  to  hear 
yourfelf  talk,  and  fo  pleafe  yourfelfj — but  I  am  refol- 
ved— 

Mrs  Har.  Your  refolution  may  alter. 

Mif  Har.  Never.  y 

Mrs  Har*  Upon  a  little  confideration. 

Mifs 
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Miff  Har,  Upon  no  conlideration. 

Mrs  Har^  You  don't  know  how  that  may  be,  — Re- 
coiled, filler,  that  you  are  no  chicken — you  arc  not  now 
of  tlie  age  that  becomes  giddinefs  and  folly. 

Mifs  Har,  Age,  Ma'am — 

Mrs  Har.  Do  but  hear  me,  filler — do  but  hear  me— - 
A  perfon  of  your  years 

Mifs  Har.  My  years,  filler  ! — Upon  my  word  ! 

Mrs  Har.  Nay,  no  offence,  filler — 

Mifs  Har,  But  there  is  offence.  Ma'am : — I  don't 
underlland  what  you  meant  by  it — always  thwarting  me 
with  my  years — my  years,  indeed  I — when  perhaps. 
Ma'am,  if  I  was  to  die  of  old  age,  fome  folks  might 
have  reafon  to  look  about  them. 

Mrs  Har.  She  feels  it,  I  fee — Oh,  I  delight  in  mor- 
tifying her.  \_Afide.'\  —  Siller,  if  I  did  not  love  you,  I 
am  fure  1  Ihould  not  talk  to  you  in  this  manner — But 
how  can  you  make  fo  unkind  a  return  now,  as  to  alarm 
me  about  myfelf  ? — In  fome  fixteen  or  eighteen  years 
after  you,  to  be  fure,  I  own  I  fliall  begin  to  think  of 
making  my  will How  could  you  be  fo  fevere  ? 

Mifs  Har.  Some  fixteen  or  eighteen  years.  Ma'am ! 
If  you  would  own  the  truth,  Ma'am — I  believe,  Ma'am 
— you  would  find.  Ma'am,  that  the  difparity,  Ma'ani, 
is  not  fo  very  great.  Ma'am 

Mrs  Har.  Well,  1  vow  palTion  becomes  you  inordi- 
nately.  It  blends  a  few  rofes  with  the  lilies  of  your 

cheek,  and 

Mfs  Har.  And  though  you  are  married  to  my  bro- 
ther, Ma'am,  I  would  have  you  to  know,  Ma'am,  that 
you  are  not  thereby  any  way  authorifed,  Ma'am,  to 
take  unbecoming  hberties  with  his  filler. 1  am  inde- 
pendent of  my  brother.  Ma'am — my  fortune  is  in  my 
own  hands.  Ma'am;  and.  Ma'am — 

Mrs  Har.  Well,  do  you  know  now,  when  your  blood 
circulates  a  little,  that  I  think  you  look  mighty  well  i* — 
But  you  was  in  the  wrong  not  to  marry  at  my  age — 

fvveet  three  and  twenty  ! You  can't  conceive  what  a 

deal  of  good  it  would  have  done  your  temper  and  your 
fpirits,  if  you  had  married  early — 
^Mfi  Har.  Infolent !— provoking — female  malice — 

Mrs  Har.  But  to  be  waiting  till  it  is  ;dmoil  too  late 
►^  3  J5 
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in  the  day,  and  force  one's  felf  to  fay  ftrange  things — - 
with  the  tongue  and  heart  at  variance  all  the  time :  — — 
•*  I  don't  niind  the  hideous  men — I  am  very  happy  as  I 
am" — and  all  that  time,  my  dear,  dear  filler — to  be  upon 
the  tenter-hooks  of  expectation 

Mifs  Har.   I  upon  tenter-hooks  ? 
Mrs  Har,  And  to  be  at  this  v/ork  of  four  grapes,  till 
one  is  turned  of  three  and  forty — 

Mifs  Har.  Three  and  forty,    Ma'am! 1   defire, 

filler — I  defire,  Ma'am — three  and  forty,  Ma'am 

Mrs  Har.  Nay,  nliy,  nay  ;  don't  be  angry — don^t 
blame  me — blame  my  hiifband  ;  he  is  your  own  brother, 
you  know,  and  he  knows  your  age He  told  me  fo. 

Mifs  Har,  Oh,  Ma'am,  I  fee  your  drift — but  you 
need  not  give  yourfelf  thofe  airs.  Ma'am — the  men  don't 

fee  with  your  eyes.  Ma'am Years,  indeed! — three 

and  forty,  truly  ! — I'll  affure  you — upon  my  word — 

liah !    very  fine! But  I  fee  plainly.  Ma'am,  what 

you  are  at — Mr  Clerlmont,  Madam!  —  Mr  Cierimont, 
filler  !  that's  what  frets  you — A  young  hufband.  Ma'am 
— younger  than  your  hufl)and,  Ma'am — Mr  Cierimont, 

let  me  tell  you,  Ma'am 

Enter  Trifle. 

Trif,  O  rare  news,  Ma'am  !  charming  news  ! — We 
have  got  another  letter 

Mifs  Har.   From  whom  ? — frop\  Mr  Cierimont  ? 

where  Is  it  ? 

Trif  Yes,   Ma'am — from  Mr  Cierimont,  Ma'am. 

Mifs  Har.  Let  me  fee  it — let  me  fee  it — quick 

quick —  IReadf. 

"  Madam, 

*<  The  honour  of  a  letter  from  you  has  fo  filled  my 
*<  mind  with  joy  with  gratitude,  that  I  want  words  of 
<*  force  to  reach  but  half  my  meaning.  I  can  only  fay, 
**  that  you  have  revived  a  heart  that  was  expiring  for 
«*  you,  and  now  beats  for  you  alone." 

There,  filler,  mind  that ! — Years  indeed  ! 

iR.-ads  to  kerfelf 

Mrs  Harlo'-m.  I  wifh  you  joy,  filler. — I  wiih  I  had  not 
gone  to  Ranelagh  with  her  lail  week — Who  could  have 
thouglit  that  her  faded  beauties  would  have  made  fuch 
RH  impreffion  OEt  him  ?  ^Afuie. 

Mfs 
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Mifs  Har.  Mind  here  again,  fifter — [reads.) — "  Ever 
*'  fince  I  had  the  good  fortune  of  feeing  you  at  Rane- 
**  lagh,  your  idea  has  been  ever  prefent  to  me  ;  and 
*'  fince  you  now  give  me  leave,  I  (liall,  without  delay, 
**  wait  upon  your  brother  ;  and  whatever  terms  he  pre- 
"  fcribes,  I  fliall  readily  fubfcribe  to ;  for  to  be  your 
**  flave  is  dearer  to  me  than  liberty.  1  have  the  ho- 
**  nour  to  remain 

**  The  humbled  of  your  admirers, 

**  Clerimont» 

There,  filler  !— 

Mrs  Heir.  Well,  I  wifh  you  joy  again — but  remem- 
ber I  tell  you,  take  care  what  you  do. — He  is  young, 
and  of  courfe  giddy  and  inconftant. 

Mifs  Har.   He  is  warm,  paffionate,  and  tender — 

Mrs  Har.  But  you  don't  know  how  long  that  may 
laft — and  here  are  you  going  to  break  off  a  very  fuitablc 
match — v/hich  all  your  friends  liked  and  approved,  a 
match  with  Captain  Cape  ;  who  to  be  fure — 

Mifs  Har.  JDon't  name  Captain  Cape,  I  befeech  you, 
don't  name  him — 

Mrs  Har.  Captain  Cape,  let  me  tell  you,  is  not  to 
be  defpifed — He  has  acquired  by  his  voyages  to  India  a 
very  pretty  fortune — has-  a  charming  box  of  a  houfe  up- 
on Hackney -Marfh — and  is  of  an  age  every  way  fuit- 
able  to  you. 

Mifs  Har.  There  again  now  ! — age  \  age  !  age  !  for 
ever; — years — years — my  years  ! — But  I  tell  you  once 
for  all,  Mr  Clerimont  does  not  fee  with  your  eyes — I 
am  determined  to  hear  no  more  of  Captain  Cape — Odious 

Hackney-Marfh  ! Ah,  filler,  you  would  be  glad  to 

fee  me  married  in  a  middling  way — 

Mrs  Har.  I,  ftfter  ? — I  am  fure  nobody  will  rejoice 
more  at  your  preferment. — I  am  refolved  never  to  vifit 
her  if  Mr  Clerimont  marries  her —  \_Afide, 

Mifs  Har.  Well,  well,  I  tell  you,  Mr  Clerimont  has 
won  my  heart — young — handfome — rich — town -houfe, 

country-houfe — equipage To  him,    and  only  him, 

will  1  furrender  myfelf Three  and  forty  indeed  ! — 

ha,  ha  ! — You  fee,  my  dear,  dear  filler,  that  thefe  fea- 
tures are  flill  regular  and  blooming  ; that  the  lovc- 

diirting  eye  has  not  quite  forfook  me  j  and  that  I  have 

m:  de 
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made  a  conqueft  w4iich  your  boafted  youth  might  be 
vain  of — 

Mrs  Har.  Oh,  Ma'am,  I  beg  your  pardon  if  I  have 
taken  too  much  liberty  for  your  good. 

Mifs  Har.  I  humbly  thank  you  far  your  advice,  my 
fweet,  dear,  friendly  fifter — But  don't  envy  me,  I  beg 
you  won't ; — don't  fret  yourfelf:  you  can't  conceive 
what  a  deal  of  good  a   ferenity   of  mind  will  do  your 

health I'll   go  and  write  an  anfwer  diredilly  to  this 

charming,   charming  letter — Siller — your's. 1  fliall 

be  glad  to  fee  you,  filler,  at  my  houfe  in  Hill-ftreet, 
when  I  am  Mrs  Clerimont — and  remember  what  1  tell 
you — that  fome   faces   retain  their  bloom   and  beauty 

longer   than    you    imagine — my    dear  filler Come, 

Trifle — let  me  fly  this  moment — Siller,  your  fcj-vant. 

\_Rx'tt  ivith  Trip. 

Mrs  Har.  Yonr  fervant,    my  dear! A¥ell — I  am 

determined  to  lead  the  gayeft  life  in  nature,  if  fhe  mar- 
ries Clerimont — I'll  have  a  new  equipage,  that's  one 
thing — and  I'll  have  greater  routs  than  her,  that's  ano- 
ther  Pofitively,   1  mufl  outfliine  her  there — and  I'll 

keep  up  a  polite  enmity  with  her — go  and  fee  her,  may 
be  once  or  twice  in  a  winter- — "  Ma'am,  I  am  really  fo 
hurried  with   fuch   a   number  of  acquaintances,  that  I 

can't  poflibly  find  time." And  then  to  provoke  her, 

**  I  wiih  you  joy,  filler ;   I  hear  you  are  breeding." — 

ha,  ha  ! — that  will  fo  mortify  her **  I  wifh  it  may 

be  a  boy,  lifter" — ha,  ha  ! — And  then  when  her  huf- 
band  begins  to  defpife  her,  "  Really,  fifter,  I  pity  you 
■ — had  you  taken   my  advice,    and  married    the  India 

captain — your  cafe  is  a  compalfionate  one" Com- 

paflion  is  fo  infolent  when  a  body  feels  none  at  all — ha, 
ha  ! — it  is  the  fineft  way  of  infulting— - 
Enter  Mr  Karlow. 

Mr  Har.  So,  my  dear ;  how  are  my  fiftei-'s  affair» 
going  on  ? 

Mrs  Har.  Why,  my  dear,  file  has  had  another  letter 
from  Mr  Clerimont — Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch  an  odd 
unaccountable  thing  patched  up  in  a  hurry  here  ? 

Mr  Hat .   Why,  it  is  fudden,  to  be  fure — 

Mrs  Har.  Upon  my  word,  I  think  you  had  better 
»dvife  her  not  to  break  off  with  Captain  Cape, 

Mr 
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Mr  Har,  No — not  I 1  wifli  fhe  may  be  married 

to  one  or  other  of  them — for  her  temper  is  really  grown 
fo  very  four,  and  there  is  fuch  eternal  wrangling  between 
ye  both,  that  I  wifh  to  fee  her  in  her  own  houfe,  for  the 
peace  and  quiet  of  mine. 

Mrs  Har»  Do  you  know  this  Mr  Clerimont  ? 

Mr  Har,  No  ;  but  I  have  heard  of  the  family — — - 
There  is  a  very  fine  fortune — I  wifh  he  may  hold  his  in- 
tention. 

Mrs  Har,  Why,   I  doubt  it  vailly. 

Mr  Har.  And  truly  fo  do  I ;  for,  between  ourfeU-es, 
I  fee  no  charms  in  my  fitter. 

Mrs  Har.  For  my  part,  I  can't  comprehend  it— - 
How  (he  could  ilrike  his  fancy,  is  to  me  the  moft  aflo- 
nifhing  thing — After  this,  I  fliall  be  furprifed  at  no- 
thing. 

Mr  Har.  Well,  flrange  things  do  happen  : — So  /he 
is  but  married  out  of  the  way,  I  am  fatislied — An  old 
maid  in  a  houfe  is  the  devil. 

Enter  a  Servant'. 

Ser.   Mr  Clerimont,  Sir,  to  wait  on  you. 

Mr  Har,  Show  him  in.  \_Exit  fervant.'] — How  comes 
this  vifit,  pray  ? 

Mrs  Har.  My  fifter  wrote  to  him  to  explain  himfelf 

to  you Well,  it  is  mighty  odd — but   I'll  leave  you' 

to  yourfelves.     The  man  muft  be  an  idiot  to  think  of 

her.  \_Afidei  and  eKit, 

Enter  Mr  Clerimont. 

Mr  Har.   Sir,   1  am  glad  to  have  this  pleafure. 

Cler.  I  prefume.  Sir,  you  are  no  ftranger  to  the  bu- 
fmefs  that  occafions  this  vifit. 

Mr  Har.  Sir,  the  honour  you  do  me  and  my  family — 

Cler.  Oh,  Sir,  to  be  allied  to  your  family  by  fo  ten- 
der a  tie  as  a  marriage  with  your  fifter,  will  at  once  re- 
fled  a  credit  upon  me,  and  conduce  to  my  happlnefs  in 

the  moft  eftential  point The  lady  charmed  me  at  the 

very  firft  fight. 

Mr  Har.  The  devil  ftie  did  !  l^fide, 

,  Cler.  The  fenfibility  of  her  countenance,  the  elegance 
of  her  figure,  the  fweetnefs  of  her  manner 

Mr  Har.  Sir,  you  are  pleafed  to — compliment. 

Clier^ 
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Cler.  Compliment ! — not  in  the  leaft,  Sir — 
MrHar,  The  fweetnefs  of  my  filler's  manner — ha,  hal 

Cler.  The  firft  time  I  faw  her  was  a  few  nights  ago 

at  Ranelagh Though  there  was  a  crowd  of  beauties 

in  the  room,  thronging  and  prefiing  all  around,  yet  fhe 
flione  amongft  them  all  with  fuperior  luftre — She  was 
walking  arm  and  arm  with  another  lady — no  opportuni- 
ty offered  for  me  to  form  an  acquaintance  amidfl  the 
hurry  and  buftle  of  the  place  ;  but  I  inquired  their  names 
as  they  were  going  into  their  chariot — and  learned  they 
were  Mrs  and  Mifs  Harlow.  From  that  moment  fhe 
won  my  heart ;  and  at  one  glance  I  became  the  willing 
captive  of  her  beauty. 

Mr  Har,  A  very  candid  declaration,  Sir. — How  can 
this  be  ?  the  bloom  has  been  off  the  peach  any  time  thefe 
fifteen  years,  to  my  knowledge — [-<^^^.] — You  fee  my 
fifter  with  a  favourable  eye,  Sir. 

Cler.  A  favourable  eye! — He  mufl  greatly  want  dif- 
cernraent,  who  has  not  a  quick  perception  of  her  merit. 

Mr  Har.  You  do  her  a  great  ded  of  honour — But 
this  affair — is  it  not  fomewhat  fudden,  Sir  ? — 

Cler,  I  grant  it — you  may  indeed  be  furprifed  at  it. 
Sir  ;  nor  (hould  1  have  been  hardy  enough  to  make  any 
overtures  to  you, — at  leaft  yet  a  while, — if  fhe  herfelf 
had  not  condefceiided  to  liften  to  my  palTion,  and  au- 
thorifed  me,  under  her  own  fair  hand,  to  apply  to  her 
brother  for  his  confent. 

Mr  Har.  I  fliall  be  very  ready,  Sir,  to  give  my  ap- 
probation to  my  fifter's  happinefs— «• 

Cler.  No  doubt  you  will — but  let  me  not  cherifh  an 
unavailing  flame,  a  flame  that  already  lights  up  all  my 
tendereft  paffions. 

Mr  Har,  To  you.  Sir,  there  can  be  no  exception — 
I  am  not  altogether  a  ftranger  to  your  family  and  for- 
tune  His  language  is  warm,  confidering  my  fifler*s 

age — but  I  won't  hurt  her  preferment — \_Ajule.'\ — You 
will  pardon  me.  Sir,  one  thing — you  are  very  young — 

Cler,  *  Sir — I  am  almoft  three  and  twenty* Old 

enough,  I  hope.  Sir,  to  make  a  good  hufband. 

Mr  Har.   But  have  you  confulted  your  friends  ? 

Cler.  I  have — My  uncle  Mr  Hear t\v ell,  who  propo- 

fes 
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fes  to  leave  me  a  very  handfome  addition  to  my  fortune, 
'which  13  confiderable  already — he,  Sir 

Mr  Har.  Well,  Sir,  if  he  has  no  objeftion,  I  can 
have  none. 

Ckr.  He  has  none,  Sir ;  he  has  given  his  confent ; 
he  defires  me  to  lofe  no  time — *  I  vvall  bring  him  to  pay 

*  you  a  vifit — He  rejoices  in  my  choice — You  fliall  have 

*  it  out  of  his  ov.'n  mouth Name  your  hour,  and  he 

*  fliall  attend  you. 

*  Mr  Har.  Anytime  to-day 1  (hall  ftay  at  home 

*  on  purpofe. 

*  Cler,  In  the  evening  I  will  conduct  him  hither. — ' 
In  the  mean  time  I  feel  an  attachment  here — The  lady, 
Sir 

Mr  Har.  Oh,  you  want  to  fee  my  filler.  I  will  fend 
her  to  you,  Sir,  this  inftant.  I  beg  your  pardon  for 
leaving  you  alone — Ha,  ha  ! — who  could  have  thought 
of  her  making  a  conqueft  at  laft  ?  -        \^Exit, 

Cler.  (folus- )  Sir,  your  moil  obedient.  Now,  Clc- 
rimont,  now  your  heart  may  reft  content ;  your  doubts 
and  fears  may  all  fubfide,  and  joy  and  rapture  take  their 
place — Mifs  Harlow  fhall  be  mine  ;  (he  receives  my  vo\^^ ; 
ihe  approves  my  pafllon  —  [Sings  and  dafices,) — Soft, 
here  flie  comes — Her  very  appearance  controuls  my 
wildeft  hopes,  and  hufhes  my  pr6ud  heart  into  refpedt 
iind  filent  admiration. 

Enter  Mrs  Harlow. 

Mrs  Har,   Sir,  your  fervant. 

Cler.  Madam — (bonxis  refpeflfully.) 

Mrs  Har.   I  thought  Mr  Harlow  was  here.  Sir. 

Cler.  Madam,  he  is  but  juft  gone.  How  a  finglc 
glance  of  her  eye  over- awes  me  !  \^Afids. 

Mrs  Har.  1  wonder  he  would  leave  you  alone,  i>ir--— 
that  is  not  fo  polite  in  his  own  houfe. 

Cler.  How  her  modefty  throws  a  veil  over  her  incli- 
nations ! — My  tongue  falters  j'— I  can't  fpeak  to  her.  " 

Mrs  Har.  He  feems  in  confufion — a  pretty  man  too ! 
— That  this  fliould  be  my  filler's  luck  !  [^/jjide, 

Cler.   Madam  ! — ( EvibarraJJ'ed. ) 

Mrs  Har.  I  imagine  you  have  been  talking  to  him 
on  the  fubjed  of  the  letter  you  fent  this  morning. 

Cler* 
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Cler,  Madam,   I  have  prcfumed  to- 


Mrs  Har.  Wtll,  Sir ;  and  he  has  no  objefilon,  I 
hope - 

Clsr.  She  hopes  ! — Heav'n  blefs  her  for  the  word — 
[j4/jde.) — Madam,  he  has  frankly  confented,  if  his  filler 
will  do  me  that  honour. 

Mrs  Har,  For  his  filler  I  think  I  may  venture  to 
anfwer,  Sir. 

Cler,  Generous,  generous  creature! 

Mrs  Har,  You  are  fure,  Sir,  of  Mifs  Harlow's  ad- 
miration ;  and  the  whole  family  hold  themfelves  much 
obliged  to  you. 

Cler,  Madam,  this  extreme  condefcenfion  has  added 
rapture  to  the  fentiments  I  felt  before  ;  and  it  fliall  be 
the  endeavour  of  my  life  to  prove  defervingof  the  amiable 
©bje6l  I  have  dared  to  afpire  to. 

Mrs  Har,  Sir,  I  make  no  doubt  of  your  fincerity— 
I  have  already  declared  my  fentiments — you  know  Mf 
Harlow's — and  if  my  filler  is  willing, — nothing  will  be 
wanting  to  conclude  this  bufinefs — if  no  difficulties  arife 
from  her — for  her  temper  is  uncertain — As  to  my  con- 
fent,  Sir,  your  air,  your  manner,  have  commanded  it. 
Sir,  your  moll  obedient — I'll  fend  my  filler  to  you — 

lExit. 

Cler,  Madam,  [bonving)-^!  Ihall  endeavour  to  repay 

this  goodnefs  with  excefs  of  gratitude Oh,  Ihe  is  an 

angel!  —  and  yet,  llupid  that  1  am,  I  could  not  give 
vent  to  the  tendernefs  I  have  within — It  is  ever  fo  with 
fincere  and  generous  love  ;  it  fills  the  heart  with  rapture, 
and  then  denies  the  power  of  uttering  what  we  fo  cx- 

quilitely  feel. Generous   Mifs  Harlow  !    who  could 

thus  fee  through  my  confulion ;  interpret  all  appearances 
favourably;  and,  with  a  dignity  fupenor  to  her  fex's 
little  arts,  forego  the  idle  ceremonies  of  coquetting,  tea- 
zing,  and  tormenting  her  admirer. —  I  hear  fomebody — 
Oh,  here  comes  Mrs  Harlow — What  a  gloom  fits  upon 
her  features! — vShe  affumes  authority  here,  I  find— but 
I'll  endeavour,  by  infinuation  and  refpedt — 
Enter  Mifs  Harlow. 

Mifs  Har,  My  fifl:er  has  told  me,  Sir — 

Cler,   Ma'am — (bcwing  cheerfully,'^ 

Mifs  Har,  He  is  a  fweet  figure.  \^Afide, 

2  CUr. 
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Clcr.  She  rather  looks  like  Mifs  Harlow's  mother 
tlian  her  liiler-in-law.  \_AJide, 

Mifs  liar.  He  feems  abafli'd — his  refpeft  is  the  caufe. 
(/JJide.) — My  filler  told  me,  Sir,  that  you  was  here — 
I  beg  pardon  for  making  you  wait  fo  long — 

Cler.  Oh,  Ma'am.  {Boivs.) — ihe  gloom  difappears 
from  her  face,  but  the  lines  of  ill-nature  remain.   \_Afide, 

Mifs  Har.   I  fee  he  loves  me,  by  his  confufion I'll 

cheer  liim  with  affability — [^'/V<f.]  —  Sir,  the  letter  you 
was  pleafed  to  fend,  my  filler  has  feen — and — 

Cter.   And  has  affured  me  that  (he  has  no  objection— • 

Mifs  Har.    I  am  glad  of  that.   Sir — I  was  afraid — 

Clcr.  No,  Ma'am,  (he  has  none — and  Mr  Harlow, 
I  have  feen  him  too — he  has  honoured  me  with  his  con- 
fent — Now,  Madam,  the  only  doubt  remains  with  you 
— May  I  be  permitted  to  hope — 

Mifs  Har.   Sir,  you  appear  like  a  gentleman— and— 

Cler.  Madam,  believe  me,  never  was  love  more  fin- 
cere,  more  juftly  founded  on  efteem,  or  kindled  into 
higher  admiration. 

Mifs  Har.  Sir,  with  the  reft  of  the  family  I  hold 
myfelf  much  obliged  to  you,  and — 

Cler.  Obliged  ! — tis  I  that  am  obliged — there  is  no 
merit  on  my  fide — it  is  the  confequence  of  impreffiona 
made  upon  my  heart ;  and  v/hat  heart  can  refill  fucli 
beauty,  fuch  various  graces  ! 

Mifs  Har.  Sir,  I  am  afraid — I  wifh  my  filler  heard 
him — [_Jjtde.~]  Sir,  I  am  afraid  you  are  lavifl-i  of  your 
praife  ;  and  the  fhort  date  of  your  love,  Sir — 

Cler.  It  will  burn  vvith  unabating  ardor — The  fame 
charms  that  firil  infpired  it,  will  for  ever  cherifh  it,  and 

add  new  fuel. But  I  prefume  you  hold  this  llyle  to 

try  my  fincerity — I  fee  that's  your  aim — but  could  you 
read  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  you  would  not  thus  cruelly 
keep  me  in  fufpenfe. 

Alifs  Har.  Heavens !  if  my  filler  faw  my  power 
over  him — [Afidc.) — A  little  fufpenfe  cannot  be  deemed 
unreafonable — Marriage  is  an  important  affair — an  affair 
for  life — and  fome  caution  you  will  allow  neceffary — 

Cler.  Madam!  —  [difconcertcd-)  —  Oh!  I  dread  the 
fournefs  of  her  look.  [_JJide. 

Mifs  Har.   I  can't  help  obfcrvlno^,  Cir,  that  you  dwell 

VuL.  II.  T  chiefly 
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chiefly  on  articles  of  external  and  fuperficial  merit ; 
whereas  the  more  valuable .  qualities  of  the  mind,  pru- 
dence, good  fenfe,  a  well-regulated  conduct 

Chr.  Oh,    Ma'am,    I  am    not    Inattentive   to    thofe 

matters ^Oh,  fiie  has  a  notable  houfehold-underftand- 

ing,  I  warrant  her — [^y^fde.'] — But  let  me  Intreat  you. 
Madam,  to  do  juftlce  to  my  principles,  and  believe  me 
a  fmcere  and  generous  lover. 

Mifs  Har.  6lr,  I  will  frankly  own  that  I  have  been 
tr}'Ing  you  all  tills  time  ;  and  from  henceforth  all  doubts 
are  banlfiie<l. 

Cler.  Your  words   recal  me   to  new   life — T  fhall  for 

ever  {ludy  to  merit  this  goodnefs -But  your  fair  filler 

—  do  you  think  I  can  depend  upon  her  confent  ?— May 
I  flatter  myfelf  (he  will  not  change  her  mind  ? 

Mifs  Har.  My  filler  cannot  be  Infenfible  of  the  ho- 
nour you  do  us. all — and,  Sir,  as  far  as  I  can  a6l  with 
propriety  in  the  affair,  1  will  endeavour  to  keep  them 
all  inclined  to  favour  you. 

Clcr.   Madam — (ho-Ms.) 

Mifs  Har.  You  have  an  Intereft  in  my  breall  that 
will  be  bufy  for  you — 

Cler.   I  am  eternally  devoted  to  you,  Madam — 

Mifs  Har.  How  modeft,  and  yet  how  exprelTive  he 
is!  -  LAfi^''- 

'  Cier.  Madam,  I  fliall  be  for  ever  fenfible  of  this  ex- 
treme condefcenfion,  and  fhall  think  no  pains  too  great 
to  prove  the  gratitude  and  eileem  I  bear  you.  I  beg 
my  compliments  to  Mr  Harlow,  and  I  fhall  be  here  with 
my  uncle  in  the  evening — as  early  as  polTible  I  fhall 
come — My  refpedls  to  your  fifler.  Ma'am — and  pray, 

Madam,  keep  her  in  my  interefl: Madam,  your  mofl 

obedient — I  have  managed  the  motherly  lady  finely,  I 
think — \_y4/ide.'] — Madam —  [_Bo'ws,  and  exit* 

Mifs  Har.  What  will  my  fifl:er  fay  now? 1  fliall 

hear  no  more  of  her  taunts A  malicious  thing  ! 1 

fancy  flie  now  fees  that  your  giddy  flirts  are  not  always 

the  highefl:  beauties. — Set  her  up.  Indeed  ! Had  fhe 

but  heard  him,  the  dear  man  ! — what  fweet  things  he 
fald,  aod  what  fweet  things  he  looked— 

Entir 
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Enter  Mrs  Harlow. 

Mrs  Har.  Well,  filter — how  ! — what  does  he  fay  ? — 

Mtfi  Har,  Say,  fifter  ! — every  thing  that  is  charm- 
ing— he  is  the  prettieft  man — 

Mrs  Har.  Well,  I  am  ghd  of  it — but  all's  well  that 
ends  well — 

Mifs  Har.  Envy,  fifter  !  —  envy,  and  downright  ma- 
lice ! — Oh,  had  you  heard  all  the  tender  things  he  ut- 
tered, and  with  that  ecftafy  too  !  that  tendcrnefs  !  that 
delight  reftrained  by  modeily — 

Mrs  Har,  I  don't  know  though  ;  there  is  fomething 
odd  in  it  ilill 

Mifs  Har,  Oh,  I  don't  doubt  but  yon  will  fay  fo — 
but   you  will  find  I  have  beauty    enough  left   to  make 

fome   noife  in  the  world  ilill The  men,  fifter,  are 

the  bed  judges  of  female  beauty Don't  concern  your- 

felf  about  it,  filler — Leave  it  all  to  them 

Mrs  Har,  But  only  think  of  a  lover  you  never  faw 
but  once  at  Ranelagh — 

Mifi   Har.  Very   true — but    even    then  I  faw  what 

work  1  made  in  his  heart Oh,  I  am  in  raptures  Vvith 

him,  and  he  is  in  raptures  with  me — {.Sings) — Yes,  I'll 
have  a  hufband,  ay,  marry,   &c. 

Enter  Mr  Harlow. 

Mr  Har.   So,  filler  !   how  Hand  matters  now  ? 

Mifs  Har.   As  I  could  wilh 1  (hall  no  more  be  a 

trouble  to  you — he  has  declared  himfelf  in  the  moll 
warm  and  vehement  manner — Though  my  filler  has  her 
doubts — flie  is  a  good  friend — Ihe  is  afraid  of  my  fuc- 
cefs 

Mrs  Har.  Pray,  fifter,  don't  think  fo  meanly  of  me 
I  underftand  that  fneer,  Ma'am. 

Mifs  Har.  And  I  underftand  you  too.  Ma'am — 

Mr  Har.  Come,  come,  I  delire  we  may  have  no 
quarrelling — you  two  are  always  wrangling  ;  but  when 
you  are  feparated,  it  is  to  be  hoped  you  will  then  be 
more  amicable.  Things  are  now  in  a  fair  way — Tho', 
fifter,  let  me  tell  you,  I  am  afraid  our  India  friend  will 
think  himfelf  ill  treated. 

Mrs  Har,  'l^hat's  what  I  fear  too — that's  my  reafon 
for  fpeaking — 

Mifs  Har.  Oh,  never  throw  away  a  thought  on  him  > 
T  2  Mr 
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Mr  Clerimont  has  my  heart  ;  and  now  I  think  I  am 
fettled  for  life,  Sifter, — I  love  to  plague  her — now  I 
think  I  am  fettled  for  life — for  life — for  life,  my  dear 
filler-— 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser^  Dinner  is  ferved,   Sir. 

Mr  Har,  Very  well,  n  Come,  fifter,  I  give  you  joy 
—Let  us  in  to  dinner. 

Mifs  Har.  Oh,  vulgar — I  can't  eat— I  muft  go  and 
drefs  my  head  over  again,  and  do  a  thoufand  things  — 
for  I  am  determin'd  I'll  look  this  afternoon  as  well  as 
ever  1  can.  [^Exit. 

Mrs  Har.  Is  not  all  this  amazing,  my  dear? — Her 
head  is  turned. 

/*-/  Mr  Har.  Well,  let  it  all  pafs — do<i*t  you  mind  it — 
don't  you  fay  any  thing — let  her  get  married  if  flie  can, 
1  am  fure  I  fhall  rejorce  at  it. 

Mrs  Har.  And  upon  my  Vv'ord,  my  dear,  fo  fhall  I 
—and  if  I  interfere,  it  is  purely  out  of  friendship. 

Mr  Har.  But  be  advifed  by  me — fay  no  more  to  her 
— If  the  affair  goes  on,  we  ftiall  fairly  get  rid  of  her — 
Her  peevifh  humours,  and  her  maiden  temper,  are  be- 
come infupportable.  Come,  let  us  in  to  dinner.  If  Mr 
Clerimont  marries  her,  which  indeed  will  be  odd  enough, 
we  fhall  then  enjoy  a  little  peace  and  quiet.  \_Exit. 

Mrs  Har.  What  in  the  world  could  the  man  fee  in 
her  ?  Oh,  he  will  repent  his  bargain  in  a  week  or  a 
fortnight ;  that  1  am  fure  he  will — She  is  gone  to  drefs 
now — ha,  ha  ! 

Oh,  how  (he  rolls  her  pretty  eyes  in  fpight, 
And  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might ! 

Ha,  ha !  delightfully  fhe  will  look  indeed  !  [Exit. 

ACT         II. 

Enter  a  Serva?it  and  Captain  Cape. 

Ser.  XT'ES,  Sir,  my  mafler  is  at  home — he  has  juft 
X     done  dinner,  Sir. 
Cape.  Very  well  then  ;  tell  him  I  would  fpeak  a  word 
with  him. 

Ser. 
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Ser,  I  beg  pardon,  Sir ;  I  am  but  a  flranger  in  the 
family — who  (hall  I  fay  ? 

Cape.  Captain  Cape,  tell  him. 

Sjr.  Yes,   v5ir.  \_Exif. 

Cape.  I  can  hardly  believe  my  own  eyes — S'death  !  I 
am  almoft  inclined  to  think  this  letter,  figned  with  Mifs 
Harlow's  name,  a  mere  forgery  by  fome  enemy,  to  drive 
me  into  an  excefs  of  palTion,  and  fo  injure  us  both.  I 
don't  know  what  to  fay  to  it- 

Enter  Mr  Harlow. 

Cape.  Sir,  I  have  waited  on  you  about  an  extraor- 
dinary affair — I  can't  comprehend  it,  Sir — Here  is  a 
letter  with  your  filler's  name — Look  at  it.  Sir — is  that 
her  hand-writing  ? 

Mr  Har.  Yes,   Sir — I  take  it  to  be  her  writing. 

Cape.  And  do  you  knovv^  the  contents  ? 

Mr  Har.    I  can't  fay  I  have  read  it — but — 

Cape.   But  you  knov/  the  purport  of  it  t 

Mr  Har.   Partly.. 

Cape.  You  do  ? — and  is  not  it  bafe  treatment,  Sir  T — 
is  it  not  unwarrantable  ? — can  you  juftify  her  ? 

Mr  Har.  For  my  part,  I  leave  women  to  manage 
their  own  affairs — 1  am  not  fond  of  intermeddling. 

Cape.  But,  Sir,  let  me  afli  you.  Was  not  every  thing 
agreed  upon  ?  Are  not  the  writings  now  in  lawyers 
hands  ?     Was  not  next  week  fixed  for  our  wedding  ? 

Mr  Har.   1  underftood  it  fo. 

Cape.  Very  well  then,  and  fee  how  flie  treats  me — 
She  writes  me  here  in  a  contemptuous  manner,  that  flie 
recals  her  promife — it  was  rafhly  given — Ihe  has  thought 
better  of  it — (he  will  liften  to  me  no  more — (he  is  going 
to  difpofe  of  herfelf  toa  gentleman  with  whom  (he  can 
be  happy  for  life — and  "  I  de(ire  to  fee  you  no  more, 
Sir  ?"— *.Therc,  that's  free  and  cafy,  is  not  it  ? — What 
do  you  fay  to  that  ? 

Mr  Har.  Why,  really.  Sir,  it  is  not  my  affair — I 
have  nothing  to  fay  to  it. 

Cape,  Nothing  to  fay  to  it!  Sir,  I  imagined  I  was 
dealing  with  people  of  honour. 

Mr  Har.  You  have  been  dealing  with  a  wpman,  and 
you  know^- 

T    3  &/:■. 
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Cape.  Yes,  I  know — I  know  the  treachery  of  the  fex 
—Who  Is  this  gentleman,  pray  ? 

Mr  Har.  His  name  is  Clerimont — they  have  fixed 
the  affair  among  themfelves ;  and  amongft  them  be  it, 
for  me. 

Cape.  Very  fine!  mighty  fine  ! Is  Mifs  Harlow 

at  home,  Sir  ? 

Mr  Har.   She  is  ;   and  here  fhe  comes  too. 

Cape.  Very  well ;  let  me  hear  it  from  herfelf,  that's 
all.      I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak  for  herfelf. 

Mr  Har.  With  all  my  heart.  I'll  leave  you  together. 
—You  know,  Captain,  I  was  never  fond  of  being  con- 
cerned in  thofe  things.  i_Esit. 
Enter  Mifs  Harlow. 

Mifs  Har.  Captain  Cape,   this  is  mighty  odd 1 

thought.   Sir,   I  defired — 

Cape.  Madam,  I  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  your  let- 
ter ;  and.  Madam,  the  ufagc  is  fo  extraordinary,  that  I 
hold  myfelf  excufable  if  I  refufe  to  comply  with  the 
terms  you  impofe  upon  me. 

Mifs  Har.  Sir,   I  really  wonder  what  you  can  mean. 

Cape.  Miftake  me  not.  Madam  ;  I  am  not  come  to 
whimper  or  to  whine,  and  to  make  a  puppy  of  myfelf 
again — Madam,  that  is  all  blown  over. 

Mifs  Har.  Well  then,  there  is  no  harm  done,  and 
you  will  furvive  this,   1  hope. 

Cape.   Survive  it ! 

Mifs  Har.  Yes — you  won't  grow  dtfperate,  I  hope — 
fuppofe  you  were  to  order  fomebody  to  take  care  of  you, 
bccaufe,  you  know,  fits  of  defpair  are  fudden,  and  you 
may  rafhly  do  yourfelf  a  mifchief.  Don't  do  any  fuch 
thing,  I  beg  you  won't. 

Cape.  This  infult,  Madam — Do  myfelf  a  mifchief! 
— Madam,  don't  flatter  yourfelf  that  it  is  in  your  pow'r 
to  make  me  unhappy.  It  is  not  vexation  brings  me  hi- 
ther, I  affure  you. 

Mifs  Har.  Then  let  vexation  take  you  away.  We 
were  never  defign'd  for  oae  another. 

Cape.  My  amazement  brings  me  hither — amazement 
that  any  w^oman  can  behave — but  I  don't  want  to, up- 
braid— I  only  come  to  all-; — for  I  can  hardly  as  yet  be- 
lieve 
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lleve  it — — I  only  come  to  afli  if  I  am  to  credit  this 
pretty  epiftle  ? 

Miff  Har.  Every  fyllable — therefore  take  your  an- 
fwer,  {3lr,  and  truce  with  your  importunity. 

Caps.  Very  well,  Ma'am,  very  well — Your  humble 
fervant.  Madam.  I  promife  you,  Ma'am,  I  can  repay 
this  fcorn  with  fcorn — with  tenfold  fcorn.  Madam,  fuch 
as  this  treatment  deferves — that's  all — I  fay  no  more — 
Your  fervant.  Ma'am — But  let  me  aflc  you,  Is  this  a 
jufl  return  for  all  the  attendance  I  have  paid  you  thefc 
three  years  paft  ? 

jyiifs  Har,  Perfectly  juft,  Sir — Three  years  ! — How 

could  you  be  a  dangler  fo  long  ? 1  told  you  what  it 

would  com.e  to — Can  you  think,  that  raifing  a  v/oman's 
expeftation,  and  tiring  her  out  of  all  patience,  is  the 
way  to  make  fure  of  her  at  laft  ? — you  ought  to  have 

been  a  brif!<er  lover  ;  you  ought  indeed,  Sir. 1  am 

now  contrafted  to  another  ;  and  fo  there  is  an  end  of 
every  thing  between  us. 

Cape,  Very  well.  Madam  —And  yet  I  can't  bear  to  be 
defpifed  by  her  \_^fide']  ~  And  can  you,  Mifs  Harlow,  can 
you  find  it  in  your  heart  to  treat  me  with  this  difdain  ? 
Have  you  no  compafiion  ? 

Mifs  Har.  No,  pofitively  none.   Sir — none — none — 

Cape,  Your  own  Captain  Cape — whom  vou — 

Mife  Har.  Whom  1  defpife. 

Cape,  Whom  you  have  fo  often  encouraged  to  adore 
you. 

Mijs  Har,  Pray,  Sir,  don't  touch  my  hand — I  am 
now  the  property  of  another. 

Cape,  Can't  you  ftill  break  off  with  him  ? 

Mifs  Har,  No,  Sir,  I  can't — I  won't — I  love  him  ; 
and,  Sir,  if  you  are  a  man  of  honour,  you  will  fpeak  to 
me  no  more.  Defift,  Sir:  for  if  you  don't,  ray  bro- 
ther fiiall  tell  you  of  it.  Sir ;  and  to-morrow  Mr  Cleri- 
mont  fhall  tell  you  of  it. 

Cape,  Mr  Clerimont,  Madam,  {hall  fight  me,  for  da- 
ring-  

Mifs  Har,  And  muft  I  fight  you  too,  mofl  noble 
aliant  Captain  ? 

Cape.  Laughed  at  too  ! 

Mifs  Har,  What  a  paffion  you  are  In  !     I  can't  bear 

to 
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to  fee  a  man  in  fucli  a  paffion.  Oh,  I  have  a  happy- 
riddance  of  you — the  violence  of  your  temper  is  dread- 
ful——I  won't  Itay  a  moment  longer  with  you— you 
frighten  me. — You  have  your  anfwer  — and  fo  your  fer- 
vant,   Sir.  [£.r/V. 

Cape.  Ay,  fhe  is  gone  off  like  a  fury  ;  and  the  furies 

catch  her,  fay  I 1  will  never  put  up  with  this.      I 

will  find  out  this  Mr  Clerimont,  and  he  fliall  be  account- 
able to  me.  Mr  Harlow  too  faall  be  accountable  to 
me. 

Enter  Mr  and  Mrs  Harlow. 

Cape.  Mr  Harlow — I  am  ufed  very  ill  here,  Sir,  by 
all  of  you  ;  and,   Sir,  let  me  tell  you — 

Mr  Har.  Nay,  don't  be  angry  with  me.  Sir — I  was 
not  to  marry  you — 

Cape.  But,  Sir,  I  can't  help  being  angry — I  mufl 
be  angry — and,  let  me  tell  you,  you  don't  behave  like 
a  gentleman. 

Mrs  Har.  How  can  Mr  Harlow  help  it,  Sir,  if  my 
filler— 

Mr  Har.  You  are  too  warm  ;  you  are  indeed,  Sir — 
let  us  both  talk  this  matter  over  a  bottle. 

Cape.  No,  Sir — no  bottle — over  a  cannon,  if  you 
will. 

Mrs  Har.  Mercy  on  me.  Sir — I  beg  you  won't  talk 
in  that  terrible  manner — you  frighten  me.  Sir. 

Mr  Har.   Be  you  quiet,  my  dear Captain  Cape, 

I  beg  you  will  juft  ftep  into  that  room  with  me  ;  and  if, 
in  the  difpatching  one  bottle,  I  don't  acquit  myfelf  of 
all  fmifter  dealing,  why  then — Come,  come,  be  a  little 
moderate — you  (hall  ftep  with  me — I'll  take  it  as  a  fa- 
vour  Come,  come,  you  muft — 

Cape.  I  alv:ays  found  you  a  gentleman,  Mr  Harlow, 
and  fo  with  all  my  heart — I  don't  care  if  I  do  talk  the 
matter  over  with  you. 

Mr  Har.  Sir,  I  am  obliged  to  you — I'll  fliow  you 
the  way.  \_Exeunt. 

Mrs  Har.  It  is  juft  as  I  forefaw — My  fifter  was  furc 
of  him,  and  now  is  flie  going  to  break  off  for  a  young 
man  that  will  defpife  her  in  a  little  time — I  wifh  fhe 
would  have  Captain  Cape. 
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Enter  Mlfs  Harlow. 

Mifs  Har.   Is  he  gone,  fifter  ? 

Mrs  Har,  No  ;  and  here  is  the  deuce  and  all  to  do-— 
he  is  for  fighting  every  body — Upon  my  word  you  are 
wrong — you  don't  behave  genteelly  in  the  affair. 

Mifi  Har.  Genteelly  ! 1  like  that  notion  prodi- 

gioufly — an't  1  going  to  marry  genteelly  ? 

Mrs  Har.  Well,   follow  your  own   inclinations 1 

won't  intermeddle  any  more,    I  promife  you — I'll  ftep 
into  the  parlour,  and  fee  what  they  are  about.      \^Esit, 

Mi/s  Har.  As  you  pleafe,  Ma'am.  I  fee  plainly  the 
ill-natured  thing  can't  bear  my  fuccefs.  Heaven's  ! — 
here  comes  Mr  Clerimont. 

Enter  Mr  Clerimont. 

Mifs  Har»  You  are  earlier  than  I  expe»5led,  Sir. 

CUr.  I  have  flown,  Madam,  upon  the  wings  of  love 
— I  have  feen  my  uncle,  and  he  will  be  here  within  this 

half  hour Every  thing  fucceeds  to  my  wilhes  with 

him — I  hope  there  is  no  alteration  here,   Madam,  fince 
I  faw  you  ? 

Mifs  Har.  Nothing  that  fignifies,   Sir. 

Cler.  You  alarm  me Mr  Harlow  has  not  changed 

his  mind,  I  hope  ? 

Mifs  Har.  No,   Sir,  he  continues  in  the  fame  mind. 

Cler.  And  your  fifter — I  tremble  with  doubt  and  fear 
— She  does  not  furely  recede  from  the  fentiments  (lie 
flattered  me  with  ? 

Alifs  Har.  Why,  there,  indeed,  I  can't  fay  much- 
She 

Cler.   How  ! 

Mifs  Har.  She—  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  her — 

Cler.  Oh,  I  am  on  the  rack In  pity,  do  not  tor- 
ture me. 

Mifs  Har.  How  tremblingly  folicitous  he  is Oh, 

I  have  made   a  fure   conqueft.      [y^r/<?.]— Why,    ftie, 
Sir 

Cler.  A  y —  (difco  ncerted. ) 

Mifs  Har,   She  does  not  feem  entirely  to  approve — 

Cler.  You  kill  me  with  defpair — 

Mif  Har.  Oh,  he  is  deeply  fmitten.  (^fde.) — She. 
thinks  another  match  would  fuit  better. 

Cler.  Another  match ! 

Mifs 
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MI/s  Har.  Yes,  another ;  an  India  captain,  who  has 
made  his  propofj^ls;  but  I  fliall  take  care  to  fee  him  dif- 
mifled. 

Cler.  Will  you  ? 

Mifs  Har.  1  promife  you  1  will — tho'  he  runs  much 
in  my  fifter^s  head»  and  Ihe  has  taken  pains  to  bring  my 
other  relations  over  to  her  opinion. 

Cler,  Oh,  cruel,  cruel ! — I  could  not  have  expefted 
that  from  her — But  has  fhe  fixed  her  heart  upon  a  match 
with  this  other  gentleman  ? 

Mifs  Har.  Why,  tmly,  I  think  fhe  has — but  my  will 
in  this  affair  muft  be,  and  fhall  be,   confulted. 

Clea.  And  fo  it  ought.  Ma'am — your  long  acquaint- 
ance with  the  world,  Madam — 

Mifs  Hnr,  Long  acquaintance,  Sir ! — I  have  but  a 
few  years  experience  only — 

Cler.  That  is,  your  good  fenfe.  Ma'am — Oh,  con- 
found my  tongue  !  how  that  dipt  from  me.  [^/^fide.'] — 
Your  good  fenfe — your  early  good  fenfe — and — and  — 
inclination,  fhould  be  confulted. 

Mifs  Har.  And  they  fhall,  Sir— JEiark  !  —  I  hear  her 
— I'll  tell  you  what,  I'll  leave  you  this  opportunity  to 
fpeak  to  her  once  more,  and  try  to  win  her  over  by  per- 

fuafion — It  will  make  things  eafy  if  you  can 1  am 

gone,  Sir.  \_Curtfies  affeCledly^  and  exit. 

Cler.  The  happinefs  of  my  life  will  be  owing  to  you, 
Madam — The  woman  is  really  better  natured  than  I 
thought  fhe  was — She  comes  !  the  lovely  tyrant  comes  ! 

JEnfer  Mrs  Harlow. 
She  triumphs  in  her  cruelty,  and  I  am  ruin'd.      {^Jfide. 

Mrs  Har.  You  feem  afflidled.  Sir — I  hope  no  mis- 
fortune — 

C/er.  The  fevered  misfortune  !— you  have  broke  my 
heart — 

Mrs  Har.   I  break  your  heart,  Sir  ? 

Cler.  Yes,  cruel  fair — you — you  have  undone  me. 

Mr  J  Har.  You  amaze  me,  Sir — pray,  how  can  I — 

Cler.  And  you  can  feem  unconfcious  of  the  mifchief 
you  have  made. 

Mrs  Har.   Pray  unriddle,   Sir — 

Cler.   Madam,  your  filler  has  told  me  all — 

Mrs  Har.  Ha,  ha  !  what  has  flie  told  you,  Sir  ? 

Cler. 
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Cler.  It  may  be  fport  to  you — but  to  me  'tis  death— 

Mrs  Har.  What  is  death  ? 

Cltr.  The  gentleman  from  Fiidia,  Madam— I  have 
heard  it  all — you  can  give  him  a  preference — you  can 
blall  my  hopes — my  fond  delighted  hopes,  v^'hich  you 
yourfelf  had  cherifhed. 

Mrs  Har,  'I  he  gentleman  is  a  very  good  fort  of  man. 

CLr.  Oh,  fhe  loves  him,  I  fee.  \^''}fde.'\ — Madam, 
I  perceive  my  doom  is  fixed,  and  fixed  by  you — 

Mrs  Har.  How  have  I  fixed  your  doom  ? — If  I  fpeak 
favourably  of  Captain  Cape — he  defervcs  it,   Sir. 

Ckr,  Oh,  heavens  !    1  cannot  bear  this —  Afide, 

Mrs  Har.  I  believe  there  is  nobody  that  knows  the 
gentleman,  but  vsrill  give  him  his  due  praife. — 

Clcr.   Love,  love,  love  !  [_Jfide, 

Mrs  Har.  And  befides,  his  claim  is  in  fa6l  prior  to 
ybur's. 

Cler.   And  mufllove  be  governed,  like  the  bufinefsof 

mechanics,  by  the  laws  of  tyrant  cuftom  ? Can  you 

think  fo,   Madam  ? 

Mrs  Har,  Why,   Sir,  you  know  I  am  not  in  love. 

Cler.  Oh,  cruel — No,  Madam,  I  fee  you  are  not. 

Mrs  Har.   And  really   now.   Sir,  reafonably  fpeak- 

ing,  my  filler  is  for  treating  Captain  Cape  very  ill 

He  has  been  dancing  attendance  here  thefe  three  years. 

Clsr.  Yet  that  you  knew,  when  you  were  pleafed  to 
fan  the  rifing  flame  that  matchlefs  beauty  had  kindled 
in  my  heart. 

Mrs  Har.  Matchlefs  beauty  ! — ha,  ha  ! — I  cannot 
but  laugh  at  that—  \_/lfide, 

Clsr.  Laugh,  Madam,  if  you  will,  at  the  pangs  you 
yourfelf  occafi on — yes,  triumph  if  you  will — I  am  re- 
figned  to  my  fate,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 

Mrs  Har.  I  have  it  fo  ! — you  feem  to  frighten  yourfelf 
without  caufc — If  I  fpeak  favourably  of  any  body  elfe, 
Sir — what  then  ? — I  am  not  to  marry  him,  you  know. 

Cltr.   An't  you  ! 

Air  Har.   I  ? — no,  truly — thank  heav'n  ! 

Cler.  She  revives  me  !  {_Afide, 

Mrs  Har.  That  mufl  be  as  my  fiAer  pleafes. 
Cler.   Muftit? 

Mrs  Har,  Mull  it ! — to  be  fure  it  muft, 

Ckr* 
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Cler.  And  may  I  hope  fome  interell  in  your  heart  ? 

Mrs  Har    My  heart,   Sir  ! 

Cler,  While  it  is  divided,  while  another  has  pofrefliou 
of  but  part  of  it  — 

Mrs  Har.  I  don't  underiland  him — Why,  it  has  beea 
given  away  loftg  ago. 

Cler,  I  pray  you,  do  not  tyrannize  me  thus  with  al- 
ternate doubts  and  fears — if  you  will  but  blefs  me  with 
the  leaft  kind  return — 

Mrs  Har,  Kind  return  ! — What,  would  you  have  me 
fall  in  love  with  you  ? 

Cler,   It  will  be  generous  to  him  who  adores  you. 

Mrs  Har.  Adore  me  ! 

Cler.   Even  to  idolatry. 

Mrs  Har.  What  can  he  mean  ? — I  thought  my  filler 
was  the  objedl  of  your  adoration. 

Cler.  Your  fifter,  Ma'am  ! — I  fliall  ever  refpedl  her 
as  my  friend  on  this  occalion  ;  but  love — no — no  ~  fhc 
is  no  obje6t  for  that — 

Mrs  Har,  No! 

Cler.  She  may  have  been  handfome  in  her  time— but 
that  has  been  all  over  long  ago — 

Mrs  Har.  Well,  this  is  charming — I  wifh  fhe  heard 
him  now,  with-her  new-fangled  airs.  \_Afide.~\ — But  let 
me  underiland  you,  Sir — Adore  me  ? 

Clsr,  You — vou — and  only  you  ! — by  this  fair  hand. 

\_KiJ[ts  it. 

Mrs  Har,  Hold,  hold — this  is  going  too  far.—  But 
pray,  Sir,  have  you  really  conceived  a  pafiion  for  me  ? 

Cler.  You  know  I  have  a  paflion  of  the  tenderell 
nature. 

Mrs  Har.  And  was  that  your  drift  in  coming  hither  ? 

Cler.  What  elfe  could  induce  me  ? 

Mr  Har.  And  introduced  yourfelf  here,  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  fpeaking  to  me  ? 

Cler,  My  angel,  don't  torment  me  thus. 

Mrs  Har,  Angel ! — and  pray.  Sir,  what  do  you  fup- 
pofe  Mr  Harlow  will  fay  to  this  ? 

Cler,  Oh,  Ma'am — he — he  approves  my  pafiion. 

Mrs  Har,  Does  he  really  ?  —  1  muil  fpcak  to  him  about 
that. 

2  •  Cler. 
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Clef,  Do  fo,  Ma'am ;  you  will  find  I  am  a  man  of 
more  honour  than  to  deceive  you. 

Mr  Hat;  Well,  it  will  be  whimfical  if  he  does — and 
my  fifter  too,  this  will  be  a  charming  difcovery  for  her. 
\jytde.'\ — Ha,  ha  ! — Well,  really  Sir,  this  is  mighty 
odd — I'll  fpeak  to  Mr  Harlow  about  this  matter  this 
very  moment —  \_Going, 

Cler,  Oh,  you  will  find  it  all  true — And  may  I  then 
flatter  myfelf — 

Mrs  Har.  Oh  to  be  fure — fuch  an  honourable  pro- 
je£t — ni  ftep  to  him  this  moment — and  then,  fifter,  I 
(hall  make  fuch  a  piece  of  work  for  you —  \^Exit, 

Cler.  Very  well,  Ma'am — fee  Mr  Harlow  immediate- 
ly— he  will  confirm  it  to  you — While  there  is  life  there 
is  hope — Such  matchlefs  beauty  ! 

Enter  Mlfs  Harlow. 

Mifs  Har.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,  for  leaving  you 
all  this  time — Well,  what  fays  my  fifter  ? 

Cler.  She  has  given  me  fome  glimmering  hopes. 

Mifs  Har.  Well,  don't  be  uneafy  about  her — it  ftiall 
be  as  I  pleafe. 

Cler,  But  with  her  own  free  confent  it  would  be  bet- 
ter— however,  to  you  I  am  bound  by  every  tie  ;  and 
thus  let  me  feal  a  vow — [kijfes  her  hand.) 

Mifs  Har,  He  certainly  is  a  very  paflionate  lover — 
Lord,  he  is  ready  to  eat  my  hand  up  withkiffes — I  wifh 
my  fifter  faw  this  —  S__^ftde  ] — Hufh,  I  hear  Captain 
Cape's  voice — the  hideous  Tramontane  ! — he  is  coming 
this  way — I  would  not  fee  him  again  for  the  world — 
I'll  withdraw  a  moment,  Sir — you'll  excufe  me — Mr 
Clerimont, — (Kijfes  her  handy  and  curtfies  very  lonu) — 
your  fervant,  Sir — Oh,  he  is  a  charming  man  ! 

{Curtfies,  and tyi'iU 
Enter  Captain  Cape. 

Cape.  There  (he  goes,  the  perfidious  !  Sir,  I  an- 

derftand  your  name  is  Clerimont 

Cler.  At  your  fervice.  Sir. 

Cape.  Then,  Sir,  draw  this  moment. 

Cler.  Draw,   Sir  !  for  what  ? 

Cape,  Noevafion.  Sir. 

Cler.  Explain  the  caufe. 

Vol.  II.  U  Capj. 
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Cape.  The  caufe  is  too  plain — your  making  Jove  to 
that  lady  who  went  out  there  this  moment . 

Cier.  That  lady  !   not  I,  upon  my  honour,   Sir. 

Cafe.  No  fhuffling,   Sir — draw 

Cler,  Sir,  I  can  repel  an  injury  like  thjs-r-but  your 
quarrel  is  groundlefs — and,  Sir,  if  ever  I  made  love  to 
that  lady,  I  will  lay  my  bofom  naked  to  your  fword — 
Tliat  lady  ! — I  refign  all  manner  of  pretention  to  her — 

Cape.  You  refign  her.   Sir. 

Cier,  Entirely. 

Cape*  Then  I  am  pacified — (putr  up  his/nrord.) 

Cier.  Upon  my  word.  Sir,  I  never  fo  much  as  thought 
of  that  lady. 

Etitsr  Mr  Harlow. 

Mr  Har,  So,  Sir — fine  doings  you  have  been  carry- 
ing on  here 

Cler,  Sir! 

Mr  Har.  You  have  been  attempting  my  wife,  I  find. 

Cler.  Upon  my  word,  Mr  Harlow 

Mr  Har.  You  have  behaved  in  a  very  bafe  manner ; 
and  I  infill  upon  fatisfadlion.     Draw,  Sir — 

Cler.  This  is  the  ilrangell  accident ! — I  afFore  you, 
Sir — ronly  give  me  leave — 

Mr  Har.   1  will  not  give  you  leave — I  infill — 

Cape.  Nay,  nay,  Mr  Harlow — this  is  neither  time 
nor  place — and  befides,  hear  the  gentleman  :  I  have  been 
over  hafty,  and  he  has  fatisfied  me — only  hear  him — 

Mr  Har.  Sir,  I  will  believe  my  own  wife — Come  on, 
Sir- 
car. I  afiiire  you,  Mr  Harlow,  I  came  into  this  houfe 
upon  honourable  principles— induced,    Sir,   by  my  re- 
gard for  Mifs  Harlow — 

Cape.  For  Mifs  Harlow  ! — Zoons,  draw — 

Cler.  Again! — this  is  downright  madnefs  — two  up- 
on-me  at  once — you  will  murder  me  between  you — 

Mr  Har.  There  is  one  too  many  upon  him,  fure 
enough — and  fo,  Captain,  put  up 

Cape.  Refign  your  pretenfions  to  Mifs  Harlow — 

Cler.  Refign  Mifs  Harlow  ! — not  for  the  univerfe — 
in  her  caufe  I  can  be  as  ready  as  any  bravo  of  ye  all — 

^^Draivs  his  fvuord* 

Mr  Har.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Captain  Cape — do  mo- 
derate 
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derate  your  anger — This  is  neither  time  nor  place — I  have 
been  too  rafh  myfelf — I  beg  you  will  be  pacified — (//<? 
puts  up*) — Mr  Clerimont,  fheath  your  fword — 

Ckr,   I  obey.  Sir— 

Mr  Har*  Captain  Cape,  how  can  you  ? — you  promi- 
fed  me  you  would  let  things  take  their  courfe — If  my 
filler  \v\\\  marry  the  gentleman,  how  is  he  to  blame  ? — 

Cape.  Very  well,  Sir — i  have  done — fhc  is  a  worth- 
iefs  woman,  that's  all. 

Cler.  A  worthlefs  woman,   Sir  ! 

Caf'e.   Ay,  worthlefs 

Cler.  Damnation  ! — Draw,   Sir. 

Mr  Heir,  Nay,  nay,  Mr  Clerimont,  you  are  too  warm 

*  — and  there's  a  gentleman  coming — This  is  your  uncle, 

*  I  fuppofe — 

*  Cler.   It  is 

<  Enter  Mr  Heartweli. 

*  Mr  Har.  I'll  wave  all  difputes  now,  that  I  may 
'  conclude  my  filler's  marriage.  \_/}fide. 

*  Cler.  Mr  iieartwell.   Sir — Mr  Harlow,   Sir 

*  Heart.   My  nephew  has  informed  me,   Sir,  of  the 

*  honour  you  have  done  him,  and  I  am  come  to  give  my 

*  confent. 

*  Mr  Har.   I  thought  it  necefTary,  Sir,  to  have  the 

*  advice  of  Clerimont's  friends,  as  he  is  very  young,  and 

*  my. filler  not  very  handfome. 

*  Cler.   She  is  an  angel.   Sir — 

*  Heart.  Patience,  Charles,  patience — My  nephew's 

*  eftate  will  provide  for  his  eldell  born  ;  and  upon  the 

*  younger  branches  of  his  marriage  I  mean  to  fettle  my 

*  fortune. 

*  Mr  Har.  Generoufly  fpoken,  Sir ;  and  fo  there  is 

*  no  occafion  for  delay — Who  waits  there  ? — tell  the  la- 

*  dies  they  are  wanting — 

'  Heart.   I  have  ever  loved  my  nephew ;   and  fince  he 

*  tells  me  he  has  made  a  good  choice,  I  Ihall  be  glad  to 

*  fee  him  happy. 

*  Cape.   But,  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  that  your  nephew 

*  has  ufed  me  very  bafely  ;  and.  Sir 

*  Mr  Har.  Nay,  nay.  Captain — this  is  wrong  now  j 

*  every  thing  wae  fettled  between  us  in  the  other  room 

U  2  --re- 
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— recolleft  yourfelf — do,  I  beg  you  will Oh,  here 

come  the  ladies. 

Efiter  Mrs  Harlow  and  Mifs. 

Mifs  Har.  Now,  filler,  you  fliall  fee  I  have  comple- 
ted my  conqueft — 

Cler.  Now,  then,  I  am  happy  indeed — My  lovely, 
charming  bride  ! — i  hus  let  me  fnatch  you  to  my  heart, 
and  thus,  and  thus \_E?/ibrc4ces  Mrs  Harlo'W, 

Mr  Har.  Zoons  !  before  my  face — 

\_PuJhing  h'mi  aivay, 

Cler.  Prithee,  indulge  my  tranfport — my  life,  my 
angel ! 

Mr  Har.   1  defire  you  will  defift,   vSir. 

Cler.  Nay,  nay,  prithee  be  quiet My  charming, 

cliarming  wife  ! 

Mr  har.  That  lady  is  not  your  wife — 

Cler.  How  my  wife! — not  my  wife! — ecftafy  and 
bliis! 

Mr  Har.  Come,  come,  Sir,  this  is  too  much — 

Cler.   Ha,  ha  !   you  are  very  pleafant.  Sir. 

Mr  Har.  Zoons,  Sir,  no  trifling — that  lady  is  my 
wife — 

Cler.  Sir  ! 

Mr  Har.   I  fay,  Sir,  that  lady  is  my  wife. 

*  Cape.  Ha,  ha!  I  fee  through  this — it  is  a  comedy 
'  of  errors,   I  believe — \_Sings.'] 

*  Heart.  What  does  all  this  mean  :* 
Cler.  Your  wife.  Sir! 

Mr  Har.  Yes,  my  wife — and  there  is  my  fifter,  if 
you  pleafe  to  take  her— 

Cler.   Sir!--^ — 

Mr  Har.  Sir,  this  is  the  lady  whom  you  have  defired 
in  marriage. 

Cler.  Who  I,  Sir? — I  beg  your  pardon — That  lady  I 
took  to  be  your  wife — (pointing  to  Mifs  Harlonv ;) — and 
that  lady  (pointing  to  Mrs  Harhnv)  I  took  to  be  your 
filter — 

Cape  and  Mrs  Har.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mifs  Har.  Lord,  Lord !  have  I  been  made  a  fool  of 
all  this  time  ?- -furies  !   torture  i   murder  ! — 

Cape.  Ha,  ha  ! — my  lady  fair  is  taken  in,  I  think-7— 
A  comedy  of  errors,  egad  ! — ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Mrs 
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Mrs  Mar.  Sifter,  the  men  don*t  fee  with  my  eyes — 
ha,  ha ! 

Cape.  Ha,  ha  !  the  gentleman  is  no  dangler,  Ma'am. 
Mrs  Har.  This  is  a  complete  conqueft  my  fiftcr  has 


madc- 


Mifs  Har.  I  can't  bear  this Sir,   I  dcfire  I  may 

not  be  made  a  jeft  of — Did  not  you  folicit  me  ?^ — impor- 
time  me  ? — 

Cler.  For  your  Intercft  in  that  lady,  Ma'am — whom 
I  took  for  Mifs  Harlow. — I  beg  your  pardon  if  I  am 
mlltaken 1  hope  there  is  no  harm  done. 

Mifs  Har.  Yes,  vSir,  but  there  is  harm  done — I  am 
made  fport  of — expofed  to  derifion. — Oh,  I  cannot  bear 
this — I  cannot  bear  it —  \_Cries. 

Mrs  Har.  Don't  cry,  filler — fome  faces  preferve  thev 
bloom  longer  than  others,  you  know — ha,  ha  ! 

Cape.  Loll  toll  loll 

<  Heart.  1  don't  underftand  all  this — Is  that  lady  your 
«  wife.  Sir  ? 

«  Mr  Har.  She  is.  Sir. 

*  Heart.  And'  pray,  nephew — you  took  that  lady  for 

*  Mr  Harlow's  filler,  I  fuppofe  ? 

*  Cler.  I  did.  Sir 1  beg  pardon  for  the  trouble  I 

*iiave  given 1  am  in  fuch  confufion,   I  can  hardly — 

*  Heart.  Well,  well,  the  thing  is  cleared  up,  and  there 

*  is  no  harm  done — but  you  fhould  have   known   what 

*  ground  you  went  upon — ha,  ha  !  I  can't  help  laughing 

*  neither. 

*  Mr  Har.  Why,  faith,  nor  I— ha,  ha !' 

Cler.  Since  matters  have  turned  out  fo  unexpeftedly,  I 
beg  pardon  for  my  miilakej  an<l,  Sir,!  take  my  leave. 

[  Going.- 

Mifs  Har.  And  will  you  treat  me  in   this  manner, 

-  Sir  ?  will  you  draw  me  into  fuch  a  fcrape,  and  not — 

Cler,  Ma'am,  that  gentleman  wouH  cut  my  throat  — < 

his  claim  is  prior  to  mine — and,   I  dare  fay,  he  will  be 

very  glad  to  be  reconciled,  Madam. 

Mifi  Har.  You  are  a  bafe  man,  then,    and  I  reject 

you Captain  Cape,  I  fee  my  error.  Sir,  and  I  rc- 

Ijgn  myfelf  to  you. 

Cap:.  No,  Madam,   I  beg  to  be  excufed 1  have 

been;  a  dangler  too  long — I  ought  to  have  been  ii  Irifktr 
U  2  lovct 
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lover — I  ftiall  endeavour  to  furvive  it,  Ma'am — I  won't 
do  myfelf  a  mifchief — and  I  have  my  anfwer — I  am  off. 
Madam — loll  toll  loll 

Mrs  Har.   Ha,  ha  !    I  told  you  this,  my  dear  filler. 

Cler.  Madam,  I  dare  fay  the  gentleman  will  think 
better  of  it. — Mr  Harlow,  I  am  forry  for  all  this  con- 
fufion,  and  I  beg  pardon  of  the  whole  company  for  my 
miftake. — Mrs  Harlow,  I  wi(h  you  all  hsppinefs,  Ma'am 
— ^Angelic  creature  ! — what  a  misfortune  to  lofe  her  1 

\_Bo'\x)St  and  exit. 

Cape.  And  I  will  follow  his  example — Mifs  Harlow, 
I  wifli  you  all  happinefs — Angelic  creature  !  what  a 
misfortune  to  lofe  her  ! — Upon  my  foul,  I  think  you  a 
moil  admirable  jilt ;  and  fo  now  you  may  go  and  bewail 
your  virginity  in  the  mountains — loll  toll  loll.        \^Exit. 

Mifs  Har.  Oh,  oh  !  I  can't  bear  to  be  treated  in  this 
manner — I'll  go  and  hide  myfelf  from  the  world  for  ever. 
Oh,  oh  ! — the  men  are  all  favages,  barbarians,  monilers, 

and  I  hate  the  whole  fex Oh,  oh!    iSeries  bitterly,) 

lExit, 

Mrs  Har.  My  dear  filler,  with  her  beauty  and  her 
conquefts — ha,  ha  ! 

Mr  Har.   Ha,  ha  !    very  whimfical  and  ridiculous — 

*  Heart,  Sir,  my  nephew  is  young — I  am  forry  far 

*  this  fcene  of  errors  ;  and  I  hope  you  will  afcribe  the 

*  whole  to  his  inexperience. 

*  Mr  Har.    I  certainly  fhall.   Sir— 

Mrs  Har.  I  cautioned  my  filler  fufficiently  about  this 
matter  ;  but  vanity  got  the  better  of  her,  and  leaves  h.er 
now  a  whimfical  inllance  of  folly  and  affedation. 

In  vain  the  Faded  Toafl  her  mirror  tries. 

And  counts  the  cruel  murders  of  her  eyes  ; 

For  Ridicule,  fly-peeping  o'er  her  head. 

Will  point  the  rofes  and  the  lilies  dead  : 

And  while,  fond  foul  I   Hie  weaves  her  myrtle  chain. 

She  proves  a  fubje^l  of  the  comic  flrain* 
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ACT 


I. 


Scene,  A  village  at  the  foot  of  a  hill,  nvith  a  cottage^^ 
more  advanced  than  the  rejly  ofi  one  fide.  Sally  dif 
covered fpitming  at  the  door. 

Sally. 

MY  time  how  happy  once  and  gay  ! 
Oh,  blythe  I  was  as  blythe  could  be  j 
But  now  I'm  fad,  ah  well-a-day  ! 
For  my  true  love  is  gone  to  fea. 

The  lads  purfue,  I  jdrive  to  fhun, 
Though  all  their  arts  are  loll  on  me  ; 

For  I  can  never  love  but  one, 
And  he,  alas !   is  gone  to  fea. 

They  bid  me  to  the  wake,  the  fair, 

To  dances  on  the  nelghb'ring  lee  ; 
But  how  can  I  in  pkafurc  (hare, 

While  my  true  love  is  out  at  fta  I 

The 
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The  ftbwers  droop  till  light's  return,  ' 
The  pigeon  mourns  its  abfent  flie  ; 

So  will  I  droop,  fo  will  I  mourn. 

Till  my  true  love  comes  back  from  fea. 

Enter  Dorcas. 
Dor,  What,  will  you  never  quit  this  idle  trade  ? 

Still,  Hill  in  tears  ?— Ah,  you're  a  foolifh  maid  ! 
In  time  have  prudence,  your  own  int'refl:  fee  ; 
Youth  lalls  not  always ;  be  advis'd  by  me. 

That  May-day  of  life  is  for  pieafure. 

For  fmging,  for  dancing,  and  fliovv  ; 
Then  why  will  you  waile  fuch  a  treafure. 

In  fighing  and  crying — heigh-ho  ! 
Let's  copy  the  bird  in  the  meadows. 

By  her's  tune  your  pipe  when  'tis  low ; 
Fly  round,  and  coquet  as  (he  does. 

And  never  fit  crying — heigh-ho  ! 

Though  when  in  the  arms  of  a  lover, 

It  fometimcs  may  happen,  I  know, 
That,  e"'cr  all  our  toying  is  over, 

We  cannot  help  crying — heigh-ho  ! 
In  age  ev'ry  one  a  new  part  takes, 

I  find  to  my  forrow  'tis  fo  ; 
When  old  you  may  cry  till  your  heart  achs. 

But  no  one  will  mind  you — heigh-ho  ! 

^ah  Leave  me. — 

Dor.  — Go  to — I  come  to  make  you  glad  ; 

Odzooks,  what's  here  ?  this  folly  fets  me  mad. 

You're  grieving,  andforvdiom  ? — 'tispretty  fport— 

For  one  that  gets  a  wife  at  ev'ry  port ! 
Sal.    Dorcas,  for  fhame  !  how  can  you  be  fo  bafe,. 

Or  after  this  look  Thomas  in  the  face? 

His  (hip's  expefted. — 
Dor.  — Tell  not  me. The  Squire — 

As  Tom  is  your's,  you  are  his  heart's  defire  — 

Then  why  fo  peevifh,  and  fo  froward  ilill  ? 

He'll  make  your  fortune — let  him  have  his  will. 

^aU       Were  I  as  poor  as  wretch  can  be, 
As  great  a§  ^ny  mgn^r^Ii  he  j 


THE  SAILOR'S  RETURN.        237 

Ere  on  fuch  terms  I'd  mount  his  throne, 
I'd  work  my  fingers  to  the  bone. 

Grant  me,  ye  pow'rs  !   I  alii  not  wealth  ; 

Grant  me  but  Innocence  and  health. 

Ah,  what  is  grandeur  link'd  to  vice  ? 

^Tis  only  virtue  gives  it  price.  \^Exit. 

Dor.  Well,  go  your  ways — I  cannot'choofe  but.  fmile. 
Wou'd  I  were  young  again — alas  the  while  ! 
But  what  are  wifhes  ? — wirties  will  not  do  : 
One  cannot  eat  one's  cake  and  have  it  too. 

When  I  was  a  young  one,  what  .girl  was  like  mc  ? 
So  wanton,  fo  airy,   and  briilc  as  a  bee  : 
I  tattled,   I  rambled,   I  laugh'd,  and  where'er 
A  fiddle  was  heard,  to  be  fure  I  was  there. 
To  all  that  came  near  I  had  fomething  to  fay  : 
'Twas  this.  Sir — and  that;  Sir — but  fcarce  ever  Nay; 
And  Sundays,  drefs'd  out  in  my  filks  and  my  lace, 
I  warrant  I  ftodd  by  the  bell  in  the  place. 

At  twenty  I  got  me  a  huihand — poor  man  ! 

Well,  reft  him,  we  all  are  as  good  as  we  can  : 

Yet  he  was  fo  peevifli.  he'd  quarrel  for  ftraws  ; 

And  jealous — tho'  truly  I  gave  him  fome  caufe. 

He  fnubb'd  me,  and  huff'd  me — but  let  me  alone ; 

Egad,   I've  a  tongue — and  I  paid  him  his  own. 

Ye  wives,  take  the  hint,  and  when  fpoufe  is  untow'rd, 

Stand  firm  to  our  charter — and  have  the  laft  word. 

But  now  I'm  quite  alter'd — the  more  to  my  wo  ; 

I'm  not  what  I  was  forty  fummers  ago  : 

This  Time's  a  fore  foe,  there's  no  Hiunning  his  dart) 

However,   I  keep  up  a  pretty  good  heart. 

Grov/n  old,  yet  I  hate  to  be  fitting  mum-chance ; 

I  ftill  love  a  tune,  tho'  unable  to  dance  ; 

And  books  of  devotion  laid  by  on  my  flielf, 

I  teach  that  to  others  I  once  did  myfelf.  [^Exif, 

Scene,     The    Squire    appears    defce7idtng   the  hill  nvith 
hunt/men. 

Squire. 
Hark,  hark  !  the  fhrill  horn  calls  the  fportfman  abroad ; 
To  horfe,  my  brave  boys,  and  away  \ 

The 
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The  morning  is  up,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds 

Upbraids  our  too  tedious  delay. 
What  pleafure  we  feel  in  purfiiing  the  fox  ! 

Q'er  hill  and  o'er  valley  he  flies ; 
Then  follow,  we'll  foon  overtake  him — Huzza  ! 

The  traitor  is  feiz'd  on  and  dies. 

Triumphant  returning  at  night  with  the  fpoil, 

Like  Bacchanals,  fhouting  and  gay  ; 
How  fweet  with  a  bottle  and  lafs  to  refrefh, 

And  lofe  the  fatigues  of  the  day  ! 
With  fport,  love,  and  wine,  fickle  fortune  defy ; 

Dull  wifdom  all  happinefs  fours  : 
Since  life  is  no  more  than  a  paffage  at  beft, 

Let's  ftrew  the  way  over  with  flow'rs.        [^Exeiint. 

Scene,  The  Squire,  returning  after  the  huntfuien  are 
gone  offt  knocks  at  Sally'/  dooTt  nv/jo  comes  out  of  the 
cottage. 

SaU  Ah,  whither  have  my  heedlefs  fteps  betray 'd  ! 
iS'7.    Where  wou'd  you  fly  ?  of  whom  are  you  afraid  ? 

Here's  neither  fpe6:re,  ghoft,  nor  goblin  nigh  ; 

Nor  any  one — ^but  Cupid,  you,  and  I. 
Eal  Unlucky!-^  ' 

Sq.    'Sdcath  !  ihe  fets  me  all  on  fire : 

Bewitching  girl !    t  languifh  with  defire. 

But  wherefore  do  you  ^rlnk,  and  trembling  (land, 

So  coy,  fo  filly  ? — 
BaU  —Pray,  Sir,  loofe  my  hand. 

Sq»    When  late  I  wander'd  o'er  the  plaiii, 
From  nymph  to  nymph,  I  ftrove  in  vain 

My  wild  defires  to  rally  : 
But  now  they're  of  themfelves  come  home, 
And,  ftrange  !   no  longer  feek  to  roam  ; 

They  centre  all  in  Sally. 

Yet  fhe,  unkind  one,  damps  my  joy, 
And  cries  I  court  but  to  deilroy  : 

Can  love  with  ruin  tally  ? 
By  thofe  dear  lips,  thofe  eyes,   I  fwear, 
J  would  all  deaths,  all  torments  bear, 

Rather  than  injure  Sally. 

Come 


T(11E  BAILOR'S  RET UHN.       239 

Come  then,  oH  come,  thou  fweeter  far 
Than  jeffamine  and  rofcs  are, 
Or  lilies  of.  the  valley  : 

0  follow  love,  and  quit  your  fear  ;  . 
He'll  guide  you  to  thefe  arms,  my  dear, 

And  make  me  bled  in  Sally. 

Sal.   Sir,  yoii  demeaaii  yourfdf ;  and,  to  he  free. 
Some  lady  you  Ihould  choofe  of  iit  degree  : 

1  am  too  low,  too  vulgar — 
Sq.     — Rather  fay,  .•;, 

There's  fome  more  favoured  rival  in  the  way : 
Some  liappyfweetheartinyour  thoughts  takes  place.5 
For  him  you  keep,  your  favours ;  that's  the  cafe. 
Sal.  Well,  if  it  be,  'tis  neither  fhame  nor  fm  : 
An  honeft  lad  he  is,  of  honell  kin  : 
No  higher  than  my  equal  1  pretend. 
You  have  your  anl'wer.  Sir;   and  there's  an  end. 

Sq.     Come,  come,  my  dear  girl,  I  mufl  not  be  deny'd  ; 

Fine  cloaths  you  fhall  ftafh  in,  and  rant  it  away: 
I'll  give  you  this  purfe  too;  and,  hark  you,  befide, 

We'll  kifs  and  we'll  toy  all  the  long  fummer's-day. 
Sal.  Of  kifllng  and  toying  you  foon  would  be  tir'd; 

Oh,  fliould  haplefs  Sally  confent  to  be  naught ! 
Befides,  Sir,  believe  me,  I  fcorn  to  be  hir'd  ; 

The  heart's  not  worth  gaining  whichistobebought. 
Sq.  Perhaps  you're  afraid  of  the  world's  bufy  tongue  ; 

But  know,  above  fcandal  you  then  fhall  be  put ; 
And  laugh,  as  you  roll  in  your  chariot  along. 

At  draggle-tail  Chaftity  walking  a- foot. 
Sal.   If  only  through  fear  of  the  world  I  was  fliy. 

My  coynels  and  modelly  were  but  ill  fhown  ; 
It's  pardon  'twere  eafy  with  money  to  buy  ; 

But  how,  tell  me  how,  I  fliould  purchafe  my  own. 
Sq.    Leave  morals  to  grey-beards,  thofe  lips  were  defign'd 

For  better  employment — 

Sal.       — I  will  not  endure 

Sq.     Oh  fie,  child !   Love  bids  you  be  rich  and  be  kind  : 
Sal*       But  virtue  commandB  me,—- Be  honeft  and  poor. 


ACT 
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A    C    T      n. 

Scene,    The  Sea-fide, 

Thomas,  <v:tth  Sailors t  enters  in  a  haty  from  luhich  they 
land. 

Thomas. 


A 


.VAST,  my  boys,  avail  ;  all  hands  afhore  : 
MefTmates,  what  cheer  ?  Old  England,  hey  I  once  more. 
I*m  thinking  how  the  wenches  will  rejoice  ; 
Out  with  your  prefcnts,  boys,  and  take  your  choice. 

I've  an  old  fweetheart but  look,  there's  the  town  ; 

Weigh  anchor,  tack  about,  and  let's  bear  down. 

How  happy  is  the  failor's  life, 
From  coaft  to  coaft  to  roam  j 
In  ev'ry  port  he  finds  a  wife, 
In  ev'ry  land  a  home. 
He  loves  to  range. 
He's  nowhere  ftrange  ; 
He  ne'er  will  turn  his  back. 
To  friend  or  foe  ; 
No,  mafters,  no  : 
My  life  for  honeft  Jack. 
Chorus.     He  loves  to  range,  &c. 

If  fancy  foes  dare  make  a  noife, 

And  to  the  fword  appeal  ; 
We  out,  and  quickly  learn  'em,  boys. 

With  whom  they  have  to  deal. 
W«  know  no  craft,  but  'fore  and  aft, 

Lay  on  our  ftrokes  amain  ; 
Then,  if  they're  ftout,  for  t'other  bout| 
We  drub  'em  o'er  again 
Chorus.  We  know  no  craft,  &c. 

Or  fair  or  foul,  let  Fortune  blow. 

Our  hearts  are  never  dull ; 
The  pocket  that  to-day  ebbs  low, 

To-morrow  fliall  be  full: 
For  if  fo  be,  we  want,  d'ye  fee, 

A  pluck  of  this  here  llufF; 
In  Indi-a,  and  Ameri-ca, 

We'ie  fure  to  find  enough. 
Chorus*     For  if  fo  be,  &c.  Then 
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Then  blefs  the  king,  and  blefs  the  {late, 

And  blefs  our  captains  all  ; 
And  ne'er  may  chance  unfortunate, 

The  Brkifh  fleet  befal ; 
But  pi-ofp'rous  gales,  where'er  flie  fails  ; 

And  ever  may  flie  ride. 
Of  fea  and  fhore,  till  time's  no  more, 

The  terror  and  the  pride. 
Chorus.  But  profp'rous  gales,  &c.  [_E:<eunt* 

Enter  Squire  atid  Dorcas. 
5"^.     In  vain  I've  ev'ry  wily  art  effay'd. 

Nor  promifes  can  tempt,  nor  vows  perfuade  ; 

No  profpedl  of  fuccefs  is  left  me  now  : 

How  Ihall  I  gain  her  ? — 
Dor,  — Why,  I'll  tell  you  how. 

This  way  flie  comes  ;  the  wench  is  full  of  pride-;     ^ 

Lay  oaths,  and  vows,  and  promifes  afidc  : 

Often,  when  regular  approaches  fail, 

Befiegers  ftorm  a  place,  and  fo  prevail. 

All  you  who  would  wifh  to  fucceed  with  a  lafs. 

Learn  how  the  affair's  to  be  done  ; 
For  if  you  ftand  fooling,  and  (hy,  like  an  afs, 

You'll  lofe  her,  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

With  whining,  and  fighing,  and  vows,  and  all  thatj, 

As  far  as  you  pleafe  you  may  run  ; 
She'll  hear  you,  and  jeer  you,  and  give  you  a  pat, 

But  jilt  you,  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

To  wor{hip,  and  call  her  bright  goddefs,  is  fine  ; 

But  m.ark  you  the  confcquence,  mun  ; 
The  baggage  will  think  herfelf  really  divine, 

And  fcorn  you,  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

Then  be  with  a  maiden,  bold,  frolic,  and  flout, 

And  no  opportunity  (bun  : 
She'll  tell  you  (he  hates  you,  and  fwear  flie'U  cry  out  \ 

But  mum — (he's  as  fure  as  a  gun.  \^Exeunt, 

Enter  Sally,   n):ith  a  milking  pail. 
Sal.   How  crutl.  thofe  who,  with  ungenerous  aim, 

^itrivc  to  ftduct;  and  bring  poor  maids  to  fhame  ! 
Vol.  IL  X     '  That 


*J42     THOMAS  AND  SALLY:   OR, 

That  brutifii  fqiiire  !  but  wherefore  fhould  I  fear  ? 
I  ne'er  can  turn  falfe -hearted  to  my  dear. 
No  ;  when  he  came  his  lail  farewel  to  take, 
He  bid  me  wear  this  token  for  his  fake  ; 
He  fliall  not  prove  me  fickle  and  unkind  ; 
Or  fay,  that — out  of  fight  was  out  of  mind. 

Aufpicious  fpirits  guard  my  love, 

In  time  of  danger  near  him  bide  ; 
With  outfpread  vv'ings  around  him  move, 

And  turn  each  random  ball  afide. 
And  you  his  foes,  though  hearts  of  ileel. 

Oh,  may  you  then  with  me  accord ; 
A  fympathetic  paflion  feel. 

Behold  his  face,  and  drop  the  fword. 

Ye  winds,    your  blull'ring  fury  leave  ; 

Like  airs  that  o'er  the  garden  fweep  ; 
Breathe  foft  in  fighs,  and  gently  heave 

The  calm  fmooth  bofom  of  the  deep. 
Till  halcyon  peace  return'd,  once  more, 

From  blafts  fecure  and  hoftile  harms, 
My  failor  views  his  native  fliorc, 

And  harbours  fafe  in  thefe  fond  arms. 

Enter  Squire. 
Sf"  \<'t\\  met,  pretty  maid  ; 

Nay,  don't  be  afraid  ; 
I  mean  you  no  mifchief,   I  vow : 
Pfha  !   what  is't  you  ail  ? 
Come,  give  me  your  pail. 
And  I'll  carry  it  up  to  your  cow. 

Sal,  Pray  let  it  alone, 

I've  hands  of  my  own. 
Nor  need  your's  to  help  me — forbear  ! 

How  can  you  per  fill  ? 

I  won't,   Sir,  be  kill. 
Nor  teaz'd  thus— go  trifle  elfewhere. 

.S"^.  In  yon  lonely  grove 

I  faw  an  alcove, 
All  round  the  fweet  violet  fpritigs  y 

And 
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And  there  was  a  thrufti, 
Hard  by  in  a  bufli, 
^Twould  charm  you  to  hear  how  he  fings. 

Sal.  But  hark  !  prithee,  hark  ! 

Look,  yonder's  a  lark  ! 
It  warbles  and  pleafcs  me  fo, 

To  hear  the  foft  tale 

O'  th*  fweet  nightingale 
I  wou'd  not  be  tempted  to  go. 

Sq,  Then  here  we'll  fit  down  : 

Come,  come,  never  frown  ! 
No  longer  my  blifs  I'll  retard  ; 
Kind  Venus  fhall  fpread 
Her  veil  over  head. 
And  the  little  rogue  Cupid  keep  guard. 

Enter  Thomas. 
Tho.    What's  this  I  fee  ?     May  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 

A  pirate  juft  about  to  board  my  prize  ! 

'Tis  well  I  this  way  chanc'd  my  courfe  to  fleer. 

Sal,  what's  the  matter  ? — 
Sal.     — Thomas  ! — 
Sq       — 'Sdeath,  who's  here  ? 

Fellow  be  gone,  or 

Tho.     — Learn  your  phrafe  to  mend  : 

Do  you  fheeroff,  or  elfe  I'll  make  you,  friend. 

Let  go  the  wench  ;   I  claim  her  for  my  fliare  ; 

And  now  lay  hands  upon  her — if  you  dare. 

Sq.  Saucy  rafcal,  this  intrufion 

You  fhall  anfwer  to  your  cod  : 
Bully'd — fcandaliz'd — confufion  ! 
All  my  fchemes  and  wifhes  croft. 

Tho.       Hark  you,  mafter,  keep  your  diftance  j 
'Sblood,  take  notice  what  I  fay : 
There's  the  channel,  no  refiftance  ; 
lack  about,  and  bear  away. 

Sal.        Wou'd  you  wreft  our  freedom  from  us  ? — 
Now  my  heart  has  loft  its  fear : 
Oh,  my  bcft,  my  deareft  Thomas  ! 
Sure  feme  angel  brought  you  here. 

X  2  Sq, 
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Sq»         Since  her  paltry  inclination, 

Stoops  to  fuch  a  thing  a«  you  ; 
Thus  I  make  a  recantation  ; 

Wretched,  foolifli  girl,  adieu  !  \_ExiU 

SjI.     Oh,  welcome,  welcome  !    How  fhall  I  impart 
'J'he  joy  this  happy  meeting  gives  ray  heart  ? 
Now,  Tom,  in  fajpety  ftay  at  home  with  me, 
And  never  truft  again  that  treachVous  fea. 
7ho,     Excufe  me,  Sal ;  while  mighty  George  has  foes. 
On  land,  and  main,  their  malice  I'll  oppofe. 
But  hang  this  talking,  my  dcfires  are  keen  ; 
You  fee  yon  fleeple,  and  know  what  I  mean. 

Let  fops  pretend  in  flames  to  m.elt. 
And  talk  of  pangs  they  never  felt  ; 
I  fpeak  without  difguife  or  art. 
And  with  my  hand  beftqw  my  heart, 

Sal*        Let  ladies  prudiflily  deny, 

I^ok  cold,  a^d  give  their  thoughts  the  lie; 
I  own  the  palfion  in  my  breall. 
And  long  to  make  my  lover  bled. 

!r/?.      For  this  the  failor,  on  the  maft. 

Endures  the  cold  and  cutting  blaft  ; 
All  dripping  wet,  wears  out  the  night. 
And  braves  the  fury  of  the  fight. 

Sal,       For  this  the  virgin  pines  and  fighs. 

With  throbbing  heart  and  dreaming  eyes  j 
Till  fweet  reverfe  of  joy  fhe  proves. 
And  clafps  the  faithful  lad  fhe  loves. 

Both,     Ye  Briti(h  youths,  be  brave  ;  you'll  find 
The  Britifh  virgins  will  be  kind  : 
Protect  their  beauty  from  alarms, 
And  they'll  repay  you  with  its  charms. 
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CHRONONHOTONTHOLOGOS. 
JB''  M^   HENRT  CARET. 

Dramatis  Persons. 

MEN. 
Chrononhotontholo^os,  King  of  C^cerumania. 
B'jmbardin'thn,  his  Gererai. 
AlaihGronilphofcophernio. 
Rigdum-Funnidos. 
Cr. plain  of  the  Guards, 
Cupid. 

S'gnior  Scacciatlnello. 
Dotior,  Cock,  Dumb  Majlcr  of /he  Ceremonies t 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Fadladinida,  Q^een  of  C^ecrumania. 

Tatlanthe,  her  maid. 

Venus,  Goddcfs  of  Beauty. 

iji  Lady, 

xd  Lady, 

Signiora  Sacarina, 

PROLOGUE. 

TO-ri!ght  our  comic  nnife  the  hulkin  wears, 
And  gives  herfelf  no  fmall  romantic  airs  ; 
Struts  ill  heroics,  and  in  pompouf  verfc 
Does  the  minuteft  incidents  rehearfc  ; 
In  ridicule's  ftrift  retrofpeft  difplays 
The  poetafters  of  thefc  motJern  days.     . 
When  the  big-bellowing  bomball  rends  our  cars, 
Which,  ftript  of  found,  quite  voj;l  of  fenTe  appears ; 
Of  when  the  fiddle-faddle  numbers  flow, 
"crcncly  dull,  elaborately  low  : 
l.ithcr  extreme,  when  va'n  pretenders  take, 
The  aCiot  fufTcrs  for  the  author's  fake ; 
'I'hc  quite-tir'd  audience  iofc  whole  hours,  yet  pay, 
To  go  unpleas'd  and  unimprov'd  away. 
This  bci;ig  our  firheme,  wc  hope  you  will  excufc 
Ths  wild  Cicuilioaof  ihc  wanton  mufc  ; 

X  3  Witti- 
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Without  a  frolic  wears  a  mimic  ma(k; 
And  fets  herfelf  fo  whimfical  a  taflk; 
'Tis  meant  to  pleafe  ;  but  if  it  fliould  offend, 
*Ti$  very,lhort,  and  foon  will  have  an  end. 


Scene,  An  anti-cha??iher  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Rigdum-Funnidos  ^«i  Aldlborontiphofcophornlo. 

RiGDUM-FuNNlDOJ. 

ALdiborontiphoscophornio! 
Where  left  you  Chrononhotonthologos  ? 

Aid.   FatiguM  with  the  tremendous  toils  of  war, 
"Within  his  tent,  on  downy  couch  fuccumbent, 
Himfelf  he  unfatigues  with  gentle  flumbers. 
Lull'd  by  the  cheerful  trumpet's  gladfome  clangor, 
The  noife  of  drums,  and  thunder  of  artillery, 
He  fleeps  fupine  amidit  the  din  of  war  : 
And  yet  it  is  not  definitely  deep  ; 
Rather  a  kind  of  dofe,  a  waking  flumber, 
That  fheds  a  ftupefaftion  o'er  his  fenfes  : 
For  now  he  nods  and  fnores  ;  anon  he  ftarts ; 
Then  nods  and  fnores  again.      If  this  be  ileep, 
Tell  me,  ye  gods,  what  mortal  man's  awake  ! 
What  fays  my  friend  to  this? 

Rig.  Say  !   I  fay  he  fleeps  dog-lleep  :  what  a  plague 
would  you  have  me  to  fay  ? 

Aid.  O  impious  thought !   O  curft  infinuation ! 
As  if  great  Chrononhotonthologos, 
To  animals  dctellable  and  vile. 
Had  ought  the  leall  fimiiitude  ! 

Rig.  My  dear  friend,  you  entirely  mifapprehend  me  :      I 
I  did  not  call  the  king  dog  by  craft ;   I  was  only  going    j 
to  tell  you  the  foldiers  had  juil  received  their  pay,  and 
are  all  as  drunk  as  fo  many  fvvabbcrs. 

Aid.  Give  orders  inftantly,  that  no  more  money 
Be  iffued  to  the  troops  ;  mean  time,  my  friend,. 
Let  all  the  baths  be  fill'd  with  feas  of  coffee, 
To  ftupify  their  fouls  into  fobriety. 

Rig.  1  fancy  you  had  better  banifli  the  futkrs,  and 
tlow  the  geneva  callis  to  the  devil.  ^ 

Aid, 
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Aid.  Thou  counfell'fl  well,  my  Rigdum-Funnido?, 
And  reafon  feems  to  further  thy  advice. 

But  foft the  king,  in  penfive  contemplation, 

Seems  to  revolve  on  fome  important  doubt : 

His  foul,  too  copious  for  this  earthly  fabric. 

Starts  forth  fpontaneous  in  foliloquy, 

And  makes  his  tongue  the  midwife  of  his  mind. 

Let  us  retire,  left  we  difturbhis  folitude.      {Jtbey  retire* 

Enter  King. 
King  This  god  of  fleep  is  watchful  to  torment  me,      ^ 
And  reft  is  grown  a  ftranger  to  mine  eyes. 
Sport  not  with  Chrononhotonthologos, 
Thou  idle  flumb'rer,  thou  detefted  Somnus  ; 
For  if  thou  doft,  by  all  the  waking  pow'rs, 
I'll  tear  thine  eye-balls  from  their  leaden  fockets, 
And  force  thee  to  outftare  etemity! 

[Exit  in  a  great  hujf. 
Re-enter  Rigdum-Funnidos  and  Aldiborontiphofco- 
phornio. 

Rig.  The  king's  in  a  curfed  pafFion  :  Pray,  who  is  this 
Mr  Somnus  he's  fo  angry  withal  ? 

Aid.  The  fon  of  Chaos  and  Erebus, 
Inceftuous  pair  !  brother  of  Mors  relentlefs  ; 
Whofe  fpeckled  robe,  and  wings  of  blackeft  hue, 
Aftonifti  all  mankind  with  hideous  glare  : 
Himfelf,  with  fable  plumes,  to  men  benevolent, 
Brings  downy  (lumbers  and  refreftiing  fleep. 

Rigd.  The .  gentleman  may  be  come  of  a  very  good 
family,  for  ought  I  know ;  but  I  wou'd  not  be  in  his 
place  for  the  world. 

Aid.  But  lo,  the  king,  his  footfteps  this  way  bending, 
His  cogitative  faculties  immers'd 
In  cogibundity  of  cogitation. 
Let  filence  clofe  our  folding-doors  of  fpeech. 
Till  apt  attention  tell  our  heart  the  purport 
Of  this  profound  profundity  of  thought. 

Re-enter  King  and  Attendants. 

King.  It  is  refolv'd — Now  Somnus,  I  defy  thee. 
And  from  mankind  ampute  thy  curft  dominion  :      * 
Thefe  royal  eyes  thou  never  more  flialt  clofe  : 
Henceforth  let  no  man  fleep,  on  pain  of  death. 
Inftead  of  ileep,  let  pompous  pageantry, 

AnJ 
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And  folemn  fhow,  with  fonorous  folemnlty, 
Keep  all  mankind  eternally  awake. 
Bid  Harlfrquino  decorate  the  Ilage 
With  all  magnificence  of  decorations, 
Giants,  giantefle^,  dwarfs  and  pigmies, 
Songs,  dances,  mufic  in  its  ampleil  order, 
Mimes,  patomimes,  and  all  the  magic  motion 
Of  fcene  deceptio-vllive  and  fublime. 

[v/«  Entertainiiient  of  Singing  hsrs^  after  the  Italia?: 
inanr:er,i  by  Signior  Socciatinello  afid  i>igniora  Sa- 
carina.] 

Enter  Captain  cfihe  Guards. 

Capt.  To  arms,  to  arms!  great  Chrononhotonthologos! 
Th'  Antipodean  pow'rs,  from  realms  below, 
Have  buril  the  folid  intrails  of  the  earth, 
Gufhing  fuch  catarafts  of  forces  forth, 
This  world  Is  too  incopious  to  contain  them. 
Armies  on  armies  march  in  form  ftupendous. 
Not  like  our  earthly  legions,  rank  by  rank, 
But  tire  o*er  tire,  high  pil'd  from  earth  to  heav'n. 
A  blazing  bullet,  bigger  than  the  fun. 
Shot  from  a  huge  and  monllrous  culverin, 
Has  laid  your  royal  citadel  in  aflies. 

Kitig.  Peace,  coward  !  were  they  wedg'd  like  golden 
Or  pent  fo  clofe  as  to  admit  no  vacuum,  [ingots. 

One  look  from  Chrononhotonthologos 
Shall  flare  them  into  nothing.      Rigdum-Funnldos, 
Bid  Bombardinion  draw  his  legions  forth, 
And  meet  us  in  the  plains  of  Queerumania  : 
This  very  now  ourfelves  v/ill  there  conjoin  him. 
Mean  time  bid  all  the  priefts  prepare  their  temples 
For  rites  of  triumph  :  let  the  finging  fingers, 
With  vocal  voices,  moft  vociferous. 
In  fweet  vociferation,  out-vociferize 
Ev'n  found  itfelf.     So  be  it  as  We  have  order'd. 

[_Exeu?it> 

Scene,   A  magnificent  apartincnt* 
lEnter  Q^  Fadladinida,  Tatlanthe,  and  Attendants, 
^jieen.  Day's  curtain  drawn,  the  morn  begins  to  rife, 
And  waking  nature  rubs  her  fleepy  eyes ; 

The 
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The  pretty  little,  fleecy,  bleating  flocks. 
In  baa's  \iarmonious  warble  thro'  the  rocks ; 
Night  gathers  up  her  fhades  in  fable  flirouds, 
And  whifp'ring  oliers  tattle  to  the  clouds  : 
What  think  you,  ladies,  if  an  hour  we  kill 
At  bafTet,  ombre,   piquet,  or  quadrille  ? 

Tat.  Your  Majefty  was  pkas'd  to  order  tea. 

^icen.  My  mind  is  alter'd  ;  bring  fome  ratafia. 

[  They  are  ferved  ^jjith  a  drarn. 
I  have  a  famous  fiddler  fent  from  France  ; 
Bid  him  come  in.     What  think  you  of  a  dance  ? 
Enter  King  of  the  FiddUrs. 

Fid.  Thus  to  your  Majefty  fays  our  fuppliant  mufc  : 
Would  you  a  folo  or  fonata  choofe, 
Or  bold  concerto,  or  foft  ficiliano, 
Alia  Francefe  overo  in  gufto  Romano  ? 
When  you  command,  'tis  done  as  foon  as.fpoke. 

^sefu  A  civil  fellow — Flay  us  tlie  Black  Jock. 

[Q^een  and  Ladies  dance  the  Black  jfccL 
So  much  for  dancing  ;  now  let's  reft  a  while. 
Bring  in  the  tea-things  ;  does  the  kettle  boil  ? 

Tat.  The  water  bubbles,  and  the  tea-cups  flap, 
Through  eager  hope  to  kifs  your  royal  lip. 

\Tea  brought  //?. 

^een.  Come,  ladies,  will  you  pleafe  to  choofe  your 
Or  green  imperial,  or  Pekoe  Bohea  ?  [tea, 

\ft  Lady.  Never,  no  never,  fure  on  earth  was  feen. 
So  gracious,  fweet,  and  affable  a  queen. 

2d  Lady.  She  is  an  angel ! — 

17?  Lady.  — ■ -he's  a  goddefs  rather  ! 

Tat.  She's  angel,  queen,  and  goddefs  all  together ! 

^sen.  Away  !  you  flatter  me. — 

\ji  Lady.    — We  don't  indeed. — 
Your  merit  docs  our  praifes  far  exceed. 

^leen.  You  make  me  blufti :  pray  help  me  to  a  fan. 

^Jl  Lady.  That  blufii  becomes  you. — 

Tat.  Would  i  were  a  man  ! 

^leen.  I'll  hear  nOvmore  of  this,  as  Vm  a  finner. 
l^Enter  Dumb  Matter  o/the  Cercmoniesy  makingftgns  of 
eating.'\ 
Dear  me  !  that's  true,  I  never  thought  of  dinner ; 

But 
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But  'twill  be  over,  ladies,  very  foon  : 
Meantime,  my  friend,  play  t'other  little  tune. 

[  "VlufiQ  play  Si  they  all  dance  off. 

ScEME,    Another  apartment. 
Enter  Rigdum-Fiinnidos  ^7;^/  Aldiborontiph. 

Rig.  Egad,  we're  in  the  wrong  box  ;  who  the  devil 
would  have  thought,  that  this  fame  Chrononhotontholo- 
gos  fhould  have  beat  that  mortal  fight  of  Tippodcans  ? 
Why,  there's  not  a  mother's  child  of  them  to  be  feen. 
Egad,  they  footed  it  away  as  fall  as  tlieir  hands  could 
carry  them  ;  but  they  left  their  king  behind  tliem  ;  we 
have  him  fafe,  that's  one  comfort. 

^4l(i,  Wou'd  he  were  ft  ill  at  ampleft  liberty  ! 
For,  Omy  deareft  Rigdum-Funnidos, 
1  have  a  riddle  to  unriddle  to  thee, 
Shall  make  thee  flare  thyfelf  into  a  ftatue. 
Our  Queen's  in  love  with  this  Antipodean. 

Rig.  The  devil  fhe  is  I  Well,  I  fee  mifchlef  is  going 
forward  with  a  vengeance. 

Aid.  But  lo,  the  conqueror  comes  all  crown'd  with 
A  folemn  triumph  graces  his  return  :  [conqueft  ; 

Lets  grafp  the  fore-lock  of  this  apt  occafion, 
To  greet  the  viftor  in  his  flow  of  glory. 

Enter  King  in  triumph.,   met  by  Rigdum.  and  Aldib. 

Aid.  All  hail  to  Chrononhotonthologos  ! 
Thrice  trebly  welcome  to  your  loyal  fubjeds  ! 
Myfelf,  and  faithful  Rigdum-Funnidos, 
Loft  in  a  labyrinth  of  love  and  loyalty, 
Intreat  you  to  infpe6t  our  inmoft  fouls. 
And  read  in  them  what  tongue  can  never  utter. 

King.    Aldiborontiphofcophornio, 
To  thee,  and  gentle  Rigdum-Funnidos, 
Our  gratulations  flow  in  ftreams  unbounded  ; 
Our  bounty's  debtor  to  your  loyalty. 
Which  fliall  with  int'reft  be  repaid  ere  long. 
But  where's  our  (^een,  where's  Fadladinida  ? 
She  fliould  be  foremoft  in  this  gladfome  train. 
To  grace  our  triumph  ;  but  I  fee  flie  flights  me  : 
This  haughty  queen  fliall  be  no  longer  mine  ; 
I'll  have  a  fweet  and  gentle  concubine. 

Rig.  Now,  my  dear  fweet  Phofcophorny,  for  a  fwin- 
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ging  lie  to  bring  the  queen  off;  and  I'll  run  with  it  this 

minute  to  her,  that  we  may  be  all  in  a  ftory.         [_jljlde, 

{jThey  -jjhilper  importunately^  and  Rigdum.  ^^0^/  out,^ 

ylld.  Speak  not,  great  Chrononhotonthologos, 
In  accent  fo  injurioully  fevere, 
Of  Fadladinida  your  faithful  queen  : 
By  me  flic  fends  an  embaffy  of  love, 
Sweet  blandifhments,  and  kind  congratulations  ; 
But  cannot,  O  flie  cannot,  come  herfelf! 

K'mg*  Our. rage  is  turn'dtofear  ;  what  ails  the  queen? 

Aid.  A  fudden  diarrhaea's  rapid  force 
So  ftimulates  the  periilaltic  motion, 
That  all  conclude  her  royal  life  in  danger. 

King.   Bid  the  phyficians  of  the  earth  alTemble 
In  confidcration  folemn  and  fedate  ; 
More  to  corroborate  their  fage  refolves, 
Call  from  their  graves  the  learned  men  of  old, 
Galen,   Hippocrates,  and  Paracelfus; 
Dodlors,  apothecaries,  furgeons,  chymills. 
All,  all  attend  !   and  fee  they  bring  their  med'cfnes, 
Whole  magazines  of  gallipotted  nortrums, 
Materiallz'd  in  pharmaceutic  order  : 
The  man  that  cur£s  our  queen  fliali  have  our  empire. 

\_Exeunt  o?nnes* 
Enter  Tatlantlie  .^^/^ Queen, 

^leen.   Heigh  ho  !  my  heart ! 

Tat    What  ails  my  gracious  queea  ? 

^isen.  O,  would  to  Venus  I  had  never  feen— • 

Tat.   Seen  what,  my  royal  millrcfs  ? 

^ueen.  Too,  too  much  ! 

"Tut.   Did  it  affright  you  ? 

^leen.  No,  'tis  nothing  fuch. 

Tat.  What  was  it,  madam  ? 

^tjen.   Really  I  don't  know. 

Tat,   It  mufl  be  fomething. 

^leen.  No. 

Tat.  Or  nothing. 

^lecn.  No. 
O,  my  Tatlanthe  !  have  you  ever  feen-^- 

Tat,  Can  1  guefs  what,  unlefs  you  tell,  my  queen  \ 

^lesn.  The  king  I  mean—* 

Tat, 
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7^^-  Jwft  now  return'd  from  "v^i*? 
He  rides  like  Mars  in  his  triumphal  car: 
jCpnqueil  precedes  with  laurels  in  his  hand  ; 
Behind  him  Fame  does  on  her  tiptoes  iland  ; 
Her  golden  trump  fhrill  through  the  air  fhe  founds, 
Which  rends  the  earth,  and  thence  to  heaven  rebounds  : 
Trophies,  and  ipoils  innumerable,  grace 
This  triumph,  which  all  triumph  does  deface. 
Halle  then,  great  queen,  your  hero  thus  to  meet. 
Who  longs  to  lay  his  laurels  at  your  feet. 

^ueen.   Art  mad,  Tatlanthe  ?  1  mean  no  fuch  thing; 
Your  talk's  diilalleful. — 

Tat. .  Didn't  you  name  the  king  ? 
^icen.   I  did,  Tatlanthe  !  but  it  was  not  thine  ; 
The  charming  king  I  mean  is  only  mine. 

Tat.  Who  elfc,  who  elfe,  but  fuch  a  charming  fair, 
In  Chronpnhotonthologos  fliould  (liare  \ 
The  queen  of  beauty,  and  the  god  of  war. 
In  you  and  Chrononhotonthologos  united  are  ; 
.The  queen  of  beauty,  and  the  god  of  arms, 
In  him  and  you  united  blend  their  charms. 
O.  had  yjou  feen  him,  how  he  dealt  out  death. 
And  at  one  llroke  robb'd  thoufands  of  their  breath  ; 
While  on  the  flaughter'd  heaps  himfelf  did  rife 
In  pyramids  of  conquell  to  the  ikies! 

^leen     i  his  does.my  utmoft  indignation  raife  ; 
You  are -too  pertly  lavifli  in  his  praife  : 
Leave  me  for  ever* — ■ : 

T^lt.  {bueling,)  —O,,  what  fliall  I  fay?    *" 
Dg'n'pt,  g;-eat  queen,  your  anger  thus  difplay. 
O  frown  mc  dead  !  let  me  not  live  to  hear 
My  gracious iqueen  and  ^niftrefs  fo  fevere. 
I've  made  fome  horrible  miftake,  no  doubt ; 
O  tell  me  what* It  is  !-^ 
^leen^  — No,  find  it  out* 

Tat,  Nq,  I-will  never  leave  you  ;  bcre  I'll  grow,- 
Till  you  fome  token  of  forgivenefs  fhow. 
O  all  ye  pow'rs -above  !   come  56Wn,'  come  dovrn  I 
And  from  her  h\-o\i'  difpel  that  angry  frown. 

^iCi  n.   TatlantJ^,  >ife  ;  thou  Ifaft  pievail'd  at  laft  ; 
Offend  no  mo*e|.:  and  111  t^cufe  what's  paft. 

.2  ...  Tat, 
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Tat,  {J/tiie.)  Why,  v^-hat  a  fool  was  I,  not  to  per- 
ceive her  paflion  for  the  topfy-turvy  king  ?  the   geh- 
tleman  who  carries  his  head  where  his  pocket  (hould  be. 
But  I  muft  tack  about,   I  fee. 
Excufe  me,  gracious  Madam,  if  my  heart 
Bears  fympathy  with  your*s  in  ev^y  part. 
With  you  alike  I  forrow  and  rejoice, 
Approve  your  paffion,  and  commend  your  choice. 
The  captive  king — 

^leen.  That's  he  !  that's  he  !  that's  he  ! 
I'd  die  ten  thoufand  deaths  to  fet  him  free. 
Oh,  my  Tatlanthe  !  have  youfeen  his  face, 
Jiis  air,  his  (hape,  his  mein,  with  fuch  a  grace, 
Qu_ite  upfide  down,  in  a  new  way  he  Hands  ? 
How  prettily  he  foots  it  vnth  his  hands  ! 
Well,   I  muft  have  him,  if  I  live  or  die  ; 
To  prifon  and  his  charming  arms  I  fly.  [^Exfu/jf, 

Scene,  ^  Prifon. 
The  King  of  the  Antipodeans  dijcovered fleeping  on  a  couch. 
Enter  Queen. 
^teen.  Is  this  a  place,  o^h  all  ye  gods  above  ! 
This  a  reception  for  the  man  I  love  ? 
See  in  what  charming  attitude  he  flceps, 
While  nature's  felf  at  his  confinement  weeps  ! 
Rife,  lovely  monarch  !  fee  your  friend  appear  ; 
No  Chrononhotonthologos  is  here. 
Command  your  freedom  by  this  facred  ring, 
Then  command  me.     What  fays  my  charming  king^  I 
(  Puts  a  ring  in  his  mouthy  he  makes  an  odd  kind  oftCSifc. 
Ah,  wretched  queen,  how  haplefs  is  thy  lot. 
To  love  a  man  that  underftands  thee  not ! 
O  lovely  Venus  !  goddefs  all  divine  ! 
And  gentle  Cupid,  that  fweet  fon  of  tliinel 
Aflift,  aflift  me  with  your  facred  art, 
And  teach  me  to  obtain  this  ftranger's  heart* 

Venus  defends  in  her  chariot  'with  Cupid,  andjings. 

See  Venus  does  attend  thee, 

My  dilding,  my  dolding  : 
Love's  goddefs  will  befriend  thee, 

Lily  bright  atid  (hining. 
Vol.  U.  Y  V^lt^ 
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With  pity  and  compaffion, 

My  dilding,   ^c. 
She  fees  thy  tender  pallion, 

Lily,   ^c.      Da  capQ, 

Air  changes. 
To  thee  I  yield  my  pow'r  divine, 

Dance  over  the  lady  lee  : 
Demand  what  e'er  thou  wilt,  'tis  thine, 

My  gay  lady. 
Take  this  magic  wand  in  hand, 

Dance,  l^c. 
All  the  world's  at  thy  command. 

My  gay,  l^c.     Da  capo. 

Cupid  Sings. 
Are  you  a  widow,  or  are  you  a  wife, 

Gillyflow'r,  gentle  rofemary  ? 
Or  are  you  a  maiden  fo  fair  and  fo  bright, 

As  the  dew  that  flies  over  the  mulberry  tree  ? 

^lesn, 
Wou'd  I  were  a  widow  as  I  am  a  wife, 

Gillyflow'r,  l£c. 
For  I'm,  to  my  forrow,  a  maiden  as  bright 

As  the  dew,  &c. 

Cupid. 
You  {hall  be  a  widow  before  it  be  night, 

Gillyflow'r,  IfSc. 
No  longer  a  maiden  fo  fair  and  fo  bright 

As  the  dew,  l^c. 
Two  jolly  young  hufbands  your  perfon  fhall  fliare^ 

Gillyflow'r,  l^c. 
And  twenty  fine  babies  your  body  fliall  bear, 

As  the  dew,  &c. 

^een. 
O  ttianks,  Mr  Cupid,  for  this  your  good  news, 

Gillyflow'r,  l^^c. 
What  woman  alive  wou'd  fuch  offers  refufe, 

Wliile  the  dew,  l^c. 

[Venus  and  Cupid  re-afcend. 

Scene, 
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Scene,  BofuhardiniorCs  tent. 
Enter  I^ng  atid  Bombardiiiion. 

B&m.  This  honour,  royal  Sir,  fo  royalizes 
The  royalty  of  your  molt  royal  a6tions, 
The  dumb  can  only  utter  forth  their  praife  ; 
For  we  who  fpeak,  want  words  to  tell  our  meaning. 
Here,  fill  the  .goblets  with  Phalernian  wine  ; 
And  while  our  monarch  drinks,  bid  the  ihrill  trumpet 
Tell  all  the  gods  that  we  propine  their  healths. 

[  Tru  mpst  fi  undi* 

Kitig,  Hold,  Bombardinlon  ;   I  efteem  it  fit, 
With  fo  much  wine,  to  cat  a  little  bit. 

Bern,  See  that  the  table  inflantiy  be  fpread 
With  all  that  art  or  nature  can  produce  : 
Traverfe  from  pole  to  pole  ;  fail  round  the  world  j 
Bring  ev'ry  eatable  that  can  be  eat ; 
The  king  Ihall  eat,  though  all  mankind  be  llarv'd. 
Enter  Cook. 

Cook.  And  it  pleafe  your  honour,  there's  fome  cold 
pork  in  the  pantry  ;  I'll  bafh  it  for  his  majefty  in  a  mi- 
nute. [Exit  in  a  hurry* 

King.  Hafh'd  pork  !      Shall  Chrononhotonthologos 
Be  fed  with  fwine's  flefh,  and  at  fecond  hand  ?  ^ 

Now,  by  the  gods  !   thou  doil  infult  us,  general. 

Born,  The  gods  can  witnefs  that  I  little  thought 
Your  majefty  to  pork  had  fuch  averfion  ! 

King,  Away,  thou  traitor  !  doll  thou  mock  thy  mafter  ^ 

[^Strikes  him. 

Bom,   A  blow  !   Shall  Bombardinion  take  a  blow  ? 
Blufh,  blufh,  thou  fun  !   ftart  back,  thou  rapid  ocean  ! 
Hills,  vales,  feas,  mountains,  all,  commixing,  crumble. 
And  into  chaos  pulverize  the  world  ; 
For  Bombardinion  )ias  recclv'd  a  blow, 
And  Chrononhotonthologos  ftiall  die.  ^J^ranxn. 

King.   What  means  the  traitor  ?  [^Draiv/. 

Born.  Traitor  in  thy  teeth  : 
Thus  I  defy  thee.  l,They  ftght  ;  he  kills  the  king. 

Ha  !   what  have  I  done  ? 
Go  call  a  coach,  and  let  a  coach  be  call'd ; 
And  let  the  man  that  calls  it  be  the  caller  5 
And  in  his  calling,  Let  him  nothing  call, 

Y.2  But 
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Bttt  coach,  coach,  coach  !  O  for  a  coach,  ye  gods ! 

[[Exit  raving. 
"Ret arm  nvith  a  Do^or. 
Bvm.   How  fares  your  majefty  ? 
Docl,   My  Lord,  he's  dead. 
Bom.   Jia,  dead  ?  impoflible  \  k  cannot  be  ! 
fid  not  believe  it,  though  he  himfelf  ihou'd  fwear  it. 
Go  join  his  body  to  hii  foul  again. 
Or  by  this  hand  thy  foul  ftiall  quit  thy  body. 

DoSf,   My  Lord,  he's  paft  the  pow'r  of  phyfic  : 
His  foul  has  left  this  world. 

Bo7n.  1  hen  go  to  t'other  world  and  fetch  it  back  ; 

IKills  hhri. 
And  if  [  find  thou  trifleft  with  me  there, 
I'll  chace  thy  fliade  through  myriads  of  orbs, 
And  drive  thee  far  beyond  the  verge  of  nature. 
Ha!   call  ft  thou,  Chrononhotonthologos  ? 
I  come  !   your  faithful  Bombardinion  comes  ! 
He  comes,  in  worlds  unknown,  to  make  new  warSy 
And  gain  thee  empires  num'rous  as  the  ftars. 

IKills  himfelf. 
Enter  Qiieen  and  others. 
Aid.  O  horrid  !  horrible  I   and  horrid'ft  horror  ! 
Our  king,  our  general,  our  do£lor  dead  ! 
All  dead  !  ftone  dead  !   irrecoverably  dead ! 
Oh  I  \^All groan  a  tragedy  groan, 

^een.  My  hufband  dead !  ye  gods,  what  Is't  you  mean, 
To  make  a  widow  of  a  virgin  queen  ? 
For  to  my  great  misfortune,  he,  poor  king, 
Has  left  me  fo  ;  and  that's  a  wretched  thing  ! 

Tat.  Why  then,  dear  Madam,  make  no  further  pother  j 
Were  1  your  majefty,   I'd  try  another. 

^een.   I  think  'tis  beft  to  follow  thy  advice. 

\Simpering. 
Tat.   I'll  fit  you  with  a  hufband  in  a  trice. 
Here's  Rigdum-Funnidos,  a  proper  man  ; 
If  any  one  can  pleafe  a  queen,  he  can. 

Rig.  Ay  that  I  can,  pleafe  your  majefty :  fo,  cere- 
monies apart,  let's  proceed  to  the  bufinefs. 

\_Kiffes  the  ^eet:. 
^een.  Oh,  but  the  mourning  takes  up  all  my  care ; 
I'm  at  a  lofg  what  colour'd  weedi  to  wear. 

nig. 
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■  Rig,  O,  Ma.dam,  never  talk,;e\f/n9IVi:n;Pg.;.M  ..  ... 
Gne  ounce  of  mirth  is  worth  a  ponnd  of  forrow  : 
Lets  bed  to-nightj  and  then  we'll  Wfdto  morrow, 
I'll  m.ake  thee  a  great  man,  my  little  Phofcophorny. 

IJfide  to  Aldih 

Aid.  I  fcorn  thy  bounty  ;  I'll. becking  or  nothing  : 
Draw,  mifcreant,  draw.      [K\g.  runs  behind  the-  ^ee?i,, 

^leen.  Well,  gentlemen,  to  make  the,  matter  eafy,. 
PIl  have  you  both ;  and  that,  I  hope,  will  pleafe  ye, 

[Takes  each  by  the  hand. 
And  now,  Tatlanthe,  thou  art  all  my  care  ; 
Whtre  ftiall  I  find  thee  luch  another  pair?. 
Pity  that  one  has  ferv'd  fo  long,  fo  well, 
Should  die  a  virgin,  and  lead  apes  in  hell, 
Choofe  for  yourlelf,  dear  girl,  our  empire  round, 
Your  portion  is  twelve  hundred  thoufand  pound. 

Tat.  Thanks  to  your  majefty  ;  give  me  the  money;) 
Let  me  alone  to  find  myfelf  a  honey. 

Tatlanthcj^/if^/. 
Marriage  may  become  a  curfe, 

Hufbands  may  but  teaze  me  ; 
So  for  better  or  for  worfe 

No  hufband  fhall  e'er  feize  me. 
Changing,  ranging,  at  my  pleafure, 

Men  in  plenty  for  my  treafure  ; 
I  myfelf  will  keep  the  purfe. 

And  pay  them  as  they  pleafe  me. 

^leenjings. 
Troth,  my  girl,  thou'rt  in  the  right,. 

And  thy  fcheme  PU  borrow  ; 
'Tis  a  thought  that's  new  and  bright  ; 

Wedlock  brings  but  forrow. 

To  Aldib.  and  Rigdum. 
Gentlemen,    Pm  not  for  marriage  ; 
But  according  to  your  carriage, 
As  you  both  behave  to-night. 
You  ftiall  be  paid  to-morrow. 


y  3  EPi- 
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EPILOGUE. 

CUftom  commands  that  fomething  I  fliould  fay 
In  favour  of  the  poet  and  the  play. 
Critics,  on  you  our  author  docs  depend  ; 
Be  you  his  champion,  and  his  caufc  defend. 
Yet  know  his  drift,  if  wrong-heads  fhould  mifplace  it, 
I'm  hid  to  fay,  ^i  capil,  tile  facit. 
Whatc'er  you  pleafe  to  ccnfurc  or  corre^. 
We  fhall  attend  with  pleafure  and  rcfpeft. 
But  to  our  failings  fome  indulgence  give. 
And  with  cne  gen'rous  flaudit  bid  it  iiv*. 
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IN    TWO    ACTS. 
Br  DAVID  GARRICK,   E^^. 


Dramatis  Person-*:. 

M    E    N. 

Drury-Lane. 

Mr  Stociivell,  citizen, 

Sir  Harry  HarloivCy  a  country  gentleman, 

Mr  Belfordy  in  love  wiih  Mifs  Nancy, 

Martin,  Belford's  fervant, 

Slipy  fervant  to  Harlowe, 

Mr  Hartry. 
Mr  Parfons. 
Mr  Packer, 
Mr  Palmer. 
Mr  Yates. 

WOMEN. 

Mn  SlcckwcU, 

Mifs  Nancy  Sieckwelly 

'Jenny y  her  maid,                    •                 . 

Mrs  Bradfhaw* 
Mifs  Plym. 
Mifs  Pope. 

ACT        I. 

Scene,  ji  Street. 
E titer  Martin. 

I  Am  fick  as  a  dog  of  being  a  valet ! — running  after 
other  people's  bulinefs  and  neglefting  my  own 
This  low-life  is  the  devil } — I've  had  a  tafte  of  the  gen- 
tleman, and  fhall  never  lofe  it.  'Tis  thy  own  fault,  my 
little  Martin — Thou  would'ft  always  play  fmall  games ; 
when,  had  you  but  had  the  face  to  put  yourfelf  forward 
a  little,  fome  well-jointur'd  widow  had  taken  you  into 
her  poll  chariot,  and  made  your  fortune  at  once.  A 
fellow  of  my  wit  and  fpirit  fhould  have  broke  twice,  and 
fet  up  again  by  this  time. 

Enter  Slip. 


Slip*  Hey!  ig  not  \)X9X  thdt  uk^\  Martii)  yonder 


Mar> 
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Mfir.  C«n  that  b^  my  niodeft  friend  Slip  ?         \^Afide. 

Slip.  The  lhme,.i 'faith! 

Mar,   'Ti;  he,  as  I  live  !       . 

Slip.  My  friqnd,;  liappily  met 

Mar.  My  dear,,.!  embrace  you! Not  feeing  you 

among  the  beau-ir.onde,  1  was  afraid  there  had  been 
feme  frelli  raifunderrtanding  between  you  and  the  law. 
>  Slip.  Faith,,  my  dear,  I  have  had  a  narrow  efcape 
fmce  I  faw  you.  1  liad  like  to  have  been  preferred  in 
.fome  of  our  fettlements  abroad — but  I  found  there  was 
no  doing  the  bufinefs  by  deputy     fo  — 

Mar.  Did  not  accept  of  the  place,  ha  ! — ^Why,  what 
little  mifchief  hadll  thou  been  at  ? 

Slip.  Why,  I  don*t  know — -meeting  one  night  with 
a  certain  Portuguefe  Jew  merchant,  in  one  of  the  back- 
flreets  he^e  by  the  Exchange — (1  was  a  little  in  hquor, 
I  believe — piping  hot  from  a  turtle- feaft),  it  came  into 
my  giddy  head  to  (lop  him,  out  of  mere  curiofity  to  aflv 
what  news  from  Germany — nothing  more;— and  the  fel- 
low, not  underftandi ng  good  Knglifh,  would  needs  have 

it  that  I  aflc'd  him   for  fomething  elfe. He  bawl'd 

out — up  came  the  watch,  down  was  I  laid  in  the  ken- 
nel—and then  carried  before  a  magiilrate — He  clapp'd 
on  me  a  Hone  doublet,  that  I  could  not  get  off  my  back 
for  two  months. 

Mar.  Two  montlis,  fay  you! 

Slip.  And  there  I  might  have  rotted,  if  I  had  not 
had  great  friends  :  a  certain  lady  of  quality's  woman's 
couhn,  that  was  kept  by  Mr  Quirk  of  1  havies-inn,  you 

muft  know,  was  in  love  with  me,   and  fhe 

.  Mar.  'Brought  you  in.  Not  guilty,  I  warrant.     Oh, 
great  friends  is  a  great  matter. 

.  Slip,    i'his  affair  really  gave  me  fome  ferious  rcflec- 
tioiis  — - 

Mar.  No  doubt,  it  fpoil'd  you  for  a  newfmonget: 
no  more  intelligence  from  foreign  countries,  ha  1 

Slip.  Well,  but,  Martin,  what's  thy  hiilory  fmce  I 
faw  thjee  ?    '  . 

Mar.-^^  \ — a  novel  only.  Sir  :  Why,  I  am  afham'd 
to  fay  itj  I*  am  but  an  honorary  rafcal  as  well  as  your- 
felf. ■'  did  try  my  luck  indeed  at  Epfom  and  New- 
market— but  the  knowing  oaes  were  taken  in,  and  I 

was 
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was  oblig'd  to  return  to  fervict  again. — But  a  mailer 
without  money,  implies  a  fervant  without  wages :  I  am 
not  in  love  with  my  condition,  1  promife  you. 

,Slip,  I  am  with  mine,  I  affure  you  :  I  am  retired  from 
the  great  world — that's  my  tafte  now — and  live  in  the 
country  with   one  Mr  Harlowe — piping-hot   from  his 

travels. 'Tis  a  charming  young  fellow  !      Drinking, 

hunting,  and  wenching,  my  boy  ! — a  man  of  univerfal 
knowledge.  Then  I  am  his  privy -counfellor,  and  we 
always  play  the  devil  together.  That  amufes  one,  you 
know,  and  keeps  one  out  of  mifchief. 

Mar.  Yes,  pretty  lambs  !  But  what  makes  you  at 
London  now  I  whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Slip.  To  yonder  great  houfe. 

Mar.  What,  Mr  Stock  well's  ? 

Slip,  The  fame.  You  mull  know  his  daughter  is  en- 
gaged to  my  mafter. 

Mar.  Mifs  Stockweil  to  your  mafler  ? 

Slip.  'Tis  not  above  fix  weeks  ago,  that  my  mafter*^ 
father,  Sir  Harry  Harlowe,  was  here  upon  a  vifit  to  his 
old  friend,  and  then  the  matter  was  fettled  between  'em 
—quite  a-la-mode,   I  affure  you. 

Mar.   How  do  you  mean  ? 

Slip.  The  old  folk  flruck  the  bargain  without  the 
confent  of  the  young  ones,  or  even  their  feeing  one  ano- 
ther. 

Mar.  Tip  top,  I  affure  you : — And  ev'ry  thing's 
agjreed  ? 

Slip.  Sign'd  and  feal'd  by  the  two  fathers  5  the  lady 
and  her  fortune  both  ready  to  be  deliver'd. — Twenty 
thoufand,  you  rogue — ready  rhino  down — and  only  wait 
for  young  mafter  to  write  a  receipt. 

Mar.  Whew  ! Then  my  young  mafter  may  e'en 

make  a  leg  to  his  fortune,  and  fet  up  his  ftaff  fomewhere 
elfe. 

Slip,  Thy  mafter ! 

Mar.  Ay,  he's  dying  for  the — twenty  thoufand— 
that's  all — But  fince  your  mafter-  \_Going, 

Slip.  Oh,  there  you're  fafe  enough ;  my  mafter  will 
never  marry  Mifs  Stockweil  j  there  happens  to  be  a  fmall 
rub  in  the  way. 

Mar,  What  rub  ? 

Slip, 
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Slip.  Only  married  already. 

Mar.   HowJ 

Slip.  Why,  his  father  would  many  him  here  in  town, 
it  feems  ;  and  he — chofe  to  be  married  in  the  country — 
that's  all.  The  truth  is,  our  young  gentleman  manag'd 
matters  with  the  young  lady  fo  ill — or  fo  well — that  up- 
on his  father's  return  there  was  hot  confulting  among- 
the  relations  ;  and  the'lady  being  of  a  good  family,  and' 
having  a  fmart  fighting  fellow  of  a  brother  in  the  army 
-^-why,  my  mafter,  who  hates  quarrelling,  fpoke  to  the 
old  gentleman,  and  the  affair's  hulh'd  up  by  a  marriage, 
that's  all. 

Mar.  Um  !   an  entire  new  face  of  afFairs. 

Slip.  My  mailer's  wedding-cloaths  and  mine  are  all 
order'd  for  the  country  ;  and  I  am  to  follow  them,  as 
foon  as  I  have  feen  the  family  here,  and  redeem'd  my 
old  mailer's  promife  that  lies  in  pawn. 

Mar.  Old  mailer's  promife  ! — let  me  think — 

Slip.  'Twas  what  brought  me  to  town,  or  I  had  not 

fhook  my  honeft  friend   by  the  fill. Martin,  good 

morrow — What,  in  the  dumps  ? — we  fhall  meet  again, 
man 

Mar.  Let  me  alone — I  have  a  thought — Hark  you, 
my  dear,  is  thy  mafter  known  to  old  Stockwell  I 

Slip.  Never  fa"   him  in  his  life. 

Mar.  That's  brave,  my  boy  !  \_Hits  him  a  flap  ontht_ 
hack.'y—i'vt  thou  Hill  a  cock  of  the  game.  Slip?  and 
fhall  we — No  ;  i  doubt 1  doubt  that  damn'd  Jew- 
merchant  ilicks  in  thy  flomach,  and  you  are  turn'd 
dunghill,  you  dog. 

Sup.  Try  me  A  good  failor  won't  die  a  dry  death 
at  land  for  one  hurricane.  Speak  out^— you  would  pafs. 
your  mafter  upon  the  family  for  mine,  and  marry  him 
to  the  lady  ;  is  not  that  the  trick  ? 

Mar.  That  !  —  I  have  a  trick  worth  two  on't ;  I  know 
Mifs  Nancy  is  a  girl  of  tafte,  and  i  have  a  prettier  fel- 
low in  my  eye  for  her,. 

Slip.   Ay,  who's  he  ? 

Mar.   Myfelf.   you  puppy. 

Slip.  'I  hat's  brave,  my  boy!      \_Slaps  hifu-on  the  back. 

Mar.  I'm  in  love  with  her  to— 

Slip, 
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Slip.  To  the  value  of  twenty  thoufand  pounds — I  ap- 
prove your  flame.  * 

Mar.  I  will  take  the  name  and  fliape  of  your  maftcr. 

Slip.  Very  well. 

Mar.  Marry  Mifs  Stockwell — 

Slip.  Agreed. 

Mar.  Touch  the  twenty  thpufand — 

Slip.  Umh!  WeU,  well. 

Mart.  And  difappear,  before  matters  come  to  an  ec- 
clairclfTement. 

Slip.   Um  ! That  article  wants  a  little  explanation, 

my  honell  friend. 

Mar.   How  fo  ?^ 

Slip.  You  talk  of  difappearlrig  with  the  lady's  fortune, 
and  never  mention  Slip  in  the  treaty. 

Mar.  Oh,  we  fliall  difappear  together,  to  be  fure.  — 
•I  have  more  honour  than  to  go  without  you. 

Slip,  Well,  on  that  condition,  I  am  content  to  play 

your  back  hand But  hold,  hold! — how  will  you 

pafs  yourfelf  for  my  mafter,  in  a  family  where  you  are 
fo  well  known  ? 

Mar.  Hold  your  fool's  tongue — this  is  my  firfl  vifit 
to  *em.  I  return'd  but  yefterday  to  my  mafter. — You 
mufl:  know,  I  aflc'd  his  leave  to  be  abfent  a  week,  and 
I  made  free  with  a  month  :  'twas  a  party  of  pleafure,  fo 
I  made  bold.  During  my  abfcnce  he  faw  this  lady,  lik'd 
her  perfon — ador'd  her  fortune — and  now,  by  my  help, 
hopes  to  be  in  pofTeffion  of  both  in  a  few  days. 

Slip.  And  you'll  do  the  lady  the  honour  to  help  her 
to  a  better  match  ? 

Mar.  She'll  think  fo,  I  believe. 

Slip.  Well  faid,  conceit ! But  what  fort  of  people 

are  your  father  and  mother-in-law  ? 

I\lar.  I  am  told  he  is  a  mere  citizen — who,  thinking 
himfelf  very  wife,  is  often  outwitted ;  and  his  lady  has 
as  much  vanity  in  her  way — will  never  be  old,  thougli 
turn'd  of  fixty,  and  as  irrefolute  and  capricious  as  a  girl 
of  fifteen. 

Slip.  And  Mifs,  I  fuppofe,  is  like  all  other  miffes, 
wants  to  be  her  own  miilrefs  and  her  hufband's  ;  and  in 
the  mean  time  is  governed  by  her  chambermaid,  who 
tvill  be  too  hard  for  us  both  if  we  don't  look  about  us. 

Mar. 
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Mar,  A  jfig  for  dangers !   I  am  prepar'd  for  'em. 

S/ip.  But  harked — what  (hall  we  <io  with  the  t)M 
gpntlema«'s  letter  that  Pm  to  deliver  1  This  will  knock 
us  all  up. 

jy^ar.  Write  another. 

Slip.  That's  eafier  (aid  than  done;— but  I'll  do  my 
beft,  as  you  can't  write. 

Mar.  Do  you  fee  after  my  wedding-cloaths,  that  they 

do  not  fet  out  for  the  country. We  have  no  time  to 

lofe. 

,S/i/>,  My  matter's  will  fit  you  to  a  hair. 

Mar.  But  (lay,  ftay,  I  muft  fee  my  mafter  firft. — 
If  he  (hould  appear  and  furprife  us,  we're  in  a  fine 
pickle.     I  muft  make  him  keep  houfe  for  a  few  days-— 

I'll  think  of  a  He  as  I  go. Egad,  I  have  it  already— 

I'll  to  him,  and  meet  you  afterwards  at  the  tavern  there, 
take  a  glafs,  caft  this  coarfe  fl^in,  whip  on  the  gentle- 
man, and  fhame  the  firfl  men  of  fafhion  in  the  king- 
dom. [Exit  Mar, 
SJip.  If  impudence  wiU  do  our  bufmefs,  'tis  done,  and 
the  twenty  thoufand  are  our  owti.  [Exit  Slip^ 

Scene,  ^n  apartment  in  Mr  Stockwell'j  houfe» 
Enter  Mifs  Nancy  and  Jenny. 

Nan.  You  know,  Jenny,  that  Belford  has  got  into 
my  heart ;  and  if  I  confent  to  marry  this  man,  'twill  be 

the  death  of  me. Advife  me  then,  and  don't  be  fo 

teafing. 

yen,  Lud,  what  advice  can  1  give  you?  I  have  but 
two  in  the  world :  one  is,  to  forget  your  lover — and 
t'other,  to  difobey  your  father.  You  have  too  much 
love  to  take  the  one,  and  I  too  much  confcience  to  give 
t'other  : — fo  we  arc  juft  where  we  are,  Madam. 

Nan,  Don't  torment  me,  Jenny. 

Jen.  Why,  1  fancy,  we  might  find  a  way  to  recon- 
cile your  love  and  my  confcience. 

Nan    How,  how  ?  my  dear  girl ! 
.  jfen,  Suppofe  we  were  to  open  the  affair  to  your 
mamma? 

N^n,  Nay,  now  your  jefting  Is  cruel. 

yen.  I  never  was  more,  in  earneft.  Madam. She 

loves  flattery  dearly,  and  (he  loves  her  daughter  dearly  : 
3  1^11 
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I*Il  warrant,  with  a  figh  anfe  a  tear,  and  a  handkerchief,  . 
(he  makes  her  hufoand  break  his  word  witft  young  Har-  ^ 
lowe  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  his  arrival. 

Nan,  Not  unlikely  ;  but  if 

Jen.  What,  3t  your  ifs  ? — No  4oubts,  I  beg,  where 
I  'am  concern'd: 

Nan»  But  you  know  my  poor  nfiother  is  fo  unfettled 
a  creature. 

J6tu  Why,  that's  true   enough,   the  laft  fpeaker  is 

her  oracle  ;  fo  let  us  lofe  no  time  to  bring  her  over  to— - 

Hark  ! — here  (he  comes — Do  you  retire  till  I  have  pre- 

par'd  her  for  you.  [[Exit  Mifs  Nancy « 

Enters  Mrs  Stock  well. 

yen.  Well,  of  all  the  women  in  London,  fure  there 
never  was  fuch  a  temper  as  my  lady's. 

Mrs  Stock,  What  can  have  fet  this  girl  againfl  me  ? 

Jen,  Such  good*humour  and  good-fenfe  together 
f(^dom  meet — then  fuch  a  perpetual  fmile  upon  her  fea- 
tures. Well,  her's  is  a  fort  of  face  that  can  never  grow 
old :  what  would  I  give  for  fuch  a  lailing  face  as  (he 
has  ? 

Mrs  Stock,  Huffey,  huffey !  you're  a  flatterer. 

\_Taps  her  on  theJJjouidcr. 

Jen,  Ah  ! — Madam,  Is  it  you  ?  I  vow  you  made 
me  ftait.  Mifs  Nancy  and  I  had  juft  been  talking  of 
you  ;  and  we  agreed  you  were  one  of  the  beil  of  women, 
the  mod  reafonable  friend,  the  tendereft  mother,  and 
the — the— the-^ 

Mrs  Har.  Nay,  that's  too  much 1  have  my  fail- 
ings, and  my  virtues  too,  Jenny — In  one  thing  indeed  I 
am  very  unhke  other  women  ;  1  always  hearken  to  rea- 
fon. 

Jen.  That's  what  I  fald.  Madam. 

Mrs  Stock,  I  am  neither  headdrong  nor  fantaftical— . 
neither "* 

Jen.  No,  fweet  lady,  the  fmalleft  twine  may  lead 
you.     Mifs,  fays  1,  hear  reafon  like  your  mamma;  will  . 
fo  good  a  mother,  do  you  think,  force  her  daughter  to 
marry  againft  her  inclinationa  ? 

Mrs  Stock,  I  force  my  child's  inclinations  ! — No  j  I 

Vol.  II.  •    Z  make 
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make  the  cafe  my  own.      But  tell  me,   (there's  a  gvaod 
girl),  has  my  daughter  an  averfion  to  young  Harlovve  ? 

jen,  I  don't  fay  that,  Madam — that  is,  averfion — to 
be  fure — but  I  believe  flie  hates  him  like  the  devil. 

Mrs  Srock.  Poor  thing,  poor  thing  !  — and  perhaps 
her  little  heart  is  beating  for  another  ? 

'  Jen,  Oh,  that's  a  certain  rule  J— when  a  young  wo- 
man hates  her  hufband,  'tis  taken  for  granted  (he  loves 
another  man.  For  example,  you  yourfelf,  as  you  have 
often  told  me,  hated  the  fight  of  Mr  Stock  well  when 
iirll  he  was  propos'd  for  your  hufband — Why  ?  only  be- 

caufe  you  were  in  love,  poor  lady,  with  Captain 

you  know  who — that  was  kill'd  at  the   fiege you 

know  where. 

Mrs  Stock.  Why  will  you  name  him,  Jenny  ? 

[^Wipes  her  eyes* 

Jen.  Tender  Illy! 

Mrs  St'ck.  Why,  indeed,  had  that  line  young  crea- 
ture furviv'd  his  wounds,  1  fhould  never  have  married 
Mr  Stockwell — that  I  will  fay. 

yen.  Then  you  know  how  to  pity  your  daughter.— 
Her  heart  fuffers  now  what  your's  did — before  that  fiege, 
Madam. 

Mrs  Stock.  Say  you  fo  ? — poor  girl  I — And  who  is  it 
has  found  the  way  to  her  heart  ? 

Jon,  No  other  than  the  young  gentleman  that  hai 
been  fo  conflant  at  cards  with  you  lately. 

Mrs  Stock.  Who,   Belford  ? 

JcTu  The  fame ;  and  a  fine  fpirited  young  felloT^^ 
It  is. 

Enter  Mifs  Nancy. 

Mifs  Nan.  Pardon  my  folly,  my  misfortunes,  deat* 
Madam,  if  I  cannot  conform  in  all  my  fentiments  with 
your's  and  my  father's. — 

iVjrs  Stock.  It  will  happen,  child,  fometimes,  that  Jt 
daughter's  heart  may  not  be  difpos'd  to  comply  exaftly 
with  the  views  and  fchemes  of  a  parent — but  then  a  pa- 
rent fhould  aft  with  tendernefs. — My  dear,  I  pity  your 
diflrefs  :   Belford  has  my  approbation,  I  affure  you. 

Nan.  You  are  too  good.  Madam, 

Jm*  Your  approbation  is  not  enough,  Madam  ;  will 

you 
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you  anfwer  for  Mailer's  too  ?     He's  a  llubborn  bit  of 
llufF,  you  know  ;  he  will  not  always  hearken  to  reafon. 

Mrs  S:ock.  But  he  fliall,  Jenny  ;  llubborn  as  he  is^ 
I'll  foften  him.     I'll  take  Belford  under  my  protedlion 

Here  comes  my  hufband — I  have  taken  my  refolu- 

tions,  and  you  Ihall  fee  how  1*11  bring  him  about  prc^- 
fently. 

Enter  Mr  Stockwell. 

My  dear,  you're  come  in  the  very  nick  of  time — I 
have  juft  chang'd  my  mind. 

Mr  Stock,  You  are  always  changing  it,   I  think. 

Mrs  Stock.  I  always  hearken  to  reafon,  Mr  Stock- 
well. 

Mr  Stock.  Well,  and  which  way  does  the  wind  fet 
nov:  ? 

Mrs  Stock.  Why,  I  have  taken  a  refolutlon  not  to 
marry  my  daughter  to  young  Harlowe. 

Mr  Stock.  Hey  !  that's  chopping  about  Indeed. 

Mrs  Stock.  Nay,  but  my  dear,  hear  me,  and  let  us 
reafon  a  little  :  here's  a  better  offer  for  Nancy — Belford 
has  afli'd  her  of  me. 

Mr  Stock.   Belford  a  better  ? 

Mrs  Stock.  Nay,  but  don't  be  obflinate,  child!  he  Is 
not  indeed  fo  rich  as  the  other ;  but  what  are  riches  to 
content,  Mr  Stockwell  ? 

Mr  Stock.  And  xAizX.  is  content  without  riches,  Mrs 
Stockwell  ? 

Mrs  Stock.  But  he's  a  gentleman,  my  dear ;  and  out 
of  regard  to  his  family,  we  may  very  well  excufe  his 
fortune. 

Jen.  Well  fald,  Madam  !   this  will  do.  l4/}de. 

Mr  Stock.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  that's  becaufc  you  were  a 
gentlewoman — but  I,  being  a  downright  cit,  think  jufl 
the  reverfe  ;  and  out  of  regard  to  his  fortune,  if  he  had 

one,  might  excufe  his  family. 1  have   no  great  ob- 

jedlion  to  the  man  ;  but  Is  not  "our  word  and  honour  en- 
gag'd  to  another  ? 

Mrs  Stock.    Eh,  that's  true  indeed  ;  bat— 

Mr  Stock.  Has  my  old  friend.  Sir  Harry  Harlowe^, 
done  any  thing  to - 

Mrs  Stock.   1  don't  accnfe  him,  my  dear, 
•    .  Mr  Stock*.  Or  haa  his  fon  refufed  to  comply  ? 

Z.  z  Mrs 
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Mn  Srock.   Not  In  the  leaft,  that  I  know  of. 

Jen.  Never  flinch,  Madam.  \^AJide, 

Mr^  Stock.  Never  fear,  Jenny.  \^Afide» 

IsJan.   But  1  have  never  feen  him,  papa. 

Mn  St^ck.  No,  Mr  Stockwell,  fhe  has  never  feen 
•iiim. 

Mr  S/ocL  So  much  the  better,  Mrs  Stock  well,  he'll 
be  a  greater  novelty,  and  pkafe  her  the  better  and  the 
longer  for  it. 

Mrj  Stock    There  is  fome  reafon  in  that,  Jenny. 

Jen,  Is  there,  Madam  ?  then  1  have  not  a  bit  about 
me. 

Nan,  But  to  marry  without  inclination,  Sir  j  think 
of  that, 

Mrs  Slock,  Ay,  think  of  that,   Mr  Stock  well  ? 

Mr  Stack.  I  never  thought  of  it  for  myfclf,  nor  you 
neither,  my  dear;  and  why  fhould  our  daughter  think 
herfelf  wifer  than  her  parents  ? 

Mrs  Stock.  Ay,  why  indeed  ? — there's  no  anfvvering 
that,  J^nny» 

Jen.   I  fee  there  is  not. — What  a  woman  !        [^AJide, 

Mr  Stock.  It  would  be  fuch  an  affront  as  never  could 
be  forgiven.  Confider,  dame,,  the  iniliurncnts  are  fign'd, 
preparations  made,  and  the  bridegroom  expe6led  every 
minute  :  'tis  too  far  gone  to  be  recalled  with  any  ho- 
nou  r 

Mrs  Stock.   Good  lack-a-day,  very  true,  very  true. 

jin.  Well  faid,  weather-cock,   about   and  about  we 

.  go  :.  this  woman  betrays   the   whole  fex She  won't 

contradict  her  own  hufband.  \^Afidg, 

"  Mrs  Stock    You  are  witnefs,  Jenny,  I  did  all  I  could 
for  poor  Belford. 

Jtn.  To  be  fure  ;  you  took  him  under  your  protec- 
.  tibn — a  noble  patronefs,  truly  ! 

M>  St'jck    Hey!  whom  have  we  got  here? I'll 

be  hang'd  if  this  is  not  my  fon-in- law's  fervant — Now, 
girl,  we  fluall  hear. 

Enter  Slip  in  a  hurry. 

Slip.  Tudies  and  gentlemen,  I  am  come — let  me  re- 
cover my  breath — I  come — Oh,  1  come  wit-ii  mine  ar^d 
my  mailer's  compliments  to  your  honour,  and  my  lady, 

our 
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our  bell  love  and  fervices  to  pretty  Mifs,  and — Madam, 
I'm  your  obedient  Black-a-moor.  [^T'o  Jenny. 

A^r  Stock.    Um !    the  fellow  has  humour,   1  promife 

lU— -Well,  iirmh,  where's  your  mafter  ? 

SJp.  My  mafter,  and  your  fon,  is  on  his  way  to  throw 
himfelf  at  the  feet  of  this  angelic  creature — His  impa- 
tience, Madam,  can  equal  nothing  but  your  beauty. 

jyir  Stock,  Well,  but  where  is  he,  where  is  he? 

Slip.  He's  but  juft  arriv'dfrom  the  country  ;  he  treads 
upon  my  heels ;  and  J  had  only  the  ilart  of  him,  to  tell 
you,  that  he  will  but  whip  on  clean  linen,  and  wait  on 
you  in  the  fnapping  of  a  finger. 

Mr  Stock.  U  fie  upon  Inm  !  what  need  all  this  cere- 
mony between  us  ;  why  did  not  he  come  hither  directly? 
He  knows  he  may  make  my  houfe  his^own. 

Slip.  Oh,  Sir,  he  defigns  It ;  but  the  firil' time  — -— 
pardon  me.  Sir — He  knows  the  world  better  than  tO 
treat  you  fo  cavalierly  as  that^ — No,  no  ;  he's  not  that 
man,  I  can  afTure  you ;  though  Pm  his  valet,  yet  I'd 
give  the  devil  his  due. 

•    Mrs  Stock.   Is  he  fo  extremely  well-bred?     Daugh- 
ter, you'll  be  infinitely  happy. 

Mr  St'yck.  Does  not  my  old  friend  Harlowe,  his  fa- 
ther, come  with  him  ? 

sap  Sir,  I  grieve  to  tell  it  you  ;  fuch  was  his  defign  ; 
but  an  unforefeen  accident  has  prevented  him,  which,  I 
afli.'re  you,  gives  him  great  pain. 

Mr  St()ck.  Ay  !   what's  the  matter  ^ 
"    Slip,    i  he  gout,  t  ir,  tlie  gout.- 

Mrs  Stack.   Poor  gentleman  ! 

Slip.  He  was  feiz'd  In  his  right  foot  the  evening  be- 
fore we  fet  out,  but — I  have  a  letter  from  him. 

[_Gives  a  letter. 

Mr  Stock  {puis  on  his  fpe^ach-Sy  and  reads.)  "To 
Dodlor,  Do6lor  Clackit,  phyfician,  near  St  Sepulchre's 
church." 

SI: p.  Lud,  lud  1  that's  not  It — [Takes out  letters.']^ 
Let  me  fee. 

Mr  Stock.  St  Sepulchre's  church  !-  I  find  the  dodor 
choo*'*es  to  live  among  his  patients. 

Slip  1^1>,••eh'^  fhfit'^'fo'  gbod  l-^fotiVe'  a  vei'y.  Wag, 
B'r  !  — he,  h^,  he  ! — let  me  fee — Oh,  here's  one  like  it 

/      f,  —  L  ? 
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*i  — To  Mr  Stockwell ;"  the  fame.  I  am  afraid  you'3^ 
hardly  be  able  to  make  it  out  —  (hall  I  read  it  to  you  I 
Oh,  this  unlucky  goat! 

3Ir  Stock,  1  fee  it  has  afFeaed  his  hands  too — AVhy, 
'tis  fcarce  legible  ;  and  ill  fpelt  too 

Slip-  The  gout,  Sir— may  it  never  afFeft  you,  Sir— 
nor  Madam  Stockwell,  Mifs  Nancy,  that  young  woman 
there,  nor  any  of  the  good  company. 

Mr  Stock,  (readi.)  *<  My  much  honour'd  friend—- 
few  words  are  bell  in  my  condition  ;  this  damn'd  gout 
has  laid  hold  upon  me,  and  won't  let  me  attend  my  fon^ 

for  to  be  prefent  at  his  matrimony." For  to  be  pre- 

fent  at  his  matrimony  I — I  tliink  his  hand,  and  flyle  too, 
>ai>uch  alter'd. 

Slip.  The  gout.  Sir. 

Mr  Stock,  (reading.)  *'  I  look  upo-n  this  conjuncture 
©f  our  families — ^*     Conjunfture  ! — a  very  'dd  phrafe  ! 

Slip,  The  gout,  dear  Sir,  the  gout !  He's  quite  ano- 
ther man  in  it. 

Mr  Stock  **  1  look  upon  this  conjunftuve  of  our  fa- 
milies as  the  comfort  of  my  age — The  fooner  it  is  done> 
the  more  comfort  I  fhall  have. — I  don't  doubt  but  you'll 
like  my  fon,  whom  I  have  fent  with  a  mod  trully  and 
faithful  fervant,  who  deferves  your  friendfhip  and  fa- 
i»our." 

sup'  O  la,  Sir  !      I  am  quite  afham'd. 

Mr  Stock  **  I  am,  my  dear  brother,  your's,  &C.. 
♦«  till  death,  Henry  Harlowe" 

I  am  vei7  forry  we  can't  have  the  eld  gentleman's  com- 
pany.— But  who  is  this  gay  young  fellow  coming  to- 
wards vis? — Can  this  be  my  fon-in-law  ? 

Slip,  What  the  devil  fhou'd  ail  him  ?  Look  at  him^ 
Mifs  J  obferv€  him,  Madam — Is  not  he  a  pretty  fel- 
low ? 

Mr  Stock.  What  is  he  doing? 

Slip'  Only  paying  his  chairmen — Generous  as  a  prince, 

{^To   'Yeriny, 

Mrs  Stock.  Net  ill  made  Indeed  \ — You'll  only  be  to© 
happy,  child. 

Nan.   I  wifh  1  could  think  fo,  Madam 

^ip.  Drcf&  us  but  as  well,  and  we'll  cut  out  our  ma- 

fters> 
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fters,  ten  to  one.     All  my  fancy,  I  affure  you,  ladies. 

Enter  Martine  as  Toung  Harlowe. 

Mar.   Slip! 

Slip.  Your  honour ! 

Mar,    Mr  Stockweli,  I  prefume,   my  illuftrious  fa* 
►  ther 

Slip.  The  fame,  Sir,  in  propriwn  perfonu?n. 

Mr  Stock^   My  dear  fon,  welcome  ! let  me  em* 

brace  you. 

Mar.   You  do  me  too  much  honour ;  my  fuperabun- 

dant  joy  is  too  inexpreflible  to  exprefs  the This  I 

flatter  myfelf  [^^o  Mrs  Stock  well]  is  the  brilliant  beauty 

detlin'd  to  the  arms  of  happy  Mart — Harlowe Gad, 

I'd  like  to  have  forgot  my  own  name.  [^/Jjide. 

Nan.   An  impertinent  abfurd  coxcomb!  \_Aftde* 

Mr  Stock.  Nay,  nay,-  fon -in-law,  not  fo  fail — that's 
my  wife.     Here's  my  daughter  Nancy. 

Mar    A  fine  creature!     [^falutes   her,~\ — Madam,   I 
have  feen  the  world  ;  and  from  all  the  world,  here  wou'd- 
I  choofe  a  wife  and  a  miilrefs — A  family  of  beauties-— 
let  me  die! 

Airs  Stock.  Exceffively  gallant !  He  has  wit,  I  affure 
you,  daughter. 

Je?i    And  tafte  too.  Madam, 

Nan.  And  impudence,   I'm  fure. 

Mar.  (Jinging  to  Mts  ^'tockwellj  **  With  a  fhape 
and  a  face,  and  an  air,  and  a  grace!"  ha,  ha! — Jufty 
juil  as  our  old  gentleman  told  me.  'i  here  you'll  fee 
Madam  Stockwell,  fays  he,  the  agreeable  ftill — take 
care  of  your  heart,  boy  ;  (he's  a  dangerous  beauty,  tho* 
her  daughter  may  be  by. 

Mts  Stock    O  fie,  ne,  fie  ! 

Mar  I  but  repeat  my  father's  words.  Madam,  con- 
firm'd  by  my  own  obfervation.  Ah,  boy,  fays  he,  I 
wifh  with  all  my  heart,  that  my  dear  friend  Dr  Stock- 
well  was  dead,   I'd  many. her  tc-morrow. 

Mr  Stock.  I'm  much  oblig'd  to  him,  faith. 

Mrs  Stock.   And  fo  am  I,   I  am  fure,.  Sir. 

Mart.  I  but  repeat  my  father's  words,   Sir. 

Mrt  Stock,  My  cllcem  for  your  father.  Sir,  iS  mu- 

tua]; 
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tual,  and  I  am  heartily  forry  we  coii'd  not  have  the  plea^ 
fore  of  his  company. 

Mart.  Oh,  Madam,  he  was  damn'd  mad  that  .he 
could  not  be  at  the  wedding.  He  had  flatter'd  himfclf 
thefe  two  months  with  the  hopes  of  dancing  a  minuet 
TM'th  Mrs  Stockwell 

sap.  Two  months — Whew!  —  and 'tis  but  fix  weeks 
he  has  known  her  ;  he'll  knock  us  all  up  if  I  don't  in- 
t-erfere.  —  [y//Vc.j — Sir,  Sir  Harry  begs  you'll  haftcn 
the  ceremonials,  that  he  may  have  the  pleafure  of  his 
daughter's  company  as  foon  as  poflible. 

Mr  Stock.  VV^ell,  well,  every  thing  is  fign'd  and  feal'd  ; 
nothing  remains,  that  I  know  of,  but  to  hnifh  the  af-- 
fair  at  once,  and  pay  you  my  daughter's  portion. 

Mar.   "  Pay  you  my  daughter's  portioli," that's 

all,   Sir  :  come  along.  Sir,   I  wait  on  you  to  your  clo- 

fet. Slip,  go  with  my  civilities  to    the  Marquis  of 

[aioud.) — Go  this  moment,  you  dog,  and  fecure  us 
horfes,  and  let  'em  be  bribled  and  fadled,  and  ready  at 
a  minute's  warning,  {  hftly  ) — And  don't  forget  my  com- 
plin-.ents  to  the  Marchionefs.  \_Aloud. 

Slip.   I  fly  Sir L.adies^  your  moft  obedient. 

[Exit  Slip. 

Mar.  Come  along,  Sir,  to  your  clofet. 

Mr  Stock.  Stay,  fon,  ilay  ! — to  return  to  the  old 
gentleman. 

Mar.  Oh,  Sir,  we'll  return  to  him  when  the  por- 
tion's paid. 

Mr  Stock.  No,  no ;  firfl  fatisfy  my  curiofity  about 
this  unlucky  law-fuit  of  his. 

Mar.  O  lu<l ! — Slip  not  here  now  !  \_/}fide. 

Mr  Stock.  You  feem  dillurb'd,  fon-in  law ;  his  any 
tiling — 

Mar.  Eh,  pox  o'  this quefllon.  [JJide.) — I  have  fuch 
a  memory  !  —  (puts  his  hand  to  his  forehead) — As  much 

forgot  to  fend  Slip  to  the  Duke  of as  if  I  had  no  : 

manner  of  acquaintance  with  hin*     I'll  call  him  back— 
61ip!  : 

Mr  Stock.    He'll  be  back  r.gain    prcfently — but— 

Sir 

■  Mar.  He  (bou  d  have  told  jnc  of  this  damn'dla-wr- 
fuit.  \  /^fihu 
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Mr  Stock.  Has  it  been  brought  to  a  hearing  ? 

J^Iar.  O  yes.  Sir,  and  the  affair  is  quite  over. 

Mr  Stock.  Ay,  already  ! 

Mar.  '1  he  wrong  box,  I'm  afraid.  \_Afidff* 

Mr  Stock.  And  I  hope  you  have  got  your  caufe  I 

Mar.  With  cofts  of  fuit,   I  affure  you,  Sir. 

Mr  Stock.  I  am  extremely  glad  of  it. 

Mrs  Stock.  Thank  htaven  'tis  fo  well  over. 

Miir.  Oh,  the  family  had  the  law- fuit  fo  much  at 
heart,  the  lawyers  fhould  have  had  every  farthing  wc 
were  worth  in  the  world,  before  we'd  have  been  call. 

Mr  Stock.  Um  !   that  would  have  been  carrying  it  a 

little  too  far; but,  as  it  was,  it  coft  him  a  pretty 

penny,   ha  ? 

Mar.  That  it  did.  Sir;  but  jufticc — Oh,  juflice, 
Sir,  is  fo-  fine  a  thing,  we  cannot  pay  too  dear  for  it* 

Mr  Stock.  Very  true  ;  but  exclufive  of  the  expence, 
this  has  been  a  troublefome  affair  to  my  friend. 

Msir.  You  can  have  no  idea  of  it,  Sir — efpecially 
with  fuch  a  tricking  fon  of  a  whore  as  he  had  to  do 
with. 

Mr  Stock-  Son  of  a  whore  !  be  told  me  his  antago- 
niil  was  a  lady. 

Mar.  I  thought  I  was  in  the  wrong  box.  C^^'^'^0 
A  lady-  call  you  her  ?  Yes,  yes,  a  fine  lady  !  but  fhe 
had  got  an  old  pettifogging  rafcal  for  her  attorney,  and 
he it  was  he  that  was  fuch  a  plague  to  our  old  gen- 
tleman  But  damn  this  caufe,  let  us  call  another — 

I'm  for  nothing  now  but  flames,  darts,  daggers,  Cu- 
pids and  Venufes,  and  Madam  Stockwell,  and  Mifs 
Nan cy [ Bo<vjtfig  to  them, 

Mrs  Stock.  The  pink  of  complaifance  ! 

Nan.  1  he  fellow's  a  fool,  and  I'll  die  before  I'll  have 
him.  \^AJtde, 

Mr  Stock.  Well  faid,  fon-in-law  ;  a  fpirited  fellow, 
faith  !   Come,  we'll  in  and  fee  things  ready. 

Mur.  Shan't  I  wait  upon  you  to  your  clofet  flrfl, 
Sir? 

Mr  Stock.  As  foon  as  the  ceremony's  over,  fon — — 
Come,   I'll  (liew  you  the  way. 

Mar,  Eh  !  \i  1  could  but  liavi  touched  before-hand, 

1*4 
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Pd  have  wav'd  the  ceremony,   [/^//if.] Madam— 

[/o  Mrs  Stockwellj — may  I  hope  for  the  honour — 

\Pjferino  to  lead  htr  out, 

Mrs  Stock.  Oh,  fwect  Sir Daughter,  you'll  have 

a  pretty  fellow  for  your  hufband.      {^-dfide  to  Naney. 

Nan.  Thcre*s  a  lover  for  you,  Jenny  ! 

jfcn.  Not  for  me,  Madam,  1  afTare  you.  What, 
fnap  at  the  old  kite,  when  fuch  a  tender  chick  is  before 
him ! 

Nan.  Not  a  civil  word  to  his  miflrefs,  but  quite  gal- 
lant to  her  mother. 

Jen*  As  much  as  to  fay,  A  fig  for  you — I'm  in  love 
with  your  fortune. 

Nan.  A  fig  for  him  ;  a  conceited  puppy  !  I'm  in 
love  with  Belford  ;  but  how  to  get  at  him,  Jenny  ? 

Jen.  Ah,  poor  bird  !  you*re  limed  by  the  wing,  and 
ftruggling  will  but  make  it  worfe. 

Nan.  Not  llruggle  !  Ruin  is  ^better  than  this  cox- 
comb.    Prithee  advife  me. 

Jen.  Don't  tempt  me. — I  pity  you  fo,  that  I  cou'd 
give  you  a  fprightly  piece  of  advice  ;  and  you  are  in  fo 
defperate  a  way,  that  I  know  you'd  follow  it. 

Nan.  Follow  it! — ^— I'll  follow  any  advice,  Jenny. 

Jen.  O  yes,  to  follow  your  own   inclinations  ;  that's 

a  good  young   lady. Well,    1    am   at  prcfent  much 

given  to  mifchicf vSo,  if  you'll  go  into  your  cham- 
ber, lock  the  door,  and  let  ns  lay  our  little  heads  toge- 
ther for  half  an  hour  :  if  we  don't  counterplot  your  wife 
papa,  and  his  intended  fon-in-law — we  deferve  never  to 
be  married  ;  or,  if  we  arc,  to  be  govern'd  by  our  huf- 
bands.  {^Exeunt. 

A     C    T      II. 

Scene,  A  Hall  in  S tockwcU'j  houfe. 

Enter  Belford. 

BsU  T  am  furpriz'd  that   Martin  has  not   return'd  to 

jL    tell  me  his  fucccfs  with  J.nny He  advis'.d 

ttit  not  to  ilir  from  home  ; .  and  faid,    1  .might  be  alTur'd 

Jevcry  thing  goeii  well,  and  I  fhould  hear  from  him • 

but 
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but  dill  the  impatience  of  my  heart  cannot  bear  this 

clelay 1  muft  be   near  the  field  of  battle,  let  what 

will  be  the  confcquence 1  hope  I  Ihall  get  a  fight  of 

Martin,  and  not  unluckily  light  on  the  old  gentleman  : 
'Sdeath,  he*s  here  ! — O  no,  'tis  Jenny ;  my  heart  was 
ill  my  mouth. 

Enter  Jenny. 
Dear  Jenny,  where*8  your  miftrefs  ! 

Jen,  Winding  herfelf  up,  for  your  fake  and  by  my 
advice,  to  a  proper  pitch  of  difobediencc,  that's  all,— 
But— 

Bel,  But  what  ?  You  hefitate,  Jenny,  and  feem 
concerned. 

Jen.  Concern'd !    why,  we're  undone,  that's  all.— 
Your  rival  is  come  to  town. 
Bel.  Howl 

Jen.  And  is  this  morning  to  marry  Madam. 
Bel.  Not  while  I'm  alive,  I  can  tell  him  that.—- But 
prithee,  who  is  this  happy  rival  of  mine  ? 
Jen.   'Tis  one  Mr  Harlowe. 
Bel.   Harlowe! 

Jen.  A  gentleman  of  Dorfetfhire. 
Bel.   I  know  all  of  that  country,  and  can  recolle(^ 
no  Harlowe,  but  the  fon  of  Sir  Harry  Harlowe  1  and 
he— 

Jen.  Ay,  and  he  is  your  rival. 

Be..   If  I  had  no  more  to  fear  from  your  miftrcfs  than 

from  my  rival,  as  you  call  him 

Jen.  Oh,  you  are  very  clever  now,  an*t  you  ?  What 
wou'd  you  be  at  now  ? 

Bel.  The  truth  only — the  real  certain  truth. 
Jen.  Ay,  what's  that  ? 

Bel.  Why,  that  this  Harlowe  Is  the  fon  of  Sir  Harry 
Harlowe  of  Dorfetfhire,  and  my  friend,  my  particular 
friend 

Jen.  Yes,  and  fo  particular,  that  he  will  take  your 
miftrcfs  from  you. 

Bel.  He  fhall  take  my  life  firft. 
Jen.  You  faid  that  before  ;  have  you  nothlng^  elfe  to 
fay? 

Btl.  I  fay,  that  this  Harlowe,  my  friend,  was  mar- 
tied  laft  week  in  the  country,  that's  all. 

Jc», 
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Jen.  And  that's  enough,  if  it  is  true ;  but  I  have  a 
fmall  addition  to  your  news. 

Bel.  What's  that  ? 

Jen  That  the  aforefaid  John  Harlowe,  Efq;  your 
particular  friend,  and  fon  to  Sir  Harry  Harlowe  of  Dor- 
letfliire,  is  now  within,  waiting  for  my  young  lady's 
hand,  that's  all. 

Bel   Jenny,  nojefting;  you  di  ft  raft  me  ! 

Jen,  'Tis  but  too  true  ;  he's  this  minute  gone  in  with 
my  mafter  and  miftrefs  to  fettle  preliminaries. 

Bel  Impoffible  !  he's  my  intimate  acquaintance,  and 
writ  to  me,  not  a  week  ago,  as  1  tell  you.  1  have  his 
letter  at  my  lodgings. 

Jen*  And  what  fays  he  there^ 

BeL  That  he's  privately  married  to  a  lady  of  condi- 
tion. 

Jen*  How  can  this  be  reconcil'd?  Go  fetch  that 
letter  ;  we  have  no  time  to  lofe. 

Bel.   But  what  is  Martin  doing  ? 

Jen.  Martin !  who's  he  ? 

Bel,  Martin    my  fervant,  whom  T  fent  to  afllft  you. 

Jen.  Why,  fure  love  has  turn'd  your  brain.  Sir  ! — ^^I 
have  feen  no  Martin,  not  1. 

BsL  The  rafcal  then  is  run  away  from  mc  again.-— 
I  have  fpoii'd  him  by  my  indulgence. — He  left  me  for 
a  month,  and  returned  but  yefterday ;  then  I  fent  him 
hither  to  affift  you,  and  now  the  fcoundrel  has  left  mc 
again. 

Jen.  'Tis  the  luxury  of  the  times,  Sir — though  we 
arc  poor,  we  have  good  taftes,  and  can  be  out  of  the 
way  now  and  then  as  well  as  our  betters. 

Bel,  How  this  villain  has  ufed  me  !  But  we  muft 
lofe  no  time ;  I'll  fetch  the  letter,  and  be  back  in  an 
inftant.  \^Exit. 

Jen,  Let  me  fee  ;  cah*t  I  ftrike  fome  mifchief  out  of 
this  intelligence  ?  1  warrant  me- — I  can  delay  the  mar- 
riage at  leaft Here's  my  mafter,  I'll  try  my  ll<ill  up- 
on him — If  I  don't  bring  him  about,  VW  fct  his  brains 
in  fuch  a  ferment,  they  fhan't  fettle  in  hafte  again. 
Enter  Stockwell. 

Sicck.  I  think  I  fa\*'  a  glimpfe  of  young  Belford  ;  but 
BOW — what  bufmefs  has  he  here  ? 

3  y^^o 
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Jsn,  Bufinefs  enough,  Sir;  the  beft  friend  you  have, 
that's  all— He  has  been  telling  me  a  piece  of  news  that 
will  furprife  you. 

Stock.  Let's  hear  this  piece  of  news. 

yen.  O'  n\y  word,  a  bold  man,  this  Mr  Harlovve,  to 
take  two  wives  at  once,  when  mofl  folk  we  fee  liavQ 
enough  of  one. 

Stock.  Two  wives  !  blefs  us,  what  do  you  moan  ? 

Jen.  Why,  the  poor  man's  married  already.  Sir, 
that's  all. 

Stock.  Married  ! 

Jen.  Married,  I  fay,  to  a  young  lady  in  the  coun- 
try, and  very  near  marrying  another  in  town  j  a  new 
fafiilon,  I  fuppofe. 

Stock.  JPooh,  pooh,  the  thing's  impoflible,  I  teU 
you. 

Jen.  That  may  be,  but  fo  it  is.  He  has  writ  to 
Belford,  who  is  his  friend. 

Stock,  All  romance  and  invention  ! 

Je/i.  All  truth,  I  fay  ;  Belford  is  gone  to  fetch  the 
letter,  and  he'll  convince  you. 

Stock*   I  will  never  be  convinced  that — 

Jen.  Why  not.  Sir  ? — the  young  fellows  of  this  age 
are  capable  of  any  thing. 

Stock.  Very  true>  Jeni;iy,  they  are  abominable. 

Jen,  And,  for  aught  we  know,  this  Mr  Harlowc 
here  may  be  one  of  thofe  gentlemen  that  make  no  fcruple 
of  a  plurality  of  wives,  provided  they  bring  a  plurality 
of  portions. — But  by  your  leave,  good  Sir,  as  this  youn|y 
lady  (fhe  in  the  country,  t  mean)  has  the  firft  and  bell 
title,  we  muft  look  a  little  about  us  for  the  fake  of  our 
young  lady  in  town. 

Stock.  Very  true— 'tis  worth  attending  to. 

Jen.  Attending  to  !  if  I  were  you.  Sir,  before  I  de- 
liver'd  up  my  daughter,  I  (honld  infifl:  upon  the  affair's 
being  clear'd  up  to  my  fatisfadlion. 

Stock.  You're  in  the  right,  Jenny.  Here's  his  man, 
ril  found  him  about  his  mailer's  marriage,  and  then — 
Leave  us  together — Go — I'll  make  him  fpeak,  I  war^ 
rant  you. 

Jen.  If  this  marriage  is  but  confirm*d,  I  fliall  leap 
t)ut  of  my  fkin.  [^y/V, 

•Vol.  II.  A  a  Si^ck. 
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Enter  Slip. 

Stocli,  Mr  Slip,  come  hither My  old  friend  Sff 

Harry  has  recommended  you  to  me,  and  I  like  your 

phyfiognomy You  have  an  honeft  face ;  it  pleafea 

me  much 

Slip.  Yonr  humble  fervant,  Sir — that's  your  good- 
nefs — but  if  I  was  no  honefter  than  my  face,  gad-a- 
niercy  poor  me  ! 

Stock.  Well,  well — hark  you  me  ! — This  mafter  of 
your's  is  a  lad  of  fpirit — a  favourite  of  the  ladies,  I  war- 
rant him,  ha  ? 

Slip.  That  he  is,  I  can  tell  yoUj  Sir  j  a  pretty  fel- 
low, no  woman  can  refill  him. — Pll  warrant,  this  mar- 
riage in  your  family  will  fet  you  the  hearts  of  thirty  fa- 
milies at  eafe  all  round  the  country. 

Stock,  Odd  ! — a  terrible   man,  1  profefs 1  don't 

Wonder  now  that  one  wife  can't  ferve  him. 

Slip.  Wife,  Sir !  what  wife,  Sir  ? 

Stock.  You  fee  I  know  all,  my  friend ;  fo  you  may 
ifts  well  confefs. 

Slip.  Confefs  what.  Sir  ? 
/     Stock.  I  know  all  the  confpifacy  ;  and  will  take  care 
that  you,  rafcal,  (haU  have  your   defert  as  an  accom- 
plice. 

sup.  Accomplice  ! — ^rafcal !  —and  a  confpiracy  ! 

Let  mc  die  if  I  comprehend  a  word  you  fay. 

Stock.  But  I'll  make  you,  villain — 

Slip.  O  very  well.    Sir — ha,   ha,   ha! 1  proteft 

you  half  frightened  me — Very  well,   indeed — ha,   ha, 
ha! 

Stock.  Do  you  taugh  at  me,  Sirrah  ? 

Slip.  If  I  had  not  remembered  to  have  heard  my  old 
mafler  fay  what  a  dry  joker   you   were — I  proteft  X 

Ihould  have  been  taken  in Very  good,  indeed, — ha, 

ha,  ha  ! 

Stock.  None  of  your  buffoonery.  Sirrah  ;  but  confefs 
the  whole  affair  this  minute,  or  be  fent  to  Newgate  the 
next. 

Slip.  Newgate  !  fure,  Sir,  that  would  be  carrying  the 
joke  too  far. 

Stock.  You  won't  confefs,  then— Who  waits  there  ? 
I^end  for  a  conftable  this  moment* 

Slip. 
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Slip.  Nay,  good  Sir,  no  noife,  I  befeech  you.  Tho' 
I  am  Innocent  as  the  child  unborn,  yet  that  fevere  tone 
of  voice  is  apt  to  difconcert  one.  What  was  it  your  ho- 
nour was  pleafed  to  hint  about  my  niafter's  being  mar- 
ried ?     Who  could  poflibly  invent  fuch  a  fib  as  that  ? 

Stock.  No  fib,  lirrah  !  he  wrote  it  himfelf  to  a  friend 
of  his  at  London — to  Belford. 

Slip.  Oh,  oh  !  — your  humble  fervant,  Mr  Belford  !  --« 
a  fine  fetch,  i'faith  !  Nay,  I  can't  blame  the  man  nei- 
ther, ha,  ha !  Pray,  Sir,  is  not  this  fame  Mr  Belford 
in  love  with  your  daughter  } 

Stock.  Suppofe  he  is,  puppy,  and  what  then  ? 

sup.  Why  then,  Jenny  is  his  friend,  and  at  the  bot- 
tom of  all  his  fetches  ;  I'll  lay  a  wager  that  (he  is  author 
of  this  whopper. 

Stock.   Urn  J 

Slip.  Our  ariival  put  'em  to  their  trumps — and  then 
—flap,  my  poor  mafter  mud  be  married ;  and  Belford 
mull  (liew  a  forg'd  letter  forfooth,  under  his  own  hand, 
to  prove  it — and,  and,  and,  you  underftand  me,  Sir — 

Stock.   Why,  this  has  a  face. 

Slip-  A  face  !  ay,  like  a  full  moon  :  and  while  you're 
upon  a  falfe  fcent  after  this  ftory,  Jenny  will  gain  time 

to  work  upon  your  daughter 1  heard  her  fay  myfelf 

that  (he  could  lead  you  by  the  nofe. 

Stock,  0,  ihe  could,  could  flie  I  Well,  well,  we'll 
fee  that. 

Slip.  By  the  bye.  Sir,  where  did  you  meet  with  this 
Mrs  Jenny  ? 

Stock.  How  fhould  I  know? — I  believe  my  wife  hired 
her  half-a-year  ago  out  of  the  country. — She  had  a  good 
charadler,  and  is  very  notable;  but  pert,  very  pert. 

Slip.  Yea,  yes,  fhe  is  notable — Out  of  the  cuuntry  ! 
and  a  good  character !  well  faid,  Mrs  Jenny. 

iHalfaJide, 

Stock.  What's  the  matter.  Slip  ? You  have  fome- 

thing  in  your  head,   I'm  fure. 

Slif}.  No,  nothing  at  all— —  but  the  luck  of  fome 
people  !— out  of  the  country  ! 

Stock.  You  muft  tell  me — I  {han't  think  you  mean 
me  well,  if  you  conceal  any  thing  from  me. 

Slip.  Why,    among  ourfelves,    Sir 1  knew  Mr» 

A  a  2  Jenny 
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Jenay  the  lafl  year  very  well — botn  and  bred  in  Covent- 
Garden — feme  time  ago  bar-maid  to  a  jelly-houfe,  and 
two  ehildren  (very  fine  ones  indeed)  by  little  Tom  the 
waiter.  I  knew,  when  I  faw  her  here,  that  we  lliould 
liave  fome  fport. 

Siock.  Ay,  ay! — I  know  enough — Well  faid,  Mrs 
Jenny,  indeed !  But  mind  the  cunning  of  this  fellow, 
this  Belford — he  fays  he's  the  moil  intimate  friend  your 
mafler  has. 

sap*  Ay,  Sir  ! — ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  I  dare  fay  my  ma- 
iler would  not  know  him  if  he  met  him — However,  that's 
well  obferv'd.  Sir — Um  !   nothing  efcapes  you. 

Stock.  Why,  I  am  feldom  out,  feldom — 

Slip.  Never. 

Stock.  I  don't  fay  never — But  here  Is  your  mafter,  I 
mail  have  a  laugh  with  him  about  this  marriage  ;  ha, 
ha,  ha  ! 

Slip,  'Twill  be  rare  fport  for  him,  he,  he,  he  ! 
Enter  Martin. 

Stock.  So,  fon-in-law  !  do  you  hear  what  the  world 
fiiys  of  you  ! — I  have  had  intelligence  here,  (ay,  and 
certain  intelligence  too),  that  you  are  married,  it  fcems 
—  privately  married  to  a  young  lady  of  Dorfetfliire. 
What  fay  you,  i>ir? — Is  not  this  fine?  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Slip.  Very  merry,   faith  !   \Jaughi7igy  and  7?iakif>gjigr:s 
to  Martin] 

Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — *tis  fiich  a  joke  ! — What,  you 
have  heard  fo  ? — This  Mr  World  is  a  facetious  gentle- 
man. 

Stock  Another  man  now  would  have  given  plump 
into  this  foolifh  llory  ;  but  I — No,  no,  your  humble 
fervant  for  that. 

Slip.  No,  plague !  Mr  Stockwell  has  a  long  head  ! 
He l^PointingplL 

Mcir.  I  would  fain  know  who  could  be  the  author  of 
fuch  a  ridiculous  llory 

Slip  Mr  Stockwell  tells  me  'tis  one  Belford,  I  think 
he  calls  him  :  is  not  that  his  name,  Sir  ? 

Mar.  Belford!  Belford!  1  never  heard  of  his  name 
in  my  life. 

Slip.  As  I  faid,  Sir;  you  fee  mafter  knows  nothing 
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«>f  the  fellow, — Stay,  ftay,  is  it  not  the  youngfter  that 
— you  know  whom  I  mean — that,  that — 

Mar.   Ret  me  if  I  do. 

Slip,  He  that — you  muftknow  him^ — that  is  your  rl* 
¥al  here,  as  the  report  goes. 

Mart-  O,  ay  !  now  I  recolleft By  the  fame  to- 
ken, they  faid  he  had  but  little,  and  owed  much  ;  that 
this  match  was  to  wipe  off  old  fcores;  and  that  his  cre- 
ditors had  flopped  proceedings  till  ht's  married. 

Sicck.  Ay,  ay  !  there  let  'cm  ftop-  Ha,  ha,  ha  !^ 
They'll  be  tir'd  of  Hopping,  1  believe,,  if  they  are  to» 
iiop  till  he  has  married  my  daughter,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Slip.   He's  no  fool,  let  me  tell  you,  this  Mr  Belford. 

Stock.  No  ;  nor  Mr  Stockwell  neither : — and  to  con- 
vince them  of  that„  I  will  go  this  iaiftant  to  my  bank- 
er's, and — 

Mar,   Sir — I'll  wait  on  you, 

Siock..  Stay,  fon-in-law,  I  have  a  propofal  to  mal:e 
——I  own,  I  agreed  with  my  old  friend  to  ^i\^  yoLv 
X..  10,000  down. 

Mar,  Ay,  de^muy  was  the  word.  Sir — it  was  fo ■> 

dcVM,. 

Stock.  Now,  could  you  conveniently  take  fome  hou- 
fes  that  I  have  in  the  Borough,  inftead  of  half  that  fura 
—They  are  worth  a-  great  deal  more  than  that,  1  affure 
you. 

Mar.   O  dear  Sir your  word  is  not  to  be  difpii- 

ted :    I'll  take  any  thing — but,  between  friends,  ready 

money  is  the   truth. Donjj/2,  you  know,  Sir;  that 

"Was  the  word,.  do"xn. 

Slip,  Specious-,  your  honour  knows,,  is  of  eafier  con- 
veyance. 

StocA,  y es>  Sure,  that's  true  ;  but — 

Mar,  Ay,  ay,  one  can't  put  houfes  in  one's  port- 
manteauy  you  know — he,  he,  he  ! — Befides,  there  is  a 
pretty  eftate  to  be  fold  in  Dorfetfhire,  near  my  father's, 
and  I  have  my  eye  upon  that.. 

Slip.  As  pretcy  a  cundition'd  thing-  as  any  in  tl  e 
country  ;  and  then  fo  contagious^  that  a  hedge  only 
parts  'em. 

Mar.  I  may  have  it  for  L.  900c,  and  I'm'  tSd  'tis 
vortii  ten  at  leall^ 

A  a.  3;  Sli^i, 
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Slip.  The  leaft  penny,  Sir  ;— -the  timber's  worth  half 
the  money. 

Stock.  Well,  well — Look  you,  fon,  I  have  a  round 
L.  1 0,000  now  in  my  banker's  hands,  which  I  thought 

to  have  made  immediate  advantage  of. You  fliall  have 

a  moiety  of  it. 

Mat\  Sir,  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you. — Are  you 
a-going  to  your  banker's  now,  Sir  ? 

Stock.  I  will  but  Hep  and  let  my  wife  know  of  it — 
fetch  the  cafh  direftly,  and  you  fhall  marry  my  dauglw 
ter  in  an  hour. 

Mar,  Sir,  fuppofe  we  invite  Mr  Belford  to  the  wed- 
ding.?— Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Slip.   Ha,  ha,  ha  !   what  a  droll  devil  my  mafter  is  ! 

Stock,   Ha,  ha,  ha!  [EjLit  StockivelL 

Mar.  Wind  and   tide,  my  boy! My  mafter  ha&< 

certainly  had  an  interview  with  Mifs  Nancy  StockwelL 

Slip.  A  nd  as  certainly  knows  Harlowe  too. 

Mar,  They  correfpond,  you  fee. 

Slip.  But,  thanks  to  ray  wit,  I  have  fo  fet  the  old 
snan  againfir  Belford,  that  I  am  in  hopes  we  fliall  pack 
lip  madam's  fortune  'n\  the  portmanteau  before  he's  fet 
to  rights  agam  ;  and —  [ Martin  ^o/;/^'-,  flyps*- 

Mar.  Zounds,  my  mailer  ! 

Slip.  Where? 

Mar.  Don't  you  fee  him  reading  a  letter  ? 

Slip,  This  is  ray  unlucky  flar.  Whatwill  becomcof  us  ? 
Enter  Bdford. 

Bel.  This  letter  gets  me  admittance  to  Mifs  Stock- 
well  at  kail  ;  and  if  1  can  bi^  fave  her  from  niin,.  I  jfhall" 
be  liappy  j  hut  1  hope  this  may  have  better  confequences* 
Ha  !  what's  this  ? 'Tis  he  !   'tis  Martin,  as  I  live,  ' 

Mar.  Ay,  'tis  I"  :^ — and  well  for  you  it  is. — What 
do  yoii  here  ? 

Bel.  Nay,  what  are  j^.v  doing  liere,  and  what  have 
you  done  here? — What  cloathsi  are  thefc  ? — what's  yeur 
Tcheme  ?  and  why  have  I  not  kaown  it  ? 

M'ar.  Not  fo  fali  and  lb  loud,  good  mafkr  of  mine 
— walls  have  ears.  I'hefe  are  your  rival's  eloaths,  who* 
is  to  follow  them  in  a  few  days  :  but  his  fervant  there  is.- 
aa  old  friead  of  mine,  and  fo,  as  they  fit  me  fo-  v/ell — > 

he> 
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kc's — I  pafs  upon  the  family  for  the  young  fellow  hlm- 
felf, 

Bcf/.  Well,  and  whereas  the  joke  of  that  ? 

Mar.  A  very  good  joke,  I  think. — I'll  undertake  to 
put  thefe  two  old  fools  (your  papa  and  mamma  that 
fliall  be)  fo  out  of  conceit  with  their  fon-in-law,  that 
— why,  already  1  have  heard  the  old  folks  agreeing, 
that  you  were  much  the  properer  match  for  tlieir  daugh- 
fcr  ;  fo  that  I  expedl  every  moment  they'll  fend  for  yotr 
to  deliver  them  from  me  :  and  nothing  can  prevent  our 
fuccefs  but  your  being — 

^cV.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  a  very  good  ftratagem  :  but  there 
is  no  need  of  it  now  ;— for  this  rival,  as  you  call  him,- 
ift  my  particular  friend,  and  married  to  another  woman; 
— fo  1  tell  you  we  have  nothing  to  fear. 

Mar.  But  I  tell  you,  you-will  knock  us  all  to  pieces  — 
The  fineft  plot  that  ever  was  laid,  and  you'll  fpoil  it  in 
the  hatching.. 

Bi-/.  But  what  occafion  is:  there?  He  can't  mayry 
'em  both- 

JVIar.  Speak  lower  !  You  tliink  yourfelf  mighty  wife 
now  ;  but  here's  Harlowe's  fervant,  whom  I  have  tick- 
led in  the  palm,  will  tell  you  another  ftory. 

Be/.  Why,  here's  a  letter  under  his  ovxn  hand. 
Read  it. 

Mar.  \_readi/tg. ]  Um — um — *"*  Sonve  days  !  privately 
"  married" — Slip!  [^/^r/ /<?  Slip. 

Slip.  This  is  eafily  clear'd  up.  Sip.  There  was  fuch 
a  thing  propofed  by  my  young  mafler  ;  but  you  mult 
Mnderlland,  bir^ — that  Mr  Harlowe,  not  approving  of 
tlie  terms,  has  tipped  the  young  woman's  father  a  good' 
round  fum,  and  fo  the  affair  is  made  np. 

Bel.  Can  it  be  pollible  that  he  is  not  married  ? 

Slip.  I'll  take  my  oath  of  it  before  any  magiftrate  ia 
England. 

Alar,  Pooh — ^married!  what!  his  old  boots  ! 

Bel.  Well, — I'll  decarap  then.:  but  why  is  not  Jenny 
Id  yoiw*  plot  I. 

Mar.  She  !    no,  no  ;  Hie  is  not  to  be  truiled. 1 

foon  found  out  that^ — Tooth  and  nail  againft  us. 

Bel.  Good  hcav'ns  !   how  have  1  been  deceiv'd  I 

Mar^  You  have-wdsed;  mailer  :  bu^  we  have  no  time 

for 
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for  refle(5lions.  If  Jeftny  fliould  fee  you,  we  are  un- 
done. 

Bel.  Wel3,  \vell»  I  go. — I'll  make  both,  your  for- 
tunes if  yoii  fucc<!e<l. 

Mar,  Succeed  I  nothing  can  prevent  us  but  your  be- 
ing fee  a. 

BeL  I'll  away  thciv. 

Mar.  Andcome  not  near  this  houfe  to  day.  If  you. 
do,   1  muft  decamp. 

Bel.  Well ;  biit,  my  dear  lads,  take  care ;  I  depend 
on  you. 

Slip.  That*8  all  you  have  to  do — put  your  fortune 
iiito  our  hands- — 

Mar.  And  Pll  warrant  wc  give  a  good  account  of  it^ 

Bel.  Tliink  how  my  happinefs — 

Mar,  Prithee,  no  nrore^ — 

Bel.  Depends  on  you. 

Mar.   Begone>  I  fay,  or  I'll  throw  up  the  cards. 

SJip.  At  lad  he's  gone  \  [fixut  Bclford. 

Mar.  And  we  have  time  to  take  a  little  breath  :  for 
this  was  a  hot  alarm,  faith  ! 

Slip.  1  was  only  afraid  the  old  gentleman  or  Jenny- 
would  have  furprifed  us  together. 

Mar.  That  woiJd  have  been  a  clincher :  but  now  I 
muft  after  the  old  gentleman  for  the  money.  \_Exit» 

Slip.  And  nVbe  upon  the  watch  for  fear  of  mifchief. 

\_Exit.. 

Scene,  jin  Apartment  in  Stockwell'/  Hoiife. 
Enter  Stockwell  <i«6/ Jenny. 

Jen.   Still  I  fay.  Sir— 

Stock.   Andftill  I  fay,   Madam. — 

Jen.  That  Mr  Belford's  a  very  honcft  gentleman,  Mid- 
you  ought  to  fearch  it. 

Stock.  I  tell  you,  1  have  fearch'd,  and  probed  it  ta' 
the  quick — and  that  he  (hall  feel.  I  know  well  enough 
you  are  in  his  intereft,  and  have  your  infeereil  in  fo  do- 
ing ;  and  I'm  forry  you  could  find  no  prettier  plot  tha* 
this  to  defer  the  wedding. 

Jen.  L.ud,  Sir,  do  you  believe  ? — 

S'ick^  No — but  I'm  fure  on't — that's  bettCB 

Jen.  Lad ! — you'd  make  one  mad,^ 

Scih 
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Stock.  And  you'd  make  mc  a  fool  if  you  could ;  no, 
no  ;  I'm  an  afs,  a  poor  fimpleton,  that  may  be  led  by 
the  nofe — But  you  may  tell  my  daughter,  that  fhe  fhall 

marry  Harlowe  this  night And  you  may  tell  your 

friend  Belford,  to  let  his  creditors  know,  that  they  need 
not  ftop  proceedings — And  you,  madam,  may  retura 
to  your  jelly-fhop,  and  give  my  compliments  to  little 
Tom,  and  all  the  little  family,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  \_Exit» 

Jen,  What  does  he  mean  by  his  jelly- houfe — little 

Tom — and  all  the  little  family  ? There^s  fbmething 

at  the  bottom  of  this  1  cannot  yet  fathom  : — but  I  wiS 
fathom  it. — I  never  was  out  of  a  fecret  yet  that  I  had  a 
mind  to  find  out,  and  that's  all  that  have  come  acrofs 
me, — and  my  pride  won't  let  me  be  long  out  of  this. — 
I  will  go  direftly  to  Mr  Belford's,  where  we'll  lay  our 
heads  together,  and  beget  fuch  a  piece  of  mifchief,  that 
Ihall  be  hard  for  the  devil  himfelf,  if  he  has  the  impu- 
dcPACc  to  try  confulions  with  me.  [[^\v;V. 

Scene,   Tke  Street  hfore  StockwellV  Hoiifi, 
Stockwell,  Martin,  and  Slip. 

Stock.  Come,  fon-in-law,  we'll  go  to  my  banker's, 
and  fee  how  our  cafh  Hands,  and  fettle  matters  as  well 
as  we  can. 

.  Mar.  I'll  attend  you.  Sir,   with  pleafure — cafh  or 
notes — all  the  fame  to  me. 

Stock.  I  wifh  you'd  take  the  houfes,  fon-in-law;  it 
would  be  more  convenient  for  me,  and  a  greater  advan- 
tage to  you. 

Mar.  Advantage,  Sir  ! — I  fcorn  to  take  any  advan- 
tage of  you — I  hate  mean   views 1  dchre    nothing 

better  than  my  bargain. — The  money,  afnd  your  daugh- 
ter's charms,  are  fufficient  for  your  poor  Mart — hum- 
ble fervant. 

Stock.  Well,  well,  come  along  ;  we  don't  quite  un- 
derftand  one  another.  \^Exit. 

Mar.  But  we  do — (To  Slip.)  The  day's  our  own  ; 
get  ev'ry  thing  ready  to  make  our  retreat  good. 

Slip.  Ay,  ay,  get  you  the  money,  and  I'll  be  ready 
with  the  equipage.  {Exit  Martin. 

^*  l  hus  far  our  arms  have  with  fuccefs  been  crownM." 
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I  have  only  one  doubt  remaining,  and  that's  about  this 
fame  portion.  I  don't  relifh  this  dividing  a  booty. — • 
How  fhall  I  cheat  Martin  ? — 1  fhould  deferve  to  be  ca- 

noniz'd,  could  I  but  cheat  that  rogue  of  rogues. 1 

muil  e'en  throw  the  young  lady  in  his  way,  and  pcr- 
fuade  him,  for  our  better  fecurity,  to  pafs  the  night  with 
her :  fo  leave  him  with  the  fhell,  while  I  flip  off  with 

the  kernel.      A  tempting  bait! But  no — Hand  off, 

Satan. 'Tis  againft  our  fundamental  laws.  We  ad- 
venturers have  ten  times  the  honour  of  your  fair  traders. 

(Going,  andjiops.) — Why,  what ! Sure  it  can't  be. 

— Zounds,  if  it  fhould  ! — It  is  the  very  man  ! Our 

little,  old,  wither'd,  fiery  gentleman,  by  all  that's  ter- 
rible !  From  what  a  fine  dream  will  this  gouty  fpitfire 
awake  us  ! — He's  certainly  going  to  Mr  Stockwell  s, 
and  his  gunpowder  will  blow  up  all  at  once  1  If  Mar- 
tin and  Mr  Stockwell  don't  return  too  foon  from  the 
banker's,  I  may  fend  him  away  :  'tis  our  lail  flake,  and 
I  mufl  play  it  like  a  gameiler. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Harlowe. 

Har,  I  don't  knov/  how  my  old  friend  Stockwell  may 
receive  me  after  this  difappointment. 

Slip.  Stay  till  you  fee  Mr  Stockwell,  my  old  friend. 
{jljlde.) — blcfs  me,  what  do  I  feet — Sir  Harry,  is  it 

you  ? Indeed  your  honour  ? — Yoar  very  humble  fer- 

vant. 

Har,   I  don't  know  you,  friend,  keep  your  diflance. 
J^C/apj  hif  hands  on  his  pocket!. 

Slip,  Don't  you  know  me,   Sir? 

Har.  It  cannot  be  Slip,  fure  !  Is  this  the  fool's  coat 
my  fon  ordered  you  for  his  wedding? 

Slip,  Yes,  Sir ;  and  a  genteel  thing  it  is  upon  me» 
What,  you  had  a  mind  to  furprife  your  friends  ? — Who 
thought  of  you  at  London,  Sir  ? 

Har.  I  fet  out  foon  after  you,  lame  as  I  was. — T  be- 
thought me,  it  looked  better  to  fettle  matters  of  fuch 
confequence  with  Mr  Stockwell  viva  voce^  than  to  truft 
it  to  a  fervant. 

Slip.  You  were  always  a  nice  obferver  of  decorums ; 
-^You  are  going  now  to  Mr  Stockwell's  ? 

Har,  Directly. — (^Going  to  knock.) 

Slip. 
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Sli/K  Hold  your  defperate  hand  !  and  thank  fortune 
that  brought  tne  hither  for  your  refcue. 

Har.  Why,  what's  the  matter?  Refcue  me,  quoth-a  J* 
Have  you  feen 'em^  Sh'p  ? 

S/i/>.  Seen  'em !    ay,    and  felt   'em   too.     I  am  jull 

cfcap'd. The  old  lady  is  in  a  damn'd  paflion.  with 

you,  I  can  tell  you. 

Bar.  With  me ! 

S/Jp.  Ay,  that  fhe  is.  How !  fays  (he,  does  the  old 
fool  think  to  fob  us  off  with  a  flam^  and  a  fham,  of  a 
dirty  trollop  ? — Muft  my  daughter's  reputation— and 
then  fhe  bridled  and  llalk'd  up  to  me  thus.  Sir. 

Bar,  How  ! — but  there's  no  anfwering  a  filly  wo« 
man  :  how  can  this  affe<5l  her  daughter's  character  ? 

S/ip*  That's  what  I  faid. — Madam,  fays  I — but  you 
can't  expeft  a  woman  in  a  fury  to  hear  reafon — 'tis  al- 
mofl:  as  much  as  they  can  do  when  they  are  cool.  No> 
no;  as  for  her  argument,  it  was  fad  ftuff!  Will  the 
World,  fays  fhe,  believe  fuch  a — no,  no  ;  they'll  think 
the  old  hunks  has  found  fome  flaw  in  ourcircumftances, 
and  fo  won't  ftand  to  his  bargain. 

Bar.  Poh  !  nothing  difguifcs  a  woman  like  paffiom 
♦^Though  it  may  become  a  man  fometimes  — - 

Slip-  Lud,  Sirj  you.  would  not  know  her  again— —♦ 
her  eyes  ftare  in  her  head,  and  fhe  can't  fee  a  creature.- 
—On  a  fudden  (for  I  pufh'dthe  argument 'pretty  home) 
ftie  caught  hold  of  my  throat  thus,  Sir,  and  knock'd  mc 
down  with  the  butt  end  of  her  fan.  . 

Bar.   Did  fhe  ? But  what  did  her  hufband  fay  to 

this?     Let  us  hear  that. 

Slip.  Oh,  Sir,  I  found  him  pretty  reafonable He 

only  fhow'd  me  the  door,  and  kick'd  me  down  Hairs. 

Bar.  If  he's  foir  that  work^  we  can  kick  too. 

Slip.  Dear  Sir,  confider  your  gout. 

Bar.  No,  Sir ;  when  my  blood  is  up,  I  never  feel 
the  gout. — B<.it  could  they  pofTibly  take  it  amifs,  that  t 
confented  to  my  fon's  marriage  ?-— I  doubt  you  did  not 
explain  circumflances. 

Slip.  I  told  'em  plain  enough,  I  thought,  that  my 
young  mafter,  having  begun  the  ceremony  at  the  wrong 
Cttd,  the  fa^iily  were  going  ding-dong  to  law  j  and  that 

you 
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you  had  behavM  like  a  masi  of  honour,  and — very  wife- 
ly  compounded  matters. 

Har^  And  did  not  this  convince  'em  ? 

Slip*  I  fay  convince  ! They  are  in  a  pretty  tern* 

per  to  be  convinc'd. If  you'd  take  a  fool  s  counfel, 

you  fliould  return  to  your  inn,  and  never  think  of  con* 
vincing  them. 

Har^  They  are  for  kicking,  are  they  ?  I  could  have 
kick'd  pretty  well  myfclf  once.-— We  fhall  fee  what  they 
would  be  at —  \Goingy  is  flopped  by  Slip. 

Slip,  Indeed,  Sir,  you  (hall  not. — What  !  have  your 
face  fcratch'd  by  an  old  woman,  or  be  run  through  the 
body  with  a  rufty  fword  ?     Indeed  you  fhall  not. 

HarK  (endeavouring  to  dranv  his  fword) — We  have 
fwords  that  run  through  bodies  as  well  as  they  ;  ay,  and 

piftolstoo. If  he  will  quarrel,  Pm  his  man — Steel 

or  lead,  'tis  all  one  to  mc. A  paflionate  old  fool ! — 

I'll  cool  him;  kick  me  down  ftairs  ! — 

Slip.  Lord,  Sir,  you  are  fo  hot  !- You  forget  it 

was  me  he  kick'd  down  ftairs — not  yoii« 

Bar.  'Tis  the  fame  thing,  Sir. Whoever  kicks 

you,  kicks  me  by  proxy — nay,  worfe  ; — you  have  only 
the  kicks,  but  I  have  the  affront. 

Slip.  If  the  kicks  are  the  beft,  I  fhall  be  content  with 
the  worft  another  time. — Undone,  imdone  ! — This  way, 
this  way,  Sir. — Let  us  go  this  way — there  will  certainly 
be  bloodihed. 

Har,  What  is  the  matter,  you  fool  ?  What  art  afraid 
of? 

Slip.  Don't  you  fee  Mr  Stockwell  coming  tliis  way  ? 

Blcfs  me,  how  he  ftares !     He's  mad  with  pafTion. 

Den't  meet  him,  Sir  Harry. — You  are  out  of  wind,  and 
have  not  pufh'd  a  great  while,  and  he'll  certainly  be  too 
much  for  you. 

Har.  I  won't  avoid  him»-^My  blood's  up  as  well  as 
his — If  the  fool  will  be  for  fighting — let  him  take  what 
follows. — -—Hold  my  cane,   Slip —  [^Cocks  hif  hat. 

Slip.  Ay,  'tis  all  over. — If  Martin  has  but  got  the 

Hioney,  we  may  retire  while  the  champions  are  at  it.— 

Enter  Stockwell  and  Martin. 

(Stockwell  nvith  a  bag,  and  notes  in  his  hand.) 

•    Stock,  We  will  count  our  money  and  bills  over  again, 

3  %« 
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fign  the  writings ;  and  then,  fon,  for  finging  and  dan- 
cing, and — 

Mar,  Don't  giVe  yourfelf  that  trouble,  Mr  Stock- 
^vell ; — among  friends,  you  know — pray,  let  me  eafe 
you  of  that  weight.  {.Offers  to  take  the  money  ^ 

Slip.  No,  no,  fon  ;  you  fhan't  have  a  farthing  more 

or  lefs  than  your  bargain. We  citizens  are  txad, 

and  mull  have  our  way,  in  form^^ 

Slip.  Zounds,  he  has  not  gat  the  money  ! — ^We  mufl 
have  a  fcramble  for  it  at  lall  then. 

Har.  Now  he  eyes  me  ! — I'll  be  as  fierce  as  he — Now 
for  it— hem,  hem  !  {^Bruftles  up„ 

(During  thist  Martin  and  Slip  makejignsi  and  approach 
each  other  hy  degrees.) 

Stock.  Eh,  fure,  if  my  eyes  don't  deceive  me,  there 
h  fomebody  very  like  my  old  friend  and  your  father  Sir 
Harlowe. 

Slip.  Damnably  like  indeed.  Sir. 

Haj.  He  looks  like  the  devil  at  me  ;  but  I'll  be  even 
with  him. 

Stock.  What,  my  dear  friend,  is  it  you? 

Har.  None  of  your  hypocritical  palavers  with  me. — • 
Keep  your  diflance,  you  diftembling  old  fool  you,  or  I'll 
teach  you  better  manners  than  to  kick  my  fervant  down 
ftairs. 

Stock.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  Harry  ?— He's  mad, 
fure ! 

(  They  Jland  dndjlare  at  each  ' other ^  and  Sir  Harry 
Jhakes  his  fword. ) 

Mar.  Nothing  can  fave  us  now.   Slip ! 

Slip.  Trip  up  his  heels,  and  fly  with  the  money  to  the 
p6ll-chaife  ;  while  I  tread  upon  my  old  mailer's  toes^ 
that  he  mayn't  follow  us. 

Mar.  We  have  nothing  elfe  for  it — Have  at  'em. 

Stock.  Nay,  but  Sir  Harry  ! 
(As  they  approach  the  old  gentleman,  Belford  comes  ifi 
behind ivith  conjlablest   and feizes  them.) 

Bel.  Have  I  caught  you,  rafcals  ! — in  the  very  nick 
too!     Secure  'em,  conflables. 

Stock.  What  in  the  name  of  wonder  are  you  about? 

Bel.  I  have  a  double  pleafure  in  this  j'-^for  I  have  not 
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only  difcovefed  two  vlUains,  bu^  at  the  very  time,  SiV, 
tlieir  villainy  was  taking  effed  fo  make  you  miferable. 

Har,  Two  villains  !    Mr  Stockwell,  do  you  hear  this  ? 
Explain  yourfelf,  Sir;  or  blood  a^id  brimftone — 
•  Stock.    Explain,   Mr  Belford. — Sir  Harry   Harlowe, 
Tvhat  is  all  this? 1  am  all  ftupefadion. 

Bel.  Is  this  Sir  Harry  ? — I  am  your  humble  fervant. 
Sir — I  have  not  the  honour  to  be  known  to  you,  but 
am  a  particidar  acquaintance  of  yourfon's  ;  who  lias  been 
mifreprefented  here,  by  that  pretty  gentleman,  once  a 
rafcal  of  mine. 

Har,  I'm  in  a  wood,  and  don't  know  how  to  get  out 
of  it. 

Stock,  Is  not  this  your  fon,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Har.  No,  you  paffionate  old  fool ;  but  this  is  my 
fervant,  and  my  fon's  pimp,  whom  I  underlland  you 
have  been  kicking  down  ftairs* 

Stock.   Here's  a  fine  heap  of  roguery  ! 

Bel.  It  v/as  my  good  foirtune,  by  the  intelligence  and 
jnftigation  of  Mrs  Jenny,  to  difcover  the  wliole,  before 
thefe  wretches  had  accompliflled  their  defigns. 

Stock.  What  a  hair-breadth  ^fcape  have  I  had  !  as  the 
poet  fays ;  the  very  brink  of  deftrudion  :  for  I  fhould 
have  given  him  the  cafli  in  five  minutes. — I'm  in  a  cold 
fweat  at  the  thoughts  of  it.     Dear  Mr  Belford  ! 

\Shakes  him  by  the  hand* 
Enter  Mrs  Stockwell,  Mifs,  and  Jenny. 

Mrs  Stock.    O  Mr  Stockwell,   here  are    fine  doings 

going  forward. -Did  not  I  tell  you,  that  I  was  for 

Mr  Belford  from  the  beginning  ? 

Stock.  Don't  trouble  us  now,  wife  J  yon  have  been 
for  and  agalnll  him  twenty  times  in  four  and  twenty 
h6urs. 

Jen.    (to  Martin  and  Slip*)    Your  humble   fervant, 

gentlemen.     What,  diimb  and  afham'd  too  ! The 

next  fcheme  you  go  about,  take  care  that  there  is  not 
fuch  a  girl  as  I  within  twenty  miles  of  you. 

Mar.  I  wifh  we  were  twenty  miles  from  you  with  all 
my  foul. 

Slip.  As  you  don't  like  our  company.  Madam,  we'll 
retire.  \_Going  a'way. 

BeU  Hold  'em  faft,  conftabks;—- — They  mull  give 

fomc 
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fome  account  of  themfelves  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  then 
perhaps  they  niay  retire  to  our  plantations. 

Har.  But  what   have  they  done  \  or  what  will  yea 

do  ?  or  what  am  I  to  do  ? I'm  all  in  the  dark — — 

pitch-dark. 

Stock.   Is  your  fon  married.  Sir  Harry  ? 

Har.  Yes,  a  fortnight  ago  : — and  this  fellow  yoi\ 
kick'd  down  Hairs  was  fent  with  my  excufes. 

Stock.  I  kick'd  down  flairs  ! — You  villain  you. 

Bel.  Don't  difturb  yourfelf  with  what  is  pall,  but  re- 
joice at  your  deliverance. —  If  you  and  Sir  Harry  will 
permit  me  to  attend  you  within,  I  will  acquaint  you 
with  the  whole  bufmefs. 

Har.  I  fee  the  whole  bufinefs  now,  Sir.  We  have 
been  their  fools. 

Stock,  And  they   are   our  knaves  ;  and  (hall  fuffer  as 

fuch. Thanks  to  Mr  Belford  here — my  good  angel, 

that  has  fav'd  my  L.  10,000. 

Har.   He  has  fav'd  your  family,  Mr  Stockwell. 

Bel.  Could  you  but  think.  Sir,  my  good  fervices  to 
your  family  might  intltle  me  to  be  one  of  it — 

Nan.  You'd  make  your  daughter  happy,  by  giving 
lier  to  your  belt  friend. 

Mrs  Stock.  My  dear,  for  once  hear  me  and  reafon, 
and  make  'em  both  happy. 

Stock.    You  fhall  be  happy,    Belford. Take  my 

daughter's  hand — you  have  her  heart. — You  have  defcr- 

ved  her  fortune,  and  (hall  have  that  too. Come,   let 

us  go  in  and  examine  thefe  culprits. 

Har.  Right,  Mr  Stockwell.  'Tis  a  good  thing  to 
punifh  villainy  ;  but  'tis  a  better  to  make  virtue  happy  ; 
• — and  fo  kt  us  about  it. 
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Mrs  Weiherilt. 
Mifs  Williams. 
Mrs  Oates. 


SCENE,   London', 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr  CIBBER. 

AS  Tragedy  prefcribes  to  pafllon  rules, 
So  Comedy  delights  to  punifh  fools; 
And  while  at  nobler  game  fhe  boldly  flies, 
Farce  challenges  the  vulgar  as  her  prize. 
Some  fi>liies  fcarce  perreptible  appear 
In  that  juft  glafs.  which  fhows  you  as  you  are  : 
JBut  Farce  ftiii  claims  a  magiiifying  right,     ^ 
To  raife  the  objeO  larger  to  the  fight,  S 

And  fliow  her  infeft- fools  in  ftiongcr  light.  J 
Implicit  faith  is  to  her  poets  due. 
And  all  her  laughing  legends  ftill  are  true. 
Thus  when  fome  conjurer  does  wives  tranjlalCf 
What  dull,  aflsOcd  (rUic  damns  the  cheat  ? 
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©r  lliould  \vc  fee  credulity  profound 

Give  to  ten  thoufand  fools,  ioi  thoufund pound; 

Should  we  behold  pqiir  wretches  horfe  away 

The  labour  of  a  twelvemonth  in  a  day ; 

Nay,  fliould  our  Poet,   with  hu  mufe  agog, 

Show  you  zn  tiUc'j-hri,htr  for  a  roguey 

Tho'  'tis  a  mod  impoffible  fuggcfiion, 

Faith !  think  it  all  but  farce-,  and  grant  the  qucfllon. 


A 


Mr  Stocks  alone. 

A   I   R.      Set  by  Mr  SEEDO^ 

Lottery  Is  a  taxation 

Upon  all  the  fools  in  creation  ; 

And  heav'n  be  prals'd, 

It  is  eafily  rais'd, 
Credulity's  always  in  fafblon  :: 

For  folly's  a  fund 

Will  never  lofe  ground,. 
While  fools  are  fo  rife  in  the  nation. 

[^Knocking  ivithmi?',- 

Ejiter  Firfl:  Buyer. 

I  Buyer,  Is  not  this  a  houfe  where  people  buy  lottery- 
tickets  ? 

Stocks.  Yes,  Sir 1  believe  I  can  f urn ifh  you  with 

as  good  tickets  as  any  one. 

I  Buyer.  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  *tis  all  one  to  you  what 
number  a  man  pitches  on. 

Stocks,  Any  of  my  numbers. 

I  Buyer.  Becaufe  I  would  be  glad  to  have  It,  Sir,  the 
number  of  my  own  years  or  my  wife's  ;  or  if  1  cou'd 
not  have  cither  of  thofe,  I  wou'd  be  glad  to  have  it  the 
number  of  my  mother's. 

Stocks,  Ay  ;  or  fuppofe  now  it  was  the  number  of 
your  grandmother's. 

1  Buyer,  No,  no!  vShe  has  no  luck  In  lotteries:  fhc 
had  a  whole  ticket  once,  and  got  biit  fifty  pounds  by  it. 

Stocks.  A  very  unfortunate  perfon,   truly.     Sir,   my 

clerk  will  furnlfh  you,  if  you'll  walk  that  way  tip  to  the 

ffficc.      Ha,  ha,  ha  ! -r-^ — There's  one  1 0,000 1.  got.- — 

What  an  abundance  of  imaginary  rich  men  will  one 
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month  reduce  to  their  former  poverty.    \_Knocking  <with' 
€ut.1     Come  In. 

Enter  Second  Buyer. 

2  Buyer.  Does  not  your  Worfhip  let  horfes,  Sir  ? 

Stocks.  Ay,  friend. 

2  Buyer.  I  have  got  a  little  money  by  driving  a  hack- 
ney-coach, and  I  intend  to  ride  it  ©ut  in  the  lottery. 

Stocks.  You  are  in  the  right ;  It  is  the  way  to  drive 
your  own  coach. 

2  Buyer,   I  don't  know,  Sir,   that — but  I  am  willing 
to  be  in  fortune's  way,  as  the  faying  is. 

Stocks.  You  are  a  wife  man,  and  it  is  not  ImpofTible 

but  you  may  be  a  rich  one 'tis  not  above no 

matter,  how  many  to  one,  but  that  you  are  this  night 
worth  io,oog1. 

AIR.      FreeMeifon's  tune. 

Here  are  the  befl  horfes 

That  ever  ran  courfes ; 
Here  is  the  beil  pad  for  your  wife,  Sir ; 

Who  rides  once  a-day. 

If  luck's  in  his  way, 
May  ride  in  a  coach  all  his  life.  Sir. 

The  fportfman  efteems 

The  horfe  more  than  gems, 
That  leaps  o'er  a  pitiful  gate,  Sir ; 

But  here  is  the  hack. 

If  you  fit  but  his  back, 
Will  leap  you  into  an  eftate,  Sir. 

2  Buyer.  Hov/  long  a  man  may  labour  to  get  that  at 
work  which  he  can  get  In  a  minute  at  play  ! 

A  I  R.     Black  Jock. 
The  foldier,  In  a  hard  campaign, 
Gets  lefs  than  the  gamefter  by  throwing  a  main. 

Or  dealing  to  bubbles,  and-  all,  all  that  \ 
The  Iloutefl  failor,  ev'ry  one  knows, 
Gets  Icfs  than  the  courtier,  with  cringing  bows. 

And,  Sir,   i'm  your  vaffal,  and  all,  all  that ; 
And  town -bred  ladles,  too,  they  fay, 
Get  kfs  by  virtue  than  by  play  j 
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And  dowdy  Joan 
Had  ne'er  been  known, 

Nor  coach  had  been  her  ladyfliip's  lot^ 

But  for  the  black  ace,  and  all,  all  that. 
And  belike  you,  Sir,   I  would  willingly  ride  upon  the 
number  of  my  coach. 

Slocks.  Mr  Trick,  let  that  gentleman  have  the  num- 
ber of  his  coach. — \_Afide,'\  No  matter  whether  we  have 
it  or  no. — As  the  gentleman  is  riding  to  a  caftle  in  the 
air,  an  airy  horfe  is  the  properell  to  carry  him.  \_K7iock- 
ittg  hard  'without.~\  Heyday  !  this  is  fome  perfon  of 
quality  by  the  impudence  of  the  footman. 
Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Your  fervant,  Mr  Stocks. 

Sto.   I  am  your  ladyfhip's  moft  obedient  fervant. 

Lady,   I  am  come  to  buy  fome  tickets,  and  hire  fom^ 

horfes,  Mr  Stocks. 1  intend  to  have  twenty  tickets 

and  ten  horfes  every  day. 

Sto.  By  which,  if  your  Ladyfhip  has  any  luck,  you 
TOay  very  eafily  get  L.  30,000  or  L.  40,000. 

Lady.  Pleafe  to  look  at  thofe  jewels,  Sir — they  cofl 
my  lord  upwards  of  L.  6000. — I  intend  to  lay  out  what 
you  will  lend  upon  them, 

Sto.  If  your  Ladyfhip  pleafes  to  walk  up  into  the 
dining-roora,   I'll  wait  on  you  in  a  moment. 

Efiter  Porter. 
Well,  friend,  what's  your  bufinefs. 

Por.   Here  is  a  letter  for  you,  an't  pleafe  you, 

Sto.   {^Reading.'] 
"  Brother  Stocks, 

**  Here  is  a  young  lady  come  to  lodge  at  my  houfe 
*'  from  the  country,  has  defired  me  to  find  out  fome  one 
'*  who  may  inflruft  her  how  to  difpofe  of  L.  r  0,000  to 

**  the  bell  advantage. 1  believe  you  will  find  her 

**  worth  your  acquaintance  ;  fhe  feems  a  mere  novice, 
**  and  I  fuppofe  has  jufl  receiv'd  her  fortune  :  which  is 
<*  all  that's  needful  from 

"  Your  affedlonate  brother, 

"  Tim.  Stocks." 

Very  well. It  requires  no  other  anlwer  than  that  I 

will  come.  \_Kfiocking  hard 'without.'\  Heyday  !  more 
people  of  quality——,  [O^cns  the  door.^ 
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Enter  Jack  Stocks. 
Ha! 

y.  Sto.  Your  fervant,  brother. 

Sto.  Your  fervant,  brother.-^Why,  I  have  riot  feen 
you  fcis  a^e. 

J^.  Sto.   I  have  been  a  man  of  great  bujinefs  lately. 

Sto.  I  hope  your  brifincfs  has  turii'd  to  a  gooc^  ac- 
count.— Lhope  you  have  cleirr'd  handfomely. 

y.  Slo.  Ay,  It  has  turn'd  to  a  very  good  account.-— 
Lave  clear'd  my  pockets,  faith  ! 

Sib.  I  -am  fom'  for  that — but  T  hope  you  will  excufe 
me  at  prefent,  dear  brother. Hei-fe  is  a  lady  of  qua- 
lity flays  for  me  ;  but  as  foon  as  this  hurry  of  bufmefs  is 
over,  I  fliou'd  be  very  gl^d  to — drink  a  difh  with  you 
at  any  coffeehoufe  you  will  appoint. 

J.  Sto.  Oh  !  1  Ihall  not  detain  you  long  ;  and  fo,  to 
cut  the  afi^ir  as  (hort  as  poflible,  I  defire  you  wou'd  lend 
me  a  brace  of  hundreds.  , 

Sto.   Brother! 

y.  Sto.  A  brace  of  hundreds;  L.  200,  in  your  own 
language. 

Sto.  Dear  Jack,  you  know  I  wou'd  as  foon  lend  you' 
Ij.  200  as  one;  but  I  am  at  prefent  fo  out  of  caih,- 
that— - 

y.  Sto.  Come,  come,  brother,  no  equivocation :  L.  2C0. 
I  muft  have,   and  will. 

Sto..  Muil  have,  and  Will ! Ay,  and  fhall  have  too, 

if  you  can  get  'em. 

y.  Sto.  '6death  !  you  fat  rafcal ;  what  title  had  y'ou 
to  come  into  the  world  before  me  ? 

Ste.  You  need  not  mention  that,  brother:  you  know 
my  riches,  if  I  have  any,  are  owing  to  my  induflry  ;  as 
your  poverty  is  to  your  lazinefs  and  extravagance — and' 
i  have  rais'd  myfelf  by  the  multiplication-table,  as  you. 
have  undone  yourfelf  by  the  hazard- table. 

y.  Sto.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  have  undone.^ 
myfelf  like  a  gentleman,  and  you  Have  rais'd  yourfelf 

like  a  pickpocket. Sirrah,  you  are  a  fcandal  to  the 

family ;  you  are  the  firft  tradefman  that  has  been  in  it.^ 

Sto.  Ay,  and  the  firft  that  has  been  worth  a  groat 
In  it.  And  tho'  you  don't  dcferve  It,  I  have  thought 
cf  a  method  to  put  you  in  a  way  to  make  you  the  fe- 

cond. 
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cond.  There,  read  that  letter.  [J.  Stocks  reads  it  to  him-*, 
felf^  Well,  Sir,  what  fay  you  to  L.  10,000  and  a  wife  ? 

J,  Sto,  Say !  that  I  only  want  to  know  how  to  get 
them. 

Sto.  Nothing  fo  eafy. — As  fhe  is  certainly  very  filly, 
you  may  depend  upon  it,  flie  will  be  very  fond  of  a  laced 

coat  and  a  lord. Now  I  will  make  over  both  thofe 

to  you  in  an  inftant. My  Lord  Lace  has  pawn'd  his 

laft  fuit  of  birth-night  cloaths  to  me  }  and  as  I  intend  to 


tiie  title  are  both  at  your  fervice. So,  if  your  Lord- 

fhip  pleafes  to  walk  in,  I  will  but  juft  difpatch  my  lady, 
and  be  with  you. 

y,  Sto.  If  I  can  but  nick  this  time,  Ame's-ace,  I 
defy  thee.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Lovemore. 

What  a  chace  has  this  girl  led  me  ?  However,  I  have 
track'd  her  all  the  way,  till  within  a  few  miles  of  this 

town. If  I  ftart  her  again,  let  her  look  to't.- 1 

am  miftaken,  or  fhe  began  to  find  her  paflion  growing 
too  violent  before  fhe  attempted  this  flight — and  when 
once  a  woman  is  fairly  wounded,  let  her  fly  where  fl>: 
will,  the  arrow  Hill  Hicks  in  her  fide. 

AIR.     Chloe  is  falfej  hut  ftill  fl)e  is  charviing* 
Women  in  vain  love's  powerful  torrent 

With  unequal  ftrength  oppofe  ; 
Reafon  a  while  may  ftem  the  ftrong  current, 
Love  ftill  at  laft  her  foul  overflows. 
Pleafures  inviting, 
Paflions  exciting, 
Her  lover  charms  her. 
Of  pride  difarms  hei: ; 
Down,  down,  ftie  goes. 

Enter  Whi/k. 
So,  Wlilfk,  have  you  heard  any  news  ? 

IVhifk.  News,  Sir !  Ay,  I  have  heard  news,  and  fuch 
as  will  furprifc  you. 

Love,  What !   no  rival,  I  hope. 

IVhifk,  You  will  have  rivals  enough  now,  I  fuppofe.— 
I  Why,  your  miftrefs  is  got  into  a  fine  lodging  in  Pail- 
Mall — I  found  her  out  by  meeting  that  baggage  her 

mal-d 
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maid  in  the  ftreet,  who  wouM  fcafce  fpeak  to  me.  I 
followM  her  to  the  door ;  where,  in  a  very  few  minutes, 
Cd.mt  out  fuch  a  proeeflion  of  milliners,  man'tua- makers, 
danclng-mafters,  fiddlers,  and  the  devil  knows  what,  as 
I  once  remember  at  the  equipping  a  parliament-man's 
country  lady  to  pay  her  firll  vifit, 

Lpve.  Ha  !  by  all  that's  infamous,  (lie  is  in  keeping 
already  ;  fome  bawd  has  made  prize  of  her  as  fhe  alight- 
ed from  the  ftage-coach. — ^While  (he  has  been  flying 
from  my  arms,  (he  has  fallen  into  the  Colonel's. 

AIR.     Set  hy  Mr  S  E  E  D  O. 

How  haplefs  is  the  Virgin's  fate. 

Whom  all  rtiankind's  purfuing  ; 
For  while  (lie  flies  this  treach'rous  bait, 

From  that  flie  meets  her  ruin. 
So  the  poor  hare,  when  out  of  breath, 

From  hound  to  man  is  preft  ; 
Then  (lie  encounters  certain  death, 

And  'fcapes  the  gentler  beaft.  \_Exeunt, 

Enter  Chloe  a  fid  Jenny. 
Chios.  Oh  Jenny!   mention  not  the  country;   I  faint 
at  the  found  of  it — ■ — There  is  more  pleafure  in  the  rat- 
tling of  one  hackney-coach,  than  in  all  the  mufic  that 
romances  tell  us  of  finging-birds  and  falling  waters. 

A   I   R.      Set  by  Mr  SEEDO. 
Farewel,  ye  hills  and  valleys  ; 

Farevs'el,  ye  verdant  (hades  ; 
I'll  make  more  pleafant  fallies 

To  plays  and  mafquerades. 
With  joy,   for  town  I  barter 

Thofe  banks  whefe  flowers  grow ; 
What  are  rofes  to  a  garter  ? 

What  are  lilies  to  a  beau  ? 

yen.  Ay,  Madam — wou'd  the  L.  1 0,000  prize  were 
<)nce  come  up. 

Chloe.  Oh,  Jenny  !  be  under  no.  apprehenfion.  It  is 
not  only  from  what  the  fortune-teller  told  me,  but  I  faw 
it  in  a  coffee  difh,  and  I  have  dreamt  of  it  every  night 
thefe  three  weeks. — Indeed,  I  am  fo  fure  of  it,  that  I 
think  of  nothing  but  how  I  (hall  lay  it  out. 

Jen 


I 
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^en.  Oh,  Madam  !  there  is  nothing  fo  eafy  in  nature, 
in  this  town,  as  laying  it  out. 

ChUe.  Firfl:  of  all,  Jenny,  I  will  buy  one  of  the  beS| 
houfes  in  town,  and,  furniih  it. — Then  I  intend  to  fet  up 
my  coach  and  fix,  and  have  fix  fine  tall  footmen.—  Then 
I  will  buy  me  as  many  jewels  as  I  can  wear. — All  forts 
of  fine  cloaths  I'll  have  too. -Thefe  I  intend  to  pur- 
chafe  immediately  :  And  then  for  the  refl,  I  fhall  make 
a  fhift,  you  know,  to  fpend  it  in  houfe-keeping,  cardsy 
plays,  mafquerades,  ind  other  diverfions. 

Jen.    It  is  poflible  you  m<iy. She   has  laid  out 

twenty  thoufand  of  her  ten  already, 

Chloe,  Well,  1  fliall  be  a  hajppy  creature. 1  long' 

to  begin,  methinks. 

AIR.     In  Perfeus  and  Andromeda* 
Oh  what  pleafures  will  abound 
When  I've  got  ten  thoufand  pound ! 
Oh  how  courted  I  fhall  be  ! 
Oh  vyhat  lords  will  kneel  to  me  ! 

Who'll  difpute  my 

Wit  and  beauty. 
When  my  golden  charms  arc  found  ? 

O  what  flattery, 

In  the  lottery, 
When  I've  got  ten  thoufand  pound  ! 

An*t  I  itrangely  ^Iter'd  in  one  week,  Jenny  ?   Don't  I' 
begin  to  look  as  if  I  was  born  and  bred  in  London  al- 
ready ?    Eh !    does  not  the  naily  red  colour  go  down 
out  of  my  face  I    Han't  I  a  good  deal  of  pale  quality 
in  me  ? 

yen.  Oh,  Madam  !   you  come  on  glorioufly. 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  here's  one  Mr  Spadille  at  the  door. 

Chloe.  Mr  Spadille  !  Who  is  that  > 

jfen.  It  is  your  ladyfhip's  quadrille-mafter.  Madam. 

Chloe.  Bid  him  come  another  time. — I  an't  in  a  hu-» 
mour  to  learn  any  thing  more  this,  morning. — I'll  take 

two  lefTons  to-morrow  tho' -for  they  tell  me  one  is 

not  quahfy'd  for  any  company  till  one  can  play  at  qua- 
drilkt 
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Scr.  Mr  Stocks  the  broker,  too,  Madam^  is  below, 

Chloe,  Oh,  that^s  the  gentleman  who  is  to  difpofe  of 
my  ten  thoufand  pound  for  me — defire  him  to  walk  up. 
Is  it  not  pretty  now  to  have  fo  many  vifitant:?  ?  Is  not 
this  better  than  (laying  at  home  for  whole  weeks,  and 
feeing  none  but  the  curate  and  his  wife,  or  the  fquire  ? 

Jen.  It  may  be  better  for  you  than  feeing  the  fguirc; 
for,  if  I  miilake  not,  had  you  ftay'd  many  weeks  long- 
er, he.  had  been  a  dangerous  vifitant. 

Chloe.  I  am  afraid  fo  too — for  I  began  to  be  in  love 
vith  him  ;  and  when  once  a  woman's  in  love,  Jenny— 

Jen.  Lud  have  mercy  upon  her ! 

AIR.     5^/ 3;;  Mr  SEEDO. 
CbUe.    When  love  is  lodgM  within  the  heart, 

Poor  virtue  to  the  outworks  flies  ; 
The  tongue,  in  thunder,  takes  her  part. 

She  darts  in  lightning  from  the  eyes. 
From  lips  and  eyes  with  gifted  grace, 

In  vain  we  keep  out  charming  fm  ; 
For  love  will  find  fomc  weaker  place 

To  let  the  dear  invader  in. 

Enter  Stocks. 

Stocks.  I  had  the  honour  of  receiving  your  commands, 
Madam. 

C/j/oe.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant.— Your  name  is  Mr 
Slocks,  I  fuppofe. 

Sto.  So  I  am  call'd  in  the  alley.  Madam  ;  a  name, 
though  I  fay  it,  which  would  be  as  well  received  at  the 
bottom  of  a  piece  of  paper  as  any  he's  in  the  kingdom. 
But  if  I  miftake  not.  Madam,  you  would  be  inltruded 
how  to  difpofe  of  L.  io,ooo. 

Ch/oe.  1  would  fo.  Sir. 

Stv^  Why,  Madam,  you  know  at  prcfent,  public  irt- 
tereft  is  very  low,  and  private  fccurities  very  difficult  to 
get — and,  I  am  forry  to  fay  it,  I  am  afraid  there  are 
fdme  in  the  Alley  who  are  not  the  honelleft  men  in  the 
kingdom.  In  fhort,  there  is  one  way  to  difpofe  of  mo- 
ney with  fafety  and  advantage,  and  that  is — to  put  it 
into  the  Charitable  Corporation* 

Ch/oe.  The  Charitable  Corporation!  pray,  what  is  that? 

Sto.  That  is,  Madam,  a  method  invented  by  fome 
3  very 
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vSry  wife  men,  by  which  the  rich  may  be  charitable  to 
the  poor,  and  be  money  in  pocket  by  it. 
Enter  Servant. 
Ser,  Madam,  here  is  one  my  Lord  Lace  d<ifircs  to 
know  if  you  are  at  home. 

ChUe.  Lord  Lace  I   O  Gemini,  Who's  that  ? 
Sto.  He  is  a  man  of  the  firll  quality^  and  one  of  the 
beil  eflates  in  the  kingdom.     Why,  he'&  as  rich  as  u 
iiipercargo. 

Enter  Jack  Stocks  cts  Lord  Lace. 
y.  Sto^  Bid  the  chair  return  again  an  hour  hence,  and 
give  orders  that  the  chariot  be  not  us'd  this  evening. — 

Madam,   I  am  your  moft  obedient  humble  fervant. 

Ha  !  egad.  Madam,  I  aflc  ten  thoufand  pardons  ;  I  ex- 
pefted  to  have  met  another  lady. 

Sto>  I  fuppofe  your  Lordfhip   means   the   countefs 

of 

J.  Sto.  Ay,  the  Countefs  of  Seven  Didls. 
Sto.  She  left  thefe  lodgings  this  day-fe'enight,  iny 
Lord,  which  v/as  the  day  this  lady  came  into  'em. 

y.  Sto.  I  fhall  never  jforgive  myfelf  being  guilty  of  fo 
great  an  error ;  and  unlefs  the  breath  of  my  fubmiflion 
can  blow  up  the  redundancy  of  your  good-nature,  till  it 
raife  the  wind  of  compaflion,  I  fhall  never  be  able  to  get 
into  the  harbour  of  quiet. 

Sto.  Well  faid,  faith— the  boy'  has  got  fomething  by 
following  plays,  I  fee.  j  ■       [_JJ}de, 

Chloe.  is  this  one  of  your  proud  lords  ?  Why^  he  is 
ten  times  more  humble  than  the  parfon  of  our  parifh. 

y.  Sto.  Ha  !  and  are  you  then  refolv'd  not  to  pardon 
me  ?  Oh,  it  is  now  too  late  ;  you  may  pronounce  my 
pardon  with  youi"  tongUe,  when  you  have  executed  me 
with  your  eyes. 

AIR.     Set  hy  Mr  SEEDO. 
Chloe.  Alas  ?  my  Lord,  you're  too  fevere, 
Upon  fo  flight  a  thing » 
And  fmcc  I  dare  not  fpeak  for  fear. 

Oh  give  me  leave  to  fihg. 
A  rural  maid  you  find  in  me, 
That  fate  Tve  oft  deplor'd  ; 
Yet  think  not  I  can  angry  be> 
With  fuch  a  noble  lord. 

VouIL  Cc  y. 
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J.  Std.  Oh  ravlfliing!  exqulfite!  ccftafy  !  joy!  tranf- 
|)ort !  mifery  !  flames !  ice  I  How  fhall  I  thank  this 
goodnefs  that  undoes  me  ? 

Chloe.  Undoes  you,  my  Lord  I 

y.  Sto.  Oh,  Madam,  there  is  a  hidden  poifon  in  thof6 
€yes,  for  which  nature  has  no  antidote. 

jfen.  My  Lord  has  the  fame  defigns  as  the  fquire,  I 
fear :  he  m^kes  love  too  violent  for  it  to  be  honourable, 

Chhe.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  am  young  and  ignorant — 
though  you  (hall  find  I  have  fenfe  enough  to  make  a 
good  market.  {^Afidet 

y*  Sto.  Oh,  Madam,  you  wrong  your  own  charms. 
• — Mr  Stocks,  do  you  fend  this  lady  the  diamond  ring 
you  have  of  mine  to  fet. — Shall  1  beg  you  would  ho- 
nour it  with  wearing  ?  It  is  a  trifle,  not  worth  above 
L.  3000. — You  fliall  have  it  again  the  day  after  we  are 
man-ied,  upon  honour.  \.Afid^  to  Stocks, 

Sto.   It  Ihall  be  fent  to  your  Lordfliip's  order  in  three 

days  time- which  will  be   after  you  arc  married,  if 

you  are  married  at  all.  \_Afide  to  him* 

Chloe,   Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

y,  Sto.  Nor  I  neither,  rat  me  ! — [^^ftde.'}  Say  but 
you  will  be  mine. 

Chloe.  You  arc  too  hafty,  Sir*  Do  you  think  I  can 
give  my  confent  at  firfl:  fight  ? 

y.  Si  to.  Oh,  it  is  the  town  way  of  wooing :  people  of 
fafliion  newr  fef  qjiq  smother  above  twice  before  mar- 
riage. <  .■ 

Sto.  Which  may  be  the  reafon  why  fome  of  'em  fcarce 
fee  one  another  above  twice  after  they  are  married. 

y.  Sto.  I  vvould  not  prefume  to  afk  fuch  a  thing,  if  i 
were  not  prefled  by  neceflity.  For  if  I  am  not  married 
in  a  day  or  two,  I  ihall  be  obhged  to  marry  another 
whom  I  have  promis'd  already. 

Chlce.  Nay,  if  you  have  been  once  falfe,  you  will  al- 
ways be  (o. 

A  I  R»     Set  by  Mr  SEEDO. 
I've  often  heard 
Two  things  averr'd 
By  my  dear  grandmamma, 

T» 
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To  be  as  fure 
A  s  light  is  pure, 
As  knavery  is  law, 
The  man  who'll  prove 
Once  falfe  to  love, 
Will  ft  ill  make  truth  his  feoff  > 
And  woman  that 
Has — you  know  what, 
Will  never  leave  it  off. 
Sto.   I  fee,  Madam,  this  is  a  very  improper  time  for 
Lufinefs;  fo    I'll  wait   on   your   Ladyfhip  in  the  after- 
rioon.  [^Exit, 

y.  Sto.  Let  me  beg  leave.  Madam,  to  give  you  a 
little  advice.  I  know  fomething  of  this  town. — Have 
nothing  to  do  with  that  fellow  ;  he  is  one  of  thegreatelt 
rogues  that  ever  was  hang'd.. 

Chloe.  I  thought,  my  Lord,  you  had  fpoke  juft  now 
as  if  you  had  employed  him  too. 

y  Sto.  Yes, Madam, yes — the  fellow  has  fome  L.4C,oco 
or  L.  50,000  of  mine  in  his  hands ;  which,  if  ever  1  get 
out,  I  give  you  my  honour,  if  I  can  help  it,  I'll  never 
ice  his  face  again.  But  as  for  your  money,  don't  trouble 
yourfclf  about  it  ;  leave  the  difpofal  of  that  to  me — I'll 
warrant  I  iind  ways  to  lay  it  out. 

E?2ter  Lovemore. 
L'yve.  My  Chloe  !   Ha  !  can  you  turn  thus  difdaiiiful 
fix^m  me  ? 

Chhe.  Sir,   I  know  you  not. 

Love.  Not  know  me  !     And   is  this  the  fellow  for 

whom  I  am  unknown  ?  this  powder-puff Have  you 

funender'd  to  him  in  one  week,  what  I  have  been  ages 
in  follciting  ? 

y.  Sto.  Hafkye,  Sir — whoever  you  are,  I  would  not 
have  you  think,  bccaufe  I  am  a  beau,  and  a  lor^d,  tliat 
I  won't  fight. 

Love.  A  lord  !   Oh,  there  it  is  !    the  charms  are  in 

the  title. What  elfe  can  you  fee  in  this  walking  per- 

fumc-fhop  that  can  charm  you  ?  Is  this  the  virtue,  and 
the  virtue,  that  you  have  been  thund'ring  in  my  ears  ? 
*Sdeath,  I  am  diftradted  !  that  ever  a  woman  Hiould  be 
proof  againft  th^  arts  of  mankind,  and  fall  a  facrifice  to 
a  monkey. 

C  c  2  AIR- 
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AIR.     S  n  Cortjujo, 
Some  confounded  planet  reigning 
Mu,ft  have  mov'd  you  to  thefe  airs  5 
Or  could  your  inclination 

Stoop  fo  low, 
From  ray  paflion. 

To  a  beau  ? 
Blood  and  thunder ! 
Wounds  and  wonder ! 
Can  you  under- rate  me  fo  ? 
But  iince  I,  to  each  pretender. 
My  pretenfions  mull  furrender ; 
Farewel  all  your  frowns  and  fcorns  : 
Rot  me,  Madam,   I 
Wifh  my  rival  joy  ; 
Much  joy!   much  joy  of  his  horns;, 
Zounds  and  furies-,  can  1  bear  it  ? 
Can  I  tamely  Hand  the  fliock  X 
Sure — ten  thoufand  devils 

Cannot  prove 
Half  fuch  evils 

As  to  love. 
Blood  and  thunder ! 
Wounds  and  wonder  ! 
Who'd  be  under 
Woman's  love  ? 

A  I  R.     Set  hy^  Mr  SEEDO. 
Chloe.    D^ar  Sir,  be  not  in  fuch  a  pafiion  ; 
There  s  never  a  maid  in  the  nation. 
Who  would  not  forego 
A  dull  fquire  for  a  beau  ; 
Eove  is  not  your  proper  vocation. 
Love.    Dear  Madam,  be  not  in  fuch  a  fury ; 
For  from  St  James's  to  Drury, 
No  widow  you'll  find, 
No  wife,  of  your  mind. 
ChUe.    Ah,  hideous  !    I  cannot  endure  you. 
Ah,  fee  him — how  neat ! 
Ah,  fmell  him — how  fweet  ! 
Ah,  hear  but  his  b»oney-wordi  flow 
What  maiJ  in  her  feufes 
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But  muft  fall  into  trances, 
At  the  light  of  fo  lovely  a  beau  ! 

y,  Sto.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  we  are  very  much  oblig'd  t» 
you.  Madam. — Ha,  ha! — Squire  Noodle,  faith  you 
make  a  very  odd  fort  of  a  ndicwlous  figure,  ha,  ha  ! 

Chloe.  Not  worth  your  Lordfliip's  notice. 

Love.  1  would  advife  you,  my  Lord,  as  )'T)U  love  the 
fafety  of  that  pretty  perfon  of  your's,  not  to  let  me  find. 
it  at  my  return  ;  for  if  I  come  within  the  fmell  of  your 
piilvilio,  I  will  fo  metamorphofe  your  beaufliip —  [EKtt, . 

J,  Sto.   Impudent  fcoundrel  ! 

Chloe.  I  am  frightea'd  out  of  my  wits,  for  I  know 
he  is  very  defperate. 

J.  Sto.  Oh,  Madam,  leav«  me  to  deal  with  him;  I'll 
let  a  little  light  tlirough  his  body. 

Chhe,  Ah,  but,  my  Lord,  what  will  be  the  confe- 
quence  of  that  ? 

;/.  Sto.  Nothing  at  all,  Madam 1  have  kill'd  half- 
a-dozen  fuch  dirty  fellows,  and  no  notice  taken  of  it. 

Chloe.  For  my  fake,  my  Lord,  have  a  care  of  your=  - 
felf. 

A  I  R.  Set  hy  Mr  SEEDO. 

Ah,  think,  my  I^ord  !   how  I  fliould  grieve 

To  fee  your  Lordfliip  bang'd  ; 

But  greater  ftill  my  fears,  believe, 

Left  I  {hould  fee  you  ha:ng'd. . 

Ah,  who  could  fee. 

On  Tyburn  tree, 
You  fwinging  in  the  air ! 

A  halter  round 

Your  white  neck  bound,' , 
Inftead  of  folitaire. . 

y.  Sto.  To  prevent  all  danger,  then,  let  usb'ip  marry-d  '. 
this  inftant. 

Chl'je.  O  fy,  my  Lord ;  the  world  will  fay  I  am  a 
ftrange  forwar^  creature. 

y.  Sto.  Tli-e  world.  Madam,  might  be  faucy  cnougU 
to  talk  of  you,  if  you  were  married  to  a  private  gentle- 
man— but  as  you  will  be  a  woman  of  quality;, .  they 
vun't  be  furpris'd  at  any  thing  you  do, . 

C  c  3  Ihloc,-. 
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Chloe,  People  of  quality  have  indeed  privileges,  ihey 
fay,  beyond  other  people ;  and  I  long  to  be  one  of 
them. 

A  I  R.  White  Jock. 
O  hovi^  charming  my  life  will  be, 
When  marriage  has  made  me  a  fine  lady  ! 
In  chariot,  fix  horfes,  and  diamonds  bright^ 
In  F.lander^s  lace,  and  'broidery  clothes, 
O  how  ril  flame  it  among  the  beaux  ! 
In  bed  all  the  day,  at  cards  all  the  night. 
O  how  I'll  revel  the  hours  away  ! 
Sing  it,  and  dance  it,  coquette  it,  and  play  ; 
With  feafting,  toafting, 
Jelling,  roafting, 
Rantum  fcantum,  flanting  jaunting, 
Laughing  at  all  the  world  can  fay.  [_Exeunf, 

Joi.  This  is  fomething  like — there  is  fome  mettle  in 
thefe  London  lords. — Our  poor  country  fquires  will 
always  put  us  to  the  blufh  of  confenting — Thefe  fparks 
icnow  a  woman's  mind  before  fhe  fpeaks  it.  Well,  it  is 
certainly  a  great  comfort  to  a  woman,  who  has  done 
what  fhe  fliould  not  do,  that  fhe  did  it  without  her  own 
confent. 

Enter  Lovemore. 

Love.  Ha,  flown  !  Mrs  Jenny,  where's  your  ml- 
ilrefs  ? 

Jen.  My  mlftrefs.  Sir  !   with  my  v-iafter. 

Love.  Damnation !  Where  ?  Shew  rae  this  inflant, 
and 

Jen,  And  what  ?  It  is  furprlfing  to  me  how  a  man 
«f  Mr  Lovemore's  fenfe  fhould  purfue  a  woman  who  ufes 
him  fo  ill — when,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  there  is  a 
woman  in  the  world  has  a  much  jufter  notion  of  his  me- 
rit. 

Love.  Harkye,  Mrs  Minx,  tell  me  where  your  miflrcfs 
is,  or  I'll  fqueeze  your  little  foul  out. 

Jen.  Oh,  murder,  murder !  help  !  murder ! 
Enter  Mrs  Stocks. 

Mn  Stocks.  Heyday  f  what's  the  matter  ?  Who  i* 
thas  committing  murder  in  my  houfe  ?  Who  are  you, 
Sir  ?     What  rafcal,  what  thief  are  yoiij  Sir  I  Hey  ! 

'L'^vc. 
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-  Love.  This  mull  be  the  bawd,  by  the  poh'tenefs  of 
her  language.  \_Jfide.'\ — Dear  Madam,  be  not  in  fuch 
a  pafiion  ;  I  am  no  bilking  younger  brother  :  and  though 
I  am  no  lord,  you  may  find  me  a  good  cullomer,  and  as 
good  a  paymaller  as  any  lac'd  fop  in  Chriftendora. 

Mrs  St9.  Sir,   I  keep   no  fhop nor  want  any  of 

your  cuilom. What  has  he  done  to  you,  child  ? 

iTo  Jenny. 

y^n.  He  has  done  nothing  to  me  indeed,  Madam; 
only  fqueez'd  me  by  the  arm,  to  tell  him  where  my  mi- 
ilrefs  was. 

Mrs  Sto.  And  what  have  you  to  do  with  her  mi  j 
flrefs  ? 

Love,   Why,  faith,  I  am  like  to  have  nothing  to  6.0 
with  her  miftrefs  without  your  good  offices. — Lookye, 
mother,  let  me  have  the  firil  of  her,  and  here  is  L.  jco 
at  your  fervice. 
;  Mrs  Sto,  What  docs  the  faucebox  mean? 

Love,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

AIR.      Set  hy  Mr  SEEDO. 
When  the  candidate  offers  his  purfe, 

What  voter  requires  what  he  meant  ? 
When  a  great  man  attempts  to  dcburfcj 

What  little  man  afks  his  intent  ? 
Ate  you  not  then  afliam'd, 
W^hen  my  miltrefs  I've  nam'd, 
And  my  purfe  I've  pull'd  out, 
Any  longer  to  doubt 

My  meaning,  good  mother? 

Mrs  Sto.  Mother  ! — Oh  that  ever  I  fliould  live  to  fte 

this  day  ! 1  that  have  efcap'd  the  name  of  a  vvhoie 

in  my  youth,  to  be  call'd  a  bawd  in  my  c\ld  age  !—  Sir- 
rah, firrah,  the  mother  that  bore  you  was  not  an  ho- 
refler  woman. 

Enter  Jack  Stocks  and  Chloe. 

J.  Sto.  What's  the  matter,  Mrs  Stocks? 

Mrs  Sto.  Oh,  Madam,  had  you  heard  how  I've  been 
abus'd  upon  your  account — Here's  a  filthy  fellow  has 
<<iffer'd  me  money  to 

CbUe*  What;  dear  Madam  ? 

Mrs 
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Mn  Sh.  To  procure  hhn  your  ladyfhip,  dear  Ma- 
dam  

J.  Sto.  Sifj  I  defire  you  wovild  omit  any  farther  foli- 
citations  to  this  lady  ;  and  on  that  condition,  I  forgive- 
the  paft.     This  lady  is  now  my  wife. 

Love-   How!    Is  this  true,  Chloe?; 

Chloe.   Ev'n  as  you've  heard.  Sir.. 

y.  Sto,  Here's  a  fellow  won't  take  a  lord's  word  for 
a  wife !" 

Love.  Henceforth  I  will  never  t^ke  a  woman's  word 
for  any  thing. 

y.  SU.  'i  hen  I  wifli  you'd  take  yourfelf  away,  Sir. 

Love.  Sir,  I  fliall  take  the  liberty  of  Haying  here,  be- 
caufe  1  believe  my  company  is  difagreeable  to  you. 

J.  Sto.  Very  civil,  faith!- — Come,  my  dear,  let  us 
leave  this  fuUen  gentleman  to  enjoy  hi«  fpleen  by  him- 
felf. 

Chloe,  Oh,  my  dear  Lord, .  let's  go  to  the  hall  to  fee 
the  lottery  drawn. 

J.  Sto.  If  your'  ladyship  pleafes. — So,  dear  Squire, 
adieu.  [Exit  J.  Stocks  and  Chloe, 

Love.  I'll  follow  her  ft  ill  ;  for  fuch  a  coxcomb  of  a 
hufband  will  but  give  her  a  better  reliHi  for  a  gallant. 

IRxit. 

Jen,  And  Til  follow  you  ft  ill ;  for  fuch  ufage  from 
one  miftrefs.  will  give  you  the  better  relilh  for  another. 

\_Exit, . 

Scene,     Guild- hall,. 
Commifionersy   Clerks^  Speclators^  Mob^  &c. . 

I  Aiob.  Whati  are  they  not  drawing  }T2t  ? 
Sto,  No  ;  but  they'll  begin  pref»!ntly. 

AIR,      South-Sea  ^7i\\^^, 
Sto,    The  lottery  juft  is  beginning  : 

'Twill  foon  be  too  late  to  get  an  eftate; 
For  FoVtune,  like  dames  fond  of  fmning, 

Does  the  tardy  adventurer  hate. 
Then  if  you've  a  mind  to  have  her. 
To-day  with  vigour  purfue  her  ^ 
Or  elfe  to-morrow. 
You'll  £iid  to  your  forroTv, 

She 
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She  has  granted  another  the  favour. 
Which  to-day  (he  intended  for  you. 

1  Mob.  Never  tell  me,  Thonias,  it  h  all  a  cheat ; 
what  do  thofe  people  do  behind  the  curtain  ?  There's 
never  any  honefty  behind  the  curtain. 

2  Mob.  Harkye,  neighbour,  If  ancy  there  is  fomebody 
in  the  wheels  that  gives  out  what  tickets  he  pleafes  ;  for 
if  you  mind,  fometimes  there  are  twenty  blanks  drawn, 
together,  and  then  two  or  three  prizes. 

1  Mob.  Nay,  if  there  be  twenty  blanks  drawn  toge* 
ther,  It  muil  be  a  cheat ;  for  you  know,  the  man  where 
I  hired  my  horfes,  told  me,  there  was  not  quite  ten 
blanks  to  a  prize. 

2  Mob.  Pox  take  their  horfes  1  I  am  fure  they  haTC 
run  away  with  all  the  money  I  have  brought  to  town 
with  me. 

1  Mob.  And  yet  it  can't  be  all  a  che^t  neither ;  for 
you  know  Mrs  Sugarfops  of  our  town  got  L.20. 

2  Mob.  Ay,,  you  fool ;  but  does  ngt  her  brother  live 
with  a  parliament-man  ? 

1  Mob.  But  he  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  lottery, 
has  he  ? 

2  Mob.  Ah,  laud  help  thee  ! — Who  can  tell  what  he 
has  to  do  with  it ! 

1  Mob.  But  here's  Mrs  Sugarfops  herfelf. 

Enter  Mrs  Stigarfops. 
Sug.  How  do  you.  Neighbour  Harrow  ? 

2  Mob.  Ah,  Mrs  Sugarfops,  you  tac  a  lucky  wo- 
man. 

Sug.   I  wifh  you  would  make  your  words  good. 

2  Mob.  Why,  have  not  you  got  twenty  pound  in  the 
lottery  ? 

Sug.  Ah,  lud  !  that's  all  rid  away,  and  twenty  pounds 
more  to  it — Oh,  'tis  all  a  cheat  ;  they  let  one  get  a 
little  at  firft,  only  to  draw  one  in,  that's  all.  I  have 
hired  a  horfe  to-day  ;  and  if  I  get  nothing  by  that,  I'll 
go  down  into  the  country  to-morrow. 

I  Mob.    I  intend  to  ride   no  longer,    nor  neighbour 

Graze  here  neither. He  and  I  go  halves  in  a  ticket 

to-day. — Sec,  here  is  the  number. 

Sug.  As  1  live,  the  very  ticket  I  have  hired  myfelf !. 

2  Mob. 
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2  Moh.  Nay,  that  cannot  be.  It  may  be  the  fame 
number,  perhaps,  but  it  cannot  be  the  fame  ticket  j  for 
we  have  the  whole  ticket  for  ourfelves. 

Sug.   I  tell  you,  we  are  both  cheated. 

Irij7?.  Upon  my  flioul  it  is  very  brave  luck  indeed  ; 
the  deel  take  me  but  this  will  be  brave  news  to  carry 
feack  to  Ireland. 

I  Moh.  Ay,  there's  he  that  has  got  the  five  thoufand 
pound  which  came  up  to  day. 

^  2  Mob,  I  give  you  joy  of  the  five  thoufand  pound, 
Sir. 

Irijh.  Ah,  honey  !  fait  I  have  not  got  it  as  yet — 
but  upon  my  flioul  I  was  within  a  ticket  of  it,  joy. 

3  Mob.  I  hope  your  worfliip  will  take  care  that  my 
horfe  be  drawn  to-day  or  to-morrow,  becaufe  I  fhall  go 
out  of  town  next  day. 

Sto.   Never  fear,  friend. 
^  Sug.  You  are  a  fine  gentleman,  to  let  mc  the  fame 
ticket  you  had  let  before  to  thefe  men  here. 

Sto.  Piha,  Madam,  'tis  impoiTible ;  'tis  a  miftake. 

Sug.  Here  is  the  number,  Sir;  it  is  the  fame  on 
both  papers. 

Slo.  Ha!  why,  Mr  Trick  has  made  a  little  blunder 
here  indeed  !    However,  Madam,  if  it  comes  up  a  prize, 

you  fhall  both  receive  it. Ha,  ha,  ha!    d'ye  think 

my  horfes  won'^t  carry  double.  Madam  ? — This  number 
IS  a  fure  card,  for  it  was  drawn  a  blank  five  days  ago. 

Enter  Coachman. 

Coach.  Oh,  Sir  !  your  worfhip  has  let  me  a  very  lucky 
horfe  ;  it  is  come  up  twenty  pound  already  :  fo  if  your 
worfhip  would  let  me  have  the  money — 

Sto.  Let  me  fee  ;  tickets  are  this  day  nineteen  pound,- 
and  your  prize  is  worth  eighteen  pound  eighteen  fhil- 
lings  ;  fo  if  you  give  me  two  fliillings,  which  are  the  dif- 
ference, we  Ihall  be  quit. 

Coach.    How,   Sir  !   how  1 

Sto.  Upon  my  word,  friend,  I  flate  the  account  light. 

Conch.  Oh,  the  devil !  and  have  I  given  three  pound 
for  the  chance  of  lofing  two  fhillings  more  ? 

Sto.  Alas,  Sir  !   I  cannot  help  ill  fortune, — You  have 

had 
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had  ill  luck ;  it  might  have  come  up  a  hundred,  or  3 
thoufand,  or  ten  thoufand. 

Coach.  Ten  thoufand ! — ^Ten  thoufand  devils  take  you 
all.  Oons !  if  I  can  but  once  get  a  ilock-jobber  into 
my  coach,  if  1  don't  break  his  neck. 

AIR.      Buff-Ccai. 

In  all  trades  we've  had 

Some  good  and  fome  bad ; 
But  a  flock-jobber  has  no  fellow : 

To  hell  who  wou'd  fally, 

Let  him  go  to  Change- Alley, 
There  are  fiends  who  will  make  his  foul  bellow* 

The  lawyer  who's  been 

In  the  pillory  feen, 
While  eggs  his  complexion  made  yellow : 

Nay,  the  devil's  to  blame. 

Or  he'll  own  to  his  fliame, 
That  a  ftock'jobber  has  no  fellow. 

Enter  J.  Stocks  and  Chloe.  Cc7nmi(Jioners  advance  to 
open  the  nvheels* 

J.  Sto.  Well,  my  dear,  this  is  one  of  the  moil  un** 
accountable  rambles  jufl  after  matrimony  ! — but  yoti 
Ihall  always  find  me  the  moft  complaifant  of  hufbands. 

Chhe^  Oh,  my  Lord,  I  mufl  fee  all  the  euriofrtics  5 
the  tower,  and  the  lions,  and  bedlam,  and  the  court, 
and  the  opera. 

J.  Sto.  Yeff,  yes,  my  dear,  you  (hall  fee  every  thing 
-^But  the  devil  take  me  if  I  accompany  your  ladyfliip. 
I  think  I  will  not  talk  to  her  of  her  fortune  before  to- 
morrow morning.  \_Afidei 

Chlocy  I  will  not  mention  the  ten  thoufand  pound  be* 
fore  'tis  come  up :  It  will  be  the  prettieft  furprife  ! 

....        C^'^'^- 

y.  Sto*  So»  the  lottery  is  going  to  begin  drawing. 
» 
AIR.      Nonv  potider  njoelly  ye  parents  dear, 
2  Prod.  Number  one  hundred  thirty-two  1 
2  Prccl.       That  number  is  a  blank. 

1  Pro.  Number  one  hundred  ninety-nine  ! 

2  Pro*      And  that's  another  blank* 

1  Proch 
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1  Prod,  Number  fix  thoufand  fcventy-onc  ! 

2  Prod.       That  number  blank  is  found. 

1  Prod,  Number  fix  thoufand  eighty-two! 

2  Prod,       Oh,  that  ia  twenty  pound"! 

I  Moh,  Oh  ho !  are  you  Come  ?     I  am  glad  to  find 
there  are  fome  prilzes  here* 

AIR.     Di4ch  Skipper,     Second  part. 
1  Prod,  Number  fix  thoufand  eighty-two  ! 
t  Prod,       Is  twenty  pound,  is  twenty  pound  : 

1  Prod,  Number  fix  thoufand  eighty^two  ! 

2  Prod.  Oh,  that  is  twenty  pound  1 

You  fee  'tis  all  fair ; 

Sec  nothing  is  there.     ^Pointing  to  the  lop^  nv^^ 
The  hammer  goes  down ;     ho/d  up  thiir  hands* 
Hey,  Prefto  !  be  gone, 
And  up  comes  the  twenty  pound. 
Charus,  You  fee  'tis  all  fair,  &c. 

1  Prod,  Forty-five  thoufand  three  hundred  and  ten* 

2  Prod,  Blank. 

1  Prod,  Sixty-one  thoufand  ninety-fevcn. 

4^  Moh,  Stand  clear>  Hand  clear !  that's  my  ticket. 

2  Prod.  Blank. 

4  Moh.  O  lud  !   O  lud  !  [Exit  crying* 

1  Prod.  Number  four  thoufand  nine -hundred  fixty. 

2  Prod,  Blank.  {OAot  faints^ 
J,  S    ,  Help,  help  ! 

Sug,  Here  j  here  are  fome  hartfhorn  and  fal-volatile 
drops. 

1  Mch,  Poor  Lady  !   I  fuppofe  her  ticket  is  come  up 
blank. 

2  Mch,  May  be  her  horfe  has  thrown  her,  neighbouri 
\^The  Lottery  ccntinues  dranjoing  in  dumb  Jhonv,'] 

Enter  Lovemore  and  Jenny. 
y,  Sto,  What's  the  matter,  my  angel  ? 
€hhe.  Oh  !  —that  laft  blank  was  my  ticket. 
J,  Sto.  Ha,  ha  !  and  could  that  give  you  any  pain  I 
Chloe,  Does  it  not  you  \ 
y.  Sto,  Not  a  moment's,  ihy  dear,  indeed. 
Chloe,  And  can  yoU  bear  the  difappointment  without 
upbmiding  me  ? 

3  -■    ■  7' 
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y.  Slo.  upbraiding  you  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  !     With  what  f 

Chhe.  Why,  did  not  yon  marry  me  for  my  fortune  ? 

J.  Sto.  No,  no,  my  dear — I  marry'd  yoii   for  your* 
perfon  ;   I  was  in  love  with  that  only,  my  angel. 

Chlje^  Tlren  the  iofs  of  my  fortune  (hall  give  tne  n» 
longer  uneafinefs. 

y.  Sto.  Lofs  of  your  fortune  !  ha  !- — How  !  what  I 
<s'hat! 

Ch/oe.  O,  my  dear!  I  had  no  fortune  but  wiiat  I 
promised  myfelf  from  the  lottery. 

J.  Sto.  Ha  !  ^ 

Chlae,  So  the  devil  take  all  lotteries,  dreams,  and 
Conjurers. 

J,  Sto.  The  devil  take  them,  indeed — and  am  T  mar« 
ried  to  a  lottery-ticket,  to  aa  imaginary  ten  thoufand 
pound  ?  Death,  hell,  and  furies  !  blood,  blunders^ 
blanks ! 

Chhe.  Is  this  your  love  for  rhe,  my  Lord  ? 

y.  Stoc.  Love  for  you  !   Dem  you,  fool,  idiot. 

Jen.  This  it  is  to  marry  a  lord — He  can't  be  civil  to 
his  wife  the  firft  day. 

Enter  Stocks. 

Sto.  Madam,  the  fublcriptions  are  ready. — and  if  my 
Lord 

J.  Sto.  Brother,  this  is  a  trick  of  your's  to  ruin  inc. 

Sto.  Heyday  !  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

J.  Sto.  Matter !  why,  I  have  had  a  Levant  throwR 
«ipon  me. 

Love.  The  ten  thoufand  pound  is  come  up  a  blankj 
that's  all. 

Sto.  A  blank  ? 

J.  Sto.  Ay,  a  blank  !  do  you  pretend  to  be  ignorant 
of  it-f  However,  Madam,  you  are  bit  as  well  as  I  am, 
for  I  am  no  more  a  lord  than  you  are  a  fortune. 

Chios.  Now  I'm  undone,  indeed. 

AIR.      Virginsy  heiuare. 
« i^ove.  Now,  my  dear  Chloe,  behold  a  true  lover, 

Whom,  tho'  your  cruelty  fcem'd  to  difdain^ 
Now  your  doubts  and  fears  may  difcover, 
One  kind  look's  a  reward  for  his  pain. 

Vol.  II.  D  d  Thus 
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Thus  to  fold  thee, 

How  blefl  is  life  ! 
Love  (liall  hold  thee 
Dearer  than  wife. 
What  joys  in  chains  of  dull  marriage  can  be  ? 
Love's  only  happy,  when  liking  is  free. 

As  you  feem,  Sir,  to  have  no  overbearing  fondnefs  fof 
your  wife,  I'll  take  her  off  your  hands.— i\s  you  have 
mifs'd  a  fortune  with  her,  v/hat  fay  you  to  a  fortune 
without  her  ? — Refign  over  all  pretenfions  in  her  to  mc, 
and  V\\  give  you  a  thoufand  pound  this  inftant. 

y.  Sio.  Ha !  pox  ;  I  fuppofe  they  are  a  thoufand 
pounds  you  are  to  get  in  the  lottery. 

Lovf.  SWf  you  fhall  receive  'em  this  moment. 

7.  Sio  Shall  I  >  Then,  Sir,  to  fhow  you  I'll  be 
before-hand  with  you,  here  flie  is-^take  her  —and  if 
ever  I  aflc  her  back  of  you  again,  may  I  lofe  the  whole 
thoufand  at  the  firft  fitting  ! 

Ch/oe,  And  can  you  part  with  me  fo  eafily  ? 

y.  Sto.  Part  with  you  ?  If  I  was  married  to  the 
tvhole  fex,   I'd  part  with  'em  all  for  half  the  money. 

Love.  Come,  my  dear  Chloe,  had  you  been  married, 
as  you  imagin'd,  you  fliould  have  loA  nothing  by  the 
change.  ^  ^ 

Ch/oe.  A  lord  I  faugh !   I  begin  to  defplfe   the  name 
liow  as  heartily  as  I  lik'd  it  before. 
XComfniJJiQners,  Sec.  clofi  thenvheeli,  and  come  fornuard.'] 

AIR.     Sethy  Mr  SEEDO. 

Since  you  wliom  I  lov'd, 

So  cruel  have  prov'd  ; 
And  you  whom  I  flighted,  fo  true  ; 

From  my  delicate  fine  powder'd  fpoufe, 

I  retracl  all  my  thrown  -away  vows, 
And  give  with  pleafure  to  you. 

Hence  all  women  learn, 

When  your  hufbands  grow  ftern. 

And  leave  you  in  conjugal  want; 

Ne'er  whimper  and  weep  out  your  eyes, 
While  what  the  dull  hufband  denies 

Is  better  fupply'd  by  gallant. 

Stir 
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Sto.  Well,  Jack,  I  hope  you'll  forgive  me ;  for  if  I 
intended  you  any  harm,  may  tickets  fall,  and  all  the 
hoifes  I  have  let  to-day  be  drawn  blanks  to-morrow  1 

J.  Sto..  Brother,  I  believe  you  ;  for  as  I  do  not  ap- 
prehend you  cou'd  have  got  a  (lulling  by  being  a  rogue, 
it  is  poflible  you  may  have  beeu  honeil. 

Love.  Come,    my   dear  Chloe,  don't   let   your  luck 

grieve  you you  are  not  the  only  perfon  has  been  dc" 

ceiv'd  in  a  lottery, 

AIR. 

That  the  world  is  a  lottery,  what  man  can  doubt  ? 
When  born,  we''re  put  in;  when  dead,  we're  drawn  out : 
And  tho'  tickets  are  bought  by  the  fool  and  the  wife, 
Yet  'tis  plain  there  are  more  than  ten  blanks  to  a  priz5» 
Sing  tant«rarara,  fools  all,  fools  all. 

Stocks. 
The  court  has  itfelf  a  bad  lottery's  face. 
Where  ten  draw  a  blank  before  one  draws  a  place  j 
For  a  ticket  in  law  who  wou'd  give  you  thanks  \ 
For  that  wheel  contains  fcarce  any  but  blanks. 
Sing  tantararara,  keep  out,  keep  out, 

Loveinore. 
'Mongfl  do6^ots  and  lawyers  fomegood  ones  are  found ; 
But,  alas  !   they  are  rare  as  the  ten  thoufand  pound. 
How  fcarce  is  a  prize,  if  with  women  you  deal! 

Take  care  how  you  marry for,  oh,  in  that  wheel. 

Sing  tantararara,  blanks  all,  blanks  all. 

Stocks, 
That  the  flage  is  a  lottery,  by  all  'tis  agreed. 
Where  ten  plays  are  damn'd  ere  one  can  fucceeds 
The  blanks  are  fo  many,  the  prizes  fo  few, 
We  all  are  undone,  unlefs  kindly  you, 
Sing  tantararara,  clap  all,  clap  all.. 


D  d  2  £  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoke  by  Mifs  R  A  F  T  O  R. 

LUD  !  I'm  almofl  aiham'd  to  fhew  my  face ! 
Was  ever  woman  like  my  Lady  Lace  ? 
Maids  have  been  often  wives,  and  widows  foon  ; 
But  Tin  msid,  wife,  and  widow,  all  in  one. 
Who'd  truft  to  Fortune,  if  {he  play  fuch  pranks  ? 

Ten  thoxifand and  a  Icrd!  and  both  prove  blanks  ? 

A  piteous  cafe  !  and  what  is  ftill  more 'madding, 

To  lofe  fo  fine  a  lord  before  I  had  liim. 

Had  all  been  well  till  honey-monn  was  over, 

It  had  been  then  no  wonder  to  difcover, 

1  a  new  miftrefe,  be  a  rival  lover. 

To  wake  Co  f90n  from  fuch  delicious  dreams. 

Such  pure,  polite,  extravagant  fine  fchemcSj 

Of  plays,  and  opera«,  and  mafquerades, 

Of  equipage,  quadrille,  and  powder'd  blades,  ^ 

And  all  blown  up  at  once — Oh,  horrid  fentence! 

Forc'd  to  take  up  at  laft with ^faugh  !  an  old  acquaintan«c. 

But  hold when  my  misfortunes  I  recal, 

Egad,  'tis  well  I've  any  man  at  all. 

"Yet,  fnice  diicarded  once  at  fuch  (hort  Warning, 

This  too  may  turn  me  off  to- morrow  morning. 

If  that  lliould  happen,  I  were  finely  flinr'd  ; 

What  Ihould  I  then  do  .?     What  !  why,  get  a  third. 

Well,  if  he  does,  as  I  have  caufe  to  fear, 

TO'TOOirow-night,  galUfits,  you'll  find  mc  here. 
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Mrs  Wefltsn. 

Mrs  Willkms. 
Mrs  Booth. 

PRO     L      O     G     U    E 

UPON 

PROLOGUES,. 

Written  by  Mr  G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 

Spoken  by.  Mr  K  ^  N  G. 

Anif  'egnS,  it  -will  do  for  any  ether  tloy  as  "well  as  ihii.     EiVYfiSr 

AN  old  trite  proverb  let  rr.c  quote, 
"  As  i?  your  cloth,  (o  cm  your  coat»"  ' 
To  fviit  our  Author  and  his-  Faice, 
Short  let  me  be  !  for  wit  is  fcarcc, 
No;  wou'd  I  (hew  it,  had  I  any  ; 
liic  r^alofli  why  aie  ftrong  and  many* 

P  d  3  Should 


giS 


PROLOGUE. 

Slwu'd  I  have  wit,  the  piece  have  none, 
A  flifli  in  pan  with  ctnpty  gun. 
The  piece  is  fure  to  be  undone. 
A  tavern  with  a  gaudy  fign, 
Whofe  buQi  is  better  than  the  wine, 

May  cheat  you  once Will  that  device, 

J<[eat  ai  imparled,  cheat  you  twice? 

*Tis  wrong  to  raife  your  expcdtatiwu  : 
Poets,  be  dull  in  dedications ! 
Diilnefs  in  thefe  to  wit  prefer 
IjUt  there  indeed  you  ftldom  err. 
2n  prologaes,  prefaces,  be  flat !        "• 
A  filver  button  fpoils  your  hst. 
A  threadbare  coat  might  jokes  efcape, 
3^/id  not  the  blockheads  lace  the  cape. 
A  cafe  in  point  to  this  before  ye,  , 

Allow  me,  pray,  to  tell  a  ftory. 

To  turn  the  penny,  once  a  wit 
Upon  a  curious  fancy  hit ;' 
3Hung  out  a  board,  on  which  he  boafted, 
DiKrierfor  threepence,  bcird  and  roajlcd! 
The  hungry  read,  and  in  they  trip 
"With  eager  eye,  and  fmacking  lip  : 
•'  Here,  bring  this  boil'd  and  roafted,  pray! 

.  — Enter  potatoes dreft  each  way. 

All  flar'daiid  rofe,  the  houfe  forfuok, 

Anddamn'd  the  dinn«r kick'd  the  cook, 

"My  landlord  found,  poor  Patrick  Kelly, 
There  v;as  no  joking  with  the  lielly. 

Thefe- faOs  laid  do v^n,  then  thus  I  reafon', 

. Wit  in  a  prologue's  out  of  feafon. 

"Yet  fliil  wiM  you  for  jokes  fit  watching, 

J. ike  Cocklane  *olks  for  F?nny's  fcratching. 

And  here  my  finale's  fo  fit ! 

For  prologues  are  but  ghofts  of  wit  ; 

Which  mean  to  (how  their  art  and  /kill. 

And  fciatch  you  to  their  author's  will. 

In  flwrt,  for  reafons  great  and  fmall, 
*Tis  better  to  have  none  at  aH. 

Prologues  and  ghofts a  paltry  trade! 

So  let  'em  both  at  once  be  laid  ! 

Say  but  the  worxl, give  your  commatids, 

"We'll  tie  our  Prologue-monger's  hands. 

Confine  thefe  culprits  !  biiid  'em  tight,  {Kol^ni  up  hiy  hmfiS' 

Mer  giris  can  fcratch,  nor  fosls  can  write. 


ACT 
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A     C    T        I. 

Scene,    MaskV  Chamhers* 

Enter  Mask  in  a  JJjahhy  dijhabilley'  as  coming  from  an 
inner  Room. 

(  Clock  fir  ikes  Eleven* ) 

Mask,   (^/  counting  the  hour.) 

EIGHT, — nine, — ten,  -  eleven Pall  Eleven  by 
the  Temple  clock,  and  no  news  of  Freeman  yet  1 
— And  that  old  beldam  of  a  laundrefs — I  expelled  to 
have  heard  her  great  rully  key  turning  in  the  lock  two 
hours  ago. —  .0  go  to  Sophy's  in  this  trim  is  impof- 
fible  ; — and  if  I  break  my  appointment,  1  am  out  of 
her  good  graces  for  ever  [Knocking  nvithiru~\ — Hill  ! 
— Hark!  fomebody  at  \}\t  AoQY.—\_Krwcking  ^vithin.l^ 
A  fneaking  fingle  tap  ' — That  can  never  be  Freeman. 
— A  dun,  ten  to  one  ! — ;--hall  I  anfwer  ? — [Knocking.~\ 
Again!      How   fhould   they   find  me   out  here? — But 

perhaps  it  may  be  a  meflage  from  Feeeman. I'll  try. 

— [Goi^ig  to  the  door^  and  ajjuming  a  feigned  voice. ~\ — 
Who's  there  > 

Laufidrefs  (avithin.)   Me,  your  honour  ! 

Ma/k.   Me  !   you  old  hag (Letting  her  in.) — — 

Where  the  deuce  have  you  been  all  morning  ?  Where's 
your  key  ? — Why  did  not  you  let  yourftdf  in  I — Have 
you  called  at  Nando's  ? 

Laun.  Yes,  your  honour. 

Majk.  Any  letters  ? 

Laun,  Yes,  Sir — here's  one,  they  fay,  has  Iain  in  th« 
bar  thefc  three  days.  \_Giving  a  letter » 

MaJk.  Any  meflage?  or  has  any  body  been  there  to 
inquire  for  me  ? 

Laun    O  yes,  your  lionour.     A  world  of  folks,  t« 

inquire  for  you. There  has  been    your  taylor,  and 

linen-draper,  and  flioeraaker,  and  the  llocking-man  ia 
Broad-court,  and  the  milliner  at  the  temple  gate,  have 
all  been  at  the  coffeehoufe  to  aflc  after  yoiu 

MaJk*  What  have  w?  here  ?     More  plagues  ? 

{^Reading  the  letter, 

«SIR; 
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«  S  I  _R,  Clifford's  Inr... 

"  Mr  William  Rummer,  mafter  of  the  Mitre,  has 
'*  dtfired  me  to  acquaint  you,  that  if  the  inclofed  bill, 
**  amounting  to  fixty-three  pounds  five  fliillings  and  fix- 
"  pence  halfpenny,  is  not  paid  witliin  this  week,  lie 
•'  mull  endeavour  to  recover  it  by  courfe  of  law  ;  wherc- 
**  fore  I  hope  you  will  take  care  to  fatisfy  his  demands, 
**  in  order  to  prevent  further  trouble  from 
**  Your  humble  ftrvant, 

"  ANrONY  CAPIAS." 

Well  faid,  mafter  Capias. — Sixty-three  pounds  five 
fliillings  and  fixpence  halfpenny!  a  pretty  fum  ! — and  if 
the  odd  halfpenny  would  purchafe  the  three  kingdoms, 

I  am   not  worth  it A  couple   of  fcoundrels,  with 

their  bills  and  their  letters  ! — ^So — fo — 

[I'eating  the  bill  and  the  Utter, 
Are  you  fure  there  was  no  other  melfage  ? — ne'er  another 
letter  left  for  me  at  the  cofFeehoufe? 

Z.ann,  Very  fure,   your  honour.. 

Majk.  Then  my  note  was  not  carried  to  Mr  Free- 
man's, I  am  pofitive- 

Lauv.  Indeed  it  was,  Sir — I  am  fartin  it  was —for 
my  hufband  told  me,  as  how  he  had  delivered  it  ijito  th<: 
gentleman's  French  gentleman's  own  hand  himfelf. 

*  Mafk-  Very  ftrange  I  fliould  hear  nothing  of  him  ! 
«  Sure  he  would  not  negleft  me. — Was  ever  poor  fellow 

*  in  fuch  a  diftreft  fituation  ? — A  woman  of  fortune  ready 
♦to  run  into  my  arms, — and  without  money,  cloaths,  or 

*  clean  linen,  to  pay  her  a  vifit ! 

*  Laun.  Ah,  heav'n  blefs  your  honour !    if  you  had 

*  but  fome  of  tliofe  broidcr'd  cloaths,  and  rings,  and 

*  watches,  and  fworda,  and  fine  hnen,  that  I  liave  car- 

*  ried  to  the  Three  Blue  Balls  in  Fetter-Lane,  for  youi' 

*  honour,  you   might  be  dreft  out  a«  fine  as  a  lord — - 
<  that  you  might ;  and  we  had  but  a  trifle,  as  a  body 

*  may  fay,  upon  them  neither. 

*  Mask.  Confound  the  Blue  Balls! 1  would  pawn* 

*  myfelf  now  to  raife  five  guineas* Every  thing  is  aU 

*  ftake. 

*  Laun.  Lack-a-day  now,  how  unluckily  matters  fall^ 

*  out !      I  have  knov/n  the  time  I  could  have  contrived; 
f  to  have  lent  you  ever  fo  many  cloaths  and  curious  li- 

*'»eiis- 
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*  ncna  of  fome  of  my  other  mafters — Andy  to  be  fure» 

*  there's  his  honour  fquire  what-d'ye-call  him,  the  Well 

*  India  gentleman,  has  a  power  of  line  cloaths,  all  over 

*  gold  and  filver  ;     but  then  all  his  things  have  been 

*  carried  to  young  madiim's  lodgings  in  Hart-ftreet,  and 

*  he  has  not  been  near  chambers  thefe  three  weeks. — — 

*  I  have  no  other  gentleman  in  town  but  'fquire  Mac- 

*  george,  and  he  has  no  handfome  cloaths — except  the, 

*  coat  with  filver  button -holes,  and  he  wears  that  every 

*  day  himfelf. — As  for  my  other  mailer,  Mr  Barefield, 

*  — poor  gentleman,  I  don't  reckon  him — for  he  has 
<  but  one  Ihirt  in  the  world  of  his  own — and  that's 
«  marked  W.  M.' 

Alajk.^ Sdc-Aihy  what  luck! — To  forfeit  my  hopes  when 
I  am  within  an  ace  of  fuccefs  ! — Vo  be  the  very  next 
ticket  to  the  ten  thoufand  pounds ! — To  fcrew  her  mu- 
fical  heart  jull  into  right  tune,  and  then  to  have  the 
ftrings  fnap  under  one's  lingers  for  want  of  a  little  ro- 
fm  ! — What  can  I  do  ? — [l.oud  knocking  nxithout.~\   Ha! 

here  he  is,  I  dare  fay Go  to  the  door  ; — but  if  it  is 

any  body  but  Mr  Freeman,  I  am  not  at  home — not  in 
town — — You  know  nothmg  of  me,  d'ye  hear  ? 

\_Re  tiring. 

Laun.  I  warrant  your  honour.  [Opsns  the  door^ 

Emer  Freeman. 

Mask,  [coming  forivarJ. ) — O  my  dear  Freeman  !  is 

it  you  \ 1  have  been  on  thorns  for  fear  you  Ihould 

not  come.  [^Laundrefs  retires  into  the  in7ier  chamber. 

Free.  Come,  1  have  been  in  fearch  of  you  this  hour 
—and  thought  I  fliould  have  been  obliged  to  go  back 
again  without  feeing  you — 1  have  been  into  every  nook 
and  corner  of  the  Temple — ran  through  twenty  wind- 
ings and  turnings — and  courts,  and  lanes,  and  blind- 
alleys — and  then  up  as  many  Hairs  as  if  I  had  been 
going  to  the  top  of  the  monument. 

Mask.   Why,    1  have  changed  the  fcene  a  little  fince 
I  faw  you  laft,  to  be  fure. — Elegant  chambers,  Free- 
Jiaan  —  I  have  them  ready  furnilhed,  you  fee  — 
'  •     Free.   Won't  the  old  gentleman  be  extremely  furpri' 
fed  at  the  vail  progrefs  you've  made  in  the  law  ? 

Mask.  My  father!  prodigiouHy  furprifed — And  I 
expe(5t  him  in  town  every  day*. — But  no  matter — for  in 

all 
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all  my  diftrefs,  Freeman,  I  am  happy,  and  even  fuC'» 
cefsful — My  aiFair  with  Sophy  goes  on  fvvimmingly. 

Free.  Pfha,  is  that  all  ? A  jnufjcal  lady  !   I  would 

as  foon  take  the  Savoyard  girl  for  a  wife,  with  no  other 
portion  than  her  cymbal. 

Mask.  Ay,  but  my  miftrefs's  lyre  is  ftrung  with  gold, 
you  know.  Thirty  thoufand  in  her  own  dlipofal !  Bc- 
iidcs,  I  dare  fay  this  palTion  for  mufic  is  but  one  of  the 
irregular  appetites  of  virginity  :  You  hardly  ever  knew 
a  lady  fo  devoted  to  her  harpfichord,  but  fhe  fuffered  it 
to  go  out  of  tune  after  matrimony. 

Free.  Thie  is  all  mighty  pretty  in  theory, But 

even  fuppofmg  that  you  can  fo  cafily  reconcile  yoin-felf 
to  all  her  airs  and  crotchets,  I  fee  very  little  profptdl  of 
her  being  fo  enamoured  of  you. 

Mask.  To  the  very  brink  of  dcfperatlon  and  matri- 
mony. 

Free.  What !  marry  you  ?  She  never  will,  depend 
on  it. 

Mask.  O,  you*re  miilaken — You  have  too  high  an 
opinion  of  her  underftanding,  and  too  mean  a  one  of 
mine.  Sophy  is  like  one  of  her  own  inftruments  :  It 
requires  fome  (kill  to  manage  her,  I  confefs.  But  I  am 
a  connoiffcur  in  the  art,  and  kno\v  every  one  of  her 
flops. 

Free.  Her  (lops  ! — ha,    ha  ! That    would    be    a 

mighty  pretty  conceit,  if  you  was  to  carry  on  your 
courtfhip  in  mufic. 

*  Mask.    And  why   not  ?      Love,    perhaps,    may  as 

*  well  be  fung  as  faid,  and  is  hardly   more  ridiculous. 

*  one  way  than  the  other ;   not  to  mention,  that  it  is  the 

*  only  way   of  fucceeding  with  Sophy.      It  is  true  in- 

*  deed,   that,  notwithllanding  her  rage  after  the  gamuts 

*  fhe  knows  little  more  of  mufic  than  I  do  ;  yet  1  am  fa 

*  well  convinced  of  the  violence  of  her  attachment  ta 
<  every  ihing  that  is   mufical  and  Italian,  tha-t  I  fliould 

*  hardly  be  furprifed  at   her  marriage  with  one  of  the 

*  Sopranos  at  the  opera.  A 

*  Frt^e.  Ay, — but,  as  I  take  it,  Mafk,  you  have  no- 

*  opera  talents.     You  can  neither  fmg,  play,  nor  talk; 

*  Italian. 

*  Mask,  No — but  I  can  admire  a  fine  finger,  and  be' 

<in 
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*  in  raptures  at  an  air  or  a  chorus  ;  and  as  for  Italian^ 
«  I  have  jull  gleaned  enough  of  the  language  to  fprlnklc! 
«  my  converfation  with  it  as  readily  as  many  a  fafhion- 

*  able  coxcomb  who  has  made  the  tour  of  Italy. 

<  Free.  So  your  principal  recommendations  are  necef- 
«  fity  and  the  bon  front — Hey,  George  l—i-Well,  fuccefa 
«  attend  you.' 

Mask.  I  tell  you,  I  am  fure  of  her.  I  have  made 
fom  e  pretty  intelligible  overtures  to  her  already,  which 
have  been  received  not  unfavourably.  I  have  played  off 
the  complete  virtuofo  upon  her,  and  {he  fuppafes  mic  to 
be  very  lately  returned  from  Rome.  I  have  been  thrown 
into  raptures  and  mufical  ecftafies — and  cried  out,  Bra^ 
vo  I  divino  !  and  ancora  I  louder  tlian  herfelf.  But  that 
which,  I  plainly  perceive,  weighs  moft  with  her,  is  a 
Iridiculous  propofal  I  have  made  to  carry  her  over  to 
Italy  direftly  after  our  marriage.  In  fhort,  I  have 
touched  the  principal  firing,  the  mafter-key  of  her  fouL 
Nay,  fhe  has  even  declared,  that  I  am  a  bsW  cavalierot 
tind  a  perfon  of  infinite  gufio—^ — ^What  do  you  think  of 
that.  Freeman? 

Free.  Why,  I  think  the  only  thing  you  have  to  do, 
!s  to  follow  her  up  with  fpirit. 

Mask.  And  fo  I  have — na}'-,  I  have  even  gone  fofar, 
as  to  frighten  her  with  the  apprehenfions  of  lofing  mc. 
•     Free.  A  dreadful  fentence  ! — But  how? 

Mask.  By  a  pretended  match  with  a  lady  in  the  coun- 
try, which,  I  have  told  her,  my  father  is  determined  to 
Torce  me  into;  and  that  I  expe6l  him  in  town  every 
'day  to  conclude  the  bufmefs  with  his  counfeL 

Free.  Make  hafte  then,  and  conclude  your  own  bu- 
Snefs  with  her  before  he  really  arrives.  Why  don't  yoii 
Hrifit  her  ? 

Mask.  Vifit  her !  So  I  have  again  and  again.  I 
Itm  honoured  with  her  particular  commands  for  this  very 
tnoming ;  and  did  not  doubt  of  making  this  my  lafl  vi- 
fit.— But  fome  fmall  impediments,  I  was  afraid,  would 
nave  prevented  my  waiting  on  her. — For  this  week  paftj, 
my  affairs  have  been,  as  you  may  perceive,  x'Ci  fome  little 

confnfion. T,  you  fee,  am  rather  in  a  difhabille. 

^ ^    *  Free*  Ha,  ha,  ha  !   This  is  altogether  as  droll  a-n 

*  amour, 


3H       THE  MUSICAL  LAB  Y. 

«  amour,  and  as  whimfical  a  piece  of  courtfliip,  as  ever 

*  I  heard  of. 

*  Mask.  So  much  the  better.  The  oddity  of  it  charms 

*  me.      I  hate  your  Strephons   and  Chloes,  your  fenti- 

*  mental  lovers,  fighing  and  languilhing  for  two  yeai;s 

*  together/ 

Free,  Well — but  your  Commands  for  me. — Tell  mc 
in  two  words, — What  is  it  you  want  ? 

Mask.   In  two  words  then — Every  thing. 

Free.   I'm  glad  on*t. 

Mask.   How  fo  ? 

Free.  Becaufe  every  thing  in  my  power  is  entirely-  at 
your  fervice. 

Mask.  My  befl  freeman  1 

Free.  Come  then — away  with  me  this  inflant,  or 
you'll  be  too  la.te. — You  fhall  drefs  for  your  part  at  my 
iioufe  ;  and  fee  now  that  you  play  it  with  fpirit. 

Mask.  Never  doubt  it Ten  thoufand  thanks,  my 

dear  Freeman.  Some  other  circumftances  of  this  affair, 
&s  well  as  my  conjugal  plan,  I'll  acquaint  you  with  as 
Vve  go  along.  I'll  be  with  her  in  lefs  than  half- an  hour, 
and  make  love  to  fome  tune,   I  warrant  you.      \_E>:eunt, 

*  Enter  La  undrefs //-£?;/?  the  inner -rooviy  "jjith  a  paper  and 

*  a  bottle. 

«  Laun.  Ah,  the  times  are  fadly  changed  with  my 
•poor  mafter  here  ! 1  have  known  the  day,  I  could 

*  have  carried  things  enow  from  chambers  to  keep  my 
«  whole  family.     But  now,  if  I  was  to  take  fo  much  as 

*  an  end  of  candle,  poor  gentleman  !  he  muft  go  to  bed 

*  in  the  dark.     The  only  things  1  can  find,   are  thefe 

*  leavings  of  a  quartern  of  Bohea,  and  the  bottom  of  a 

*  bottle  of  rum. Hard  times  for  poor  folks! — And 

*  yet,  give  him  his  due — he's  a  noble  gentleman,  that  I 

*  mull  fay  for  him.     When  he  has  it,  away  it  goes,  and 

*  every  body's  the  better  for  it.     Ah,  blefs  him,  he  is 

*  the  nobleft  mafter  I  ever  had  in  my  life !      But  thefe 

*  confounded  gaming-people  cheat  him  of  every  thing. 

[Exit  nuith  the  paper  and  bottle*^ 

SCE^i-i  A  Room  in  Sophy'/  Houfe. 

Enter  Sophy  ^;z^Lady  Scrape. 

So.  O  piano,  my  dear  Lady  Scrape,  piano  ! — The 
3  opera 
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•pera  Is  my  darling  amufement,  'tis  true.  I  am  infi- 
nitely concern'd  at  their,  difcord. But  I  can  never 

think  of  endeavouring  to  bring  Signor  Staccato  and 
the  dear  Caprice  to  an  accommodation  on  fueh  mean 
conditions. 

X.  Scr.  Mean  conditions!— — S«rely,  furely,  Mifs 
Sophy,  a-falary  of  a  thoufand  pounds — with  an  agree- 
ment to  provide  her  a  houfe  ready  furnifhed — to  keep 
her  a  coach — and  a  French  cook — and  a  Romiih  cha 
plain  into  the  bargain,  are  no  ^fuch  defpicable  offers  for 
one  feafon's  performance. And  as  to  Signor  Stac- 
cato, the  terms  .propofed  are. — 

Sop.  Nothing  to  what  they  have  had  abroad.     Are 

not  they  the  pralfe  and  admiration  of  all  Europe  ? 

Were  not  they  loaded  with  prefents  by  all  the  nobles  at 
Venice? — univerfally  careffed  at  Naples — entertained 
in  the  moil  fumptuous  manner  by  the  prince  of  Wlttem- 
berg — taken  under  the  immediate  prote6lion  of  the  Em- 
prefs  at  Vienna,  admired  at  Paris,  adored  at  Brufifels  — 
and  treated  with  the  utmoil  refpeft  in  every  country 
but  our  own  ?-— O  the  Goths  and  Vandals  ! 

L.  Scr,  Pardon  me,  Mifs  Sophy  !  thefe  performers, 
I  believe,  have  been  nowhere  better  received,  or  met 
with  more  encouragement.  Signor  Ela,  the  direftor,, 
my  Lord  and  Lady  Minum,  myfelf.  Madam,  and  many 
other  fubfcrlbers'to  the  opera,  think  the  conditions  of- 
fered, at  leafl:  equal  to  their  merit. 

Sop.  Oh,  their  merit  is  aUove  all  recompence.  They 
are  a  perfe6l  treafure  of  tafte  and  vertu  1  O  the  dear 
Caprice! — — Such  cadences! — fuch  foftenutos  ! — and 
her  graces,  fhakes,  flurs,  and  trilloes — ravlfhlng  beyond 

expreflion! And  then  Signor  Staccato's  execution  I 

What  enchanting  tones  ! — rwhat  a  noble  forte  !— what  a 
tender  piano  !  and  fuch  amazing  harpeglaturas  !  The 
very  foul  of  harmony  feems  to  breathe  from  the  inflru- 
ment, 

L.  Scr,  Their  merit  ought  indeed  to  be  very  extra- 
Ordinary,  to  come  in  the  leall  degree  of  comparifon  with 
their  infolence. 

Sop.  Infolence  ^  your  LadyHiIp  knows  they  are  in- 
capable of  it. 

L,  Scr.  I  wlfti  I  did,  Madam.    Has  not  the  Caprice 
Vol.  IL  E  e  n-orc 
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more  than  once  affronted  the  whole  town  ?  Has  not  fhc 
difappolnted  them  in  the  grofl'eft  manner — and  refufed 
to  fmg  even  on  the  opera  nights  ? 

Sop.  Accident  and  indiipofition.      Voi  amantiy  &c. 
[^Humming  a  tune  'with  affs^ed  indiference. 

L.  Scr,  And  has  not  Signer  Staccato  laid  by  the 
compofitions  of  the  beft  mafters,  for  the  £ake  of  his  owa 
concertos  ? 

Sop.  Ravifhing  concertos  ! 

L.  Scr,  And  has  not  he  at  laft  thrown  the  whole  or- 
cheftra  into  diforder  and  confufion  ? 

Sop.  Refentment,  and  great  provocation  ! — La,  la, 
la,  la,  &c.  \Hu77i7mNg. 

L  Scr.  Nay,  is  it  not  notorious  to  the  whole  world. 
Madam,  that  their  infolence  is  owing  merely  to  the  great 
encouragement  they  have  received,  and  that  they  depend 
cntii*ely — 

Sop.  Moderato!  moderate!  Madam.  Your  Lady- 
fliip*s  abfolutely  in  alt. 

L.  Scr.  In  alt !   Madam  ? 

Sop.   Yes,  in  alt Give  me  Icare  to  tell  your  La«^ 

dythip,  that  you  have  raifed  your  voice  a  full  oftave 
higher  fmce  you  came  into  the  room.  But  to  no  pur- 
pofe — The  director  of  the  opera,  and  the  opera  itfclf, 
ihall  fuffer  for  it. — Signor  Staccato  and  the  Caprice  fhall 
perform  nowhere  but  in  my  houfe,  and  thofe  of  a  few 
other  perfons  of  guito — Nay,  vpe'U  have  a  concert  every 
opera-night — every  opera-night.  Madam — 

L.  Scr.   Mighty  well.   Madam  ! 

Sop.  Which  will  demolish  his  entertainment,  and  ruin 
his  fubfcription. 

L.  Scr.  O,  you  may  find  yourfcl^  deceived,  Madam 
— Signor  Ela,  and  thofe  of  the  nobility,  vAo  interell 

themfelvea  in  this  affair,  are  not  without  refources 

A  foreign  minifter's  lady  has  fent  over  for  hands  and 
voices  fuperior  to  yourfriends,  Madam. Befides,  Ma- 
dam, let  me  tell  you,  tliat  Signora  Trebletti  is  recovered 
of  her  cold  j  yes,  Madam,  Signora  Trebletti  is  recovered 
of  her  cold — and  we  don't  doubt  of  providin^j  a  moft  ex  • 
quifite  opera,  without  the  alfiftance  of  either  Signor 
Staccato  or  the  Caprice.  [^Exit. 

Sap.  Oh  the.  tramontane  ereaturc!— But  I'll  not  fuf- 
fer 
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fcr  her  to  difconcett  the  harmony  of  my  temper— — - 
Here,  Signor  Rofini — 

Enter  Rofin. 
Give  me  the  viol-di-garabo — a  leflpn  on  the  bafs  will 
compofe  my  mind — \jTu7ies  the  injirumerj,  and  turns  ever 
fever al pieces  cfmujjc.'] — Well,  1  declare  now,  this  little 
Venetian  ballad-tune,  which  Mr  Mafe  has  brought  over 
with  him,  is  fet  with  an  infinite  deal  of  taHe — and  there 
is  a  moll  fprightly  extravaganza  in   the   words  he  has 

adapted  to  it. Signor  Rofini,  pleafe  to  take  the  in- 

ftrument — I'll  go  over  this  air — and  do  you  accompany 
me  on  the  viol-di-gambo. 

SONG. 

Love's  a  fweet  and  foft  mufician* 

Who  derives  his  fkill  from  thee, 
Plays  on  every  difpofition, 

fctrikes  the  foul  on  ev'ry  key. 

Deep  defpair  now  thrums  Adagio, 
Lively  hope  now  founds  Corragio. 
— O  the  ravifhing  tranfition  ! 
Tweedle  dum  and  twcedle  dee. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  man  is  below  with  the  monica. 

Sop.  The  what  ? 

Ser.  I  forgot  the  name.  Ma'am — but  it  is  a  fet  of 
Bfiufical  glaffes,  that  you  befpoke  laft  week. 

Sop-  O,  the  armonica.     I  am  raviflied  to  hear  it.— 

Bid  the  Monica  come  up. Poor  fellow! — And,   d'ye 

hear — tell  them  to  get  every  thing  ready  for  a  con- 
cert in  the  hall  this  morning And,    d'ye  hear,    I 

am    at    home   to    nobody    but  Mr  MaH^: And    bid 

them  lay  the  guittar  and  the  viol  d'amour  on  the  harp- 
fichord 1  fhall  make  ufe  of  them  both. — [Exit  Ser- 
vant.']— Signor  Rofini, — vnW  you  be  fo  good  as  to  look 
over  the  fcores — and  fee  that  the  inftruments  aie  in  tune 

— and  everything  in  order 1  expe£t  a  great  virtuofa 

this  morning — a  complete  judge  of  compolition — -and  a 
perfeft  mafter  of  the  contra-punto So,  pray  be  care- 
ful. [Exit  Ro/in.~\  —  l  am  aftonifhed  Mr  Maili  is  not 
com€  yet — Well,  I  fvvcar  he's  a  charming  creature — he 
E  e  2  hits 
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hits  my  unifon  to  a  miracle If  he  did  but  fing,  he 

would  be  a  moft  complete  virtuofo. — [•S'/'t^j.] — I  pre,, 
left  I  am  quite  in  a  voice  to-day. — IS/^jgs  ] — Lord,   I 

wiih  he  was  here. 1  ihall  abfoktely  ravifh  him. 

[Exity7/;^//;r. 

ACT       IT. 

Scene,  Sophy'/  Honfe, 
Enter  Sophy  and  Maflc. 

•Jc/fy. "XT A Y,  now,   I  am  fure  you  flatter  me Ti 

L\1     my  ftyle  fo  truly  Italian  >      Have  I  quite 
got  rid  of  the  horrid  Englifli  cadence  ? 

Mask.  Let  mc  die,  Madam,  if  your  whole  coiwerfa- 
tion  and  behaviour  do  not  make  me  fancy  myfelf  in  Italy 

Signora  Lorenza  at  Florence  was  the  very  type  of 

you. 

Sop.  Well,  I  fwear  now,  you  are  almofl  the  only 
creature  one  meets  with  in  this  barbarous  country  that 
has  the  leaft  tafte  Our  travelling  gentry  either  re- 
turn from  <:he  tour  of  Europe  as  mere  i'lngllfh  boors  as 
they  went — John   'rot  ftill — or  come  home  at  beft  mere 

French  petit-maitres. But  as  to   Italy,  not  one  (3f 

thenv  but   Signor  Mafquali — Mafqual'i  ! — how  very  foft 

and  prettily  that   founds   now! You  m.uft  give  me 

leave  to  call  you  Mafquali — inftead  of  plain  Maflc — with 
a  vile  Engliih  ^in  it —  O  fie — it  might  as  well  have 
been  an  X-~  a  perfon  that  has  aay  ear  can't  endure  it. 

Mask.  Mafquali  ! — The  moft  beautiful  refinement  In 
the  world  !  But  now  I  think  of  it,  your  name.  Ma- 
dam, may  admit  of  fome  improvement  too  tJophy  is, 
to  be  fure,  the  prettieft  of  Englifh  names  ; — yet  it  is  too 
near  Molly,  and  Betfy,  and  Bridget,  and  Alice,  to  di- 
ilinguifli  you.  What  d'ye  think  I  would  v/ifh  to  call  you? 
.    Sol)    I  long  to  know What? 

Miisk.  i  would  call  you  then— I  am  fure  you'll  like 
it — The  Sophini. 

.    Sop.    Tht   Sophini ! 1  am  pleafed  with   it   prodi- 

gioufly — the  fweeteft  coneetto  ! — The  Sophini  !  But 
pray,,  Signor — fori  will  call  you  Signor — was  not  you 

charmed  at  the. concerto laft  week? The  Caprice  was 

amazing, 
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stmazing,  and  great  beyond  expreffion  in  the  fong  of 
Font!  Amiche.  \_Sir7ging, 

Mask.  The  ftyle  of  that  air  was  excellent.     The  chro- 

matico — I  remember. But  pray,  now,  tell  me  truly, 

[_taking  her  tenderly  by  the  hand] — were  there  not  fome 

itrokes  of  your  eompofition   in  it  ? 1  know  all  the 

Tirtuofi  confult  you  on  thefe  occafions I  thought  I 

eould  difcern  your  manner. Come,    confefsj  I  am 

fure  it  was  fo. 

Sep.  Nay,  now — pflia — you  know  that  I  never — 
and  yet — \_fmHing  and  langinjhing~\ — you  have  an  infi- 
nite deal  of  tafte — you  have  indeed — 1  was  always  rec- 
koned remarkable  for  the  chromatico.  \_C once i ted iy^- 

'  Mask.  That  air  was  ravifhing.      But  you  mufl  oblige 

*  me  with  it  yonrfelf. 

*  Sop.   What — after  the   Caprice  ? not   for   the 

♦  world.— 

*  Mask,  I  fnall  die  if  you  rcfufe  me.  ^Tenderly, 

*  Sop.  Lard! — how  can  you  be  fo  troubkfome  ?  — 
\langiiiJJ']!ng.'\ — Stay  ! — la-la-la-la — \_as  tuning.']  Lord-> 

how  hoarfe  I  am  ! 1  have  a  moft  terrible  cold. 

Come,  begin — [to  the  viujic.') — but  pray  be  careful  of 
the  accompagnimenti.     Adagio,  ma  non  troppo. 

\Sings  an  Italian  air* 
Fonti' amiche, 
Aure  leggiere, 
Mormorandoy 
Sufl'urrando, 
Voi  mi  dite, 
Che  io  godro* 

*  {During  the  fin g,  Maik  exclatmsy. 

*  Divino  !   fquifito  !   bravifiimo  !    Sec/ 

Sop.  And  you  really  think  it  is  fet  prettily. 

[  Conceitedly. 

Mask.  Delightfully! — con  amor  e.  Madam,  and  fung 
— O  heavens ! 

Sop,  O,  youVc  too  good  to  me — And  yet,  ha,  ha  ! 
-—and  yet,  1  hope  it  is  a  littk  better  than  the  horrid 
Englifli  ballad-finging..  ' 

Mask,  Englifh  ballad  finging  !— — O  the  ridiculous 

idea! To  hear  a  huge  fellow,  with  a  rough  horrible 

voice,  roaring  out,  «^0  the  roail  beef  of  old  England  !'?' 
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Or  a  pale-fac'd  chit  of  a  girl,  when  fome  country  neigh- 
bour aflvs  her  in  company,  Pray,  Ma'am,  could  you  fa- 
vour us  with  "  Go  rofe  !" — No,  Sir,  not  that,  but  ano- 
ther if  you  pleafe  ;  and  then  begins  fcreaming,  "If 
*'  love's  a  fweet  paflion,"  fqualling  to  the  ancient  Bri- 
tifh  melody  -of  the  bagpipe,  the  Welch  harp,  and  the 
dulcimer. 

Sep.   Horrible  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  —horrible  1 What  a. 

pidure  of  Engliiltafte! Oh — the  people  here  are  all 

downright  Goths. 

Mask.  Abfolute  favages — An  Englifli  catcli,  a  Scotch- 
jigg,  and,  an  Iriih  howl,   are  all  their  ideas  of  harmony. 

Their  voices  are  a  fcale  of  difcord — Mufic  — oh — 

muiic  flourifhes  nowhere  but  in  Italy. 

Sop,  O  ravithing  Italy  ! I'd  give  the  world  to  be 

there 'Tis  a  heaven  upon  earth — the  land  of  gufto, 

▼ertu,  and  fclicita. 

Mask-   Oh,  wh^t  would  I  give  to  have  the  happinefa 
of  tranfporting  fo  ineftiraable  a  treafure  as  the   Sophini 

to  that^cgion  of  tafte  ! Suffer  me  to  renew  the  fuit 

1  have  fo  often  urged  to  you Let  me,   nay,,  you 

muft  let  me,  attend  you  thither. 

Sop.  Nay — prithee  now —  '  \_Langui/hing.y. 

Mask,  Such  tafte  \  fuch  voice  !  fuch  execution  !  Hea- 
vens,  Madam  !   you  would  be  the  admiration  of  all  the 

conofccnti Nay,  though  a  lady,   I  make  no  doubt 

Ibut  you  wouM  receive  honours  from  tlie  academy  della 
Crufca. 

Sop.  Lord  ! — I  proteft  now — you  put  me  quite  into 
confufion — For  heaven's  fake — 

Mask.  O  fee  me  at  your  feet ! — Take  pity  on  me  ! 

— upon  yourfelf ! Confider  my   rilk   of  lohng  you, 

hy  that  horrid  country-match  I  told  you  of! — Fly,  O 
let  us  fly  from  this  Gothic  country,  and  take  refuge  in 
Italy — and  permit  your  Mafqiiali  to  attend  you  as  your- 
.faithful  Cicifbei 

Sop.   Let  me  beg,  Sir — 

Mask,   Take  him  for  your  humble  Cicerone,  to  fhow 
you  the  beauties  of  the  place. — 

Sop.  Pray  now — 

Mark.  Ycrtir  Nomenelatore^  to  iatroduce  you  to  the 

.     '        "  Sop. 
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Sop.  How  can  you  be  fo 

Mask.  Take  him — I  won't  (hock  your  ear  with  the 

Englifli  found  of  hufband but  what  is  more  foft  and 

tender — take  him  for  yoiir  fpofo — your  caro  fpofo. 

Sop.  Lord,  this  is  fo  llrange  ! But  flay,  let  me 

order  Rofmi  to  get  the  band  in  order You  have  not 

had  the  mufic  I  promifed  you  this  morning. 

Mask.  Oh,  I  am  too  impatient  to  delay  my  fupreme 
happinefs  on  any  confide  ration.  We  can  have  the  mufie 
afterwards 

Sop.  Afterwards,  Signer  ?  \_Some<vohat  angrily. 

Mask.  Yes^  my  dear  Sophini^  afterwards.     And  then, 

you  know,  it  may  ferve  for  a  wedding-concert We 

may  have  it  by  way   of  a  concerto  nuttiale What 

d'ye  think  or  that  ? 

Sop.  A  concerto  nuttiale  !  Oh  heavens,  I  am  tranf- 
ported  with  the  thought ! To  have  the  finguhu*  plea- 
sure of  celebrating   my   marriage  with  a  pafticcio,  made 

up  of  the   choicell  pieces  of  my  own  compofition  ! 

What  could  infpire  you  with  fo  divine  an  imagination? 
The  very  idea  abfokitely  overcomes  me. 

Mask.  And  you  confent  to  make  me  happy — Come 

then,  my  foul  is  on  the  win^g Let  U9  away  this  in- 

llant! 

Sop.  What  can  I  do? Well— — after  all there 

16  fomething  fo  tender — ^fo   affettuofo   in  your  manner>! 
O  you  wicked  creature  !  —  I  wifh  I  could  refufe  you. 
Mask.  O  the  mufic  of  that  found  ! — O  cara,  cara  ! 

\_KiJJing  her  ha?id. 

Sop.  But  on  condition  that  we  go  direftly  to  Italy. 
Mask.  Immediately.  The  ceremony  may  be  per- 
formed to-day — this  hour — and  we  may  leave  England 
to-morrow.  Oh,  with  what  pleafure  do  I  change  my 
Hate,  and  leave  this  barbarous  country,  to  attend  the 
Sophini  to  Italy  ! 

Earewel,  Old  England  !  liberty  !   et  tutto  ! 
Mail,  foreign  climes  !  and  marriage,  ben  venuto! 

^ExeunU 

SCENS 
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Scene  chajiges  to  the  Te?Hple  nualks. 
Enter  Old  Malli. 

Mask.  So — fo — fo  !  tricked,  cheated,  impofed  on  ; 
fooled  and  bamboozled  by  an  ungracious  rogue  of  a  fon ! 
— a  young  knave  !  with  his  letters  about  fpecial  argu- 
ments at  Weftminiler,  and  trials  at  Guildhall — and  liis 
iiories  of  circuits  and  feffions — and  his  jargon  from 
Plowden  and  Coke. — Odd's-my-life  ! — 1  am  in  fuch  a 
paffion,   I  could  knock  down  every  man  I  meet  with  for 

very  anger. 

Efiter  Freeman. 

Free.   Blefs  me  !   is  not  that  old  Mr  Mafk  ? Your 

'  fervant,  Sir ;  you're  welcome  to  town. 

0.  Mask.  O  your  fervant,  Sir ;  your  moft  humble 
fervant  !-*- — So  your  friend  George  is  rmned,  I  find — 

George,  Sir your  old  crony  and  fchool  fellow 

George  is  Undone. 

Free,  Heaven  forbid  ! 

0   Mask,  What !  vow  know  nothing  of  the  matter, 
'h«y! — you're  not   acquainted   with   the  pranks  he  has 

play'd — not  you — to  be  fure  ! Here  have  been  rare 

doings  !  fine  lludies  at  the  Temple! A  new  abridge- 
ment of  the  law  ! 

Free,  So  all's  out,   1  find. Pleafe  to  explain.  Sir. 

Have  you  feen  your  fon? — have  you  been  at  his  cham- 
bers ? 

0.  Mask,    Chambers  !    chambers,  -d'ye  call  them  ! — 

Kennels,    dog-holes. 1  purchafed   him  a  handfome 

fet  of  chambers  in  King's- Bench  Walks, — as  handfome 
as  any  in  the  Temple — ay,  and  furnifhcd  them  as  hand- 

fomely. But  the  young    man  is  removed,  I  find: — 

and  ^vhere  ? — why,  into  a  blind-all'!y — a  dark  corner  of 
the  Inns  of  Court,  up  four  pair  of  flairs — into  a  couple 
of  vile  (helving  garrets,  where  I  could  fcarce  Hand  up- 
right, or  find  a  chair  to  fit  down — with  a  worfe  fmell 
than  the  county-gaol, — and  a  beautiful  profpeft   into 

White  Friars And  then    his   iludy  !      A  hundred 

and  fifty  pounds  worth  of  law-books — I  gave  him — all 

neatly  bound  in  white  calf-fkin, — gone  ! The  deuce 

a  law-book  has  he  in  the  world — but  Littleton's  Tenures 
iii  duodecimo,  and  the  C^me-laws  lewed  in  blue  yaper. — 

whio^; 
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which,  with  an  odd  volume  of  Trlftram  Shandy,  fome 
loofe  pamplilets  and  newfpapers,  and  fix  or  feven  flielves 
of  empty  bottles,  make  up  the  whole  of  his  library.— 
An  extravagant  profligate ! 

Frse.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 1  fee.    Sir,   you  have  taken 

an  exa6l  inventory  of  his  effecEls. But  this  is  nothing. 

• Almoft  every  young  fellow  falls  into  diftrefTes  one 

time  or  other. — An  over-provident  father  makes  a  pro- 
digal fon. — You  kept  him  too  bare  of  money — you  did 
indeed.  Sir. 

0.  M.   Money! did  not  I  give  him  a  profeflion  ? 

did  not  I  put  him  to  the  law  ? Odd's-my-life  !   the 

riches — that  by  pains  and  application  he  might  have  got 
by  his  profeflion — 

Free.  His  profeflion  I  ha,  ha,  ha !  that's  incompa- 
rable— His  profeflion  ! — ■l\\\,  my  dear  Sir,  the  profef- 
fion  and  he  will  never  be  a  whit  the  better  for  each  other. 
"J  he  lav/  is  a  noble  ftudy,  it  is  true — followed  by  feve- 
ral  learned  and  worthy  men. 

&>,  M    A  fure  road  to  wealth  aud  preferment. 

Free.  Very  true.  Sir — but  your  fon  could  as  foon 
bring  himfelf  to  take  a  purfe  upon  the  road,  as  follow 
the  road  to  riches  which  you  have  chalked  out  for  him. 

*  0  IVl.  Never  tell  me— I  know,  that,  with  his  ta- 
<  lents,  he  might  have  done  what  he  pleafed. — George 

*  has  lively  parts   - —  An  abandoned   profligate  ! to 

*  ruj^n   himfcif ! — ^^And  was  always  a  fmart  lad — a  keen 

*  — ftirewd  young  rogue  ! A  fool  to  throw  himfelf 

*  away  ! — And  might  have  got  into  practice  and  high  re- 
*putation,  and  made  a  fortune  by  his  profeflion. 

^ Free.   Never!   take  my  word  for  it.      It  is  not  his 

*  turn — not  in  the  leafl:  his  talent — Diametrically  oppo- 

*  fite  to  his  genius  and  difpofition. — Lively  parts  !  a  line 

*  notion  ! — as  if,  becaufe  he  can  diflinguiflb  black  from 

*  white,  he  fliould  be  able  to  confound  black  and  white 

*  with  each  other.' 

0.  Majk.  He  has  ruined  himfelf  by  his  idlenefs  and 
extravagance.  Ah,  what  a  profpeft  has  he  lofl: !  Had 
be  Ituck  to  his  fl;udies,  and  made  a  figure  at  the  bar,  we 
might  have  got  him  a  feat  in  parliament — and  then  of 
courfe  a  filk  gown  and  then,  by  degrees,  the  folicitor- 
generalihip — and  then  the    attorney -generalftiip,' — and 

thea 
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then  a  judge — or  a  chlef-juftice — and  then — odd's-my- 
life — he  might  have  been  as  great  a  man  as  my  Lord 
Coke  himfelf. 

Free.  Oh  rare  !  there's  the  true  logic  of  every  fa- 
ther in  the  kingdom  !  There  is  not  a  tountry  fanner 
who  fends  his  fon  a  fervitor  to  the  univerfuy,  but  what 
promifes  himfelf  the  honour  of  lav^n-fleeves  in  his  fa- 
mily. 

0,  Mask,  Well — well,  it  does  not  fignify  talking. — 
I'll  never  acknowledge  him  as  long  as  I  live. — Negle6l 
his  ftudies !  his  goods  feized  !  over  head  and  ears  in 
debt  ! — a  wretch,  a  vagabond,  a  prodigal! 

Free,  Oh,  moderate  your  anger! If  he  is  in  di- 

ftrefs,  you'll  relieve  him  ;  if  he  has  any  debts,  you'U 
pay  them — and  then  all's  well  again. 

0.  Mask.  Me  !  I'll  not  advance  a  penny — let  him  ^o 
to  gaol — let  him  ftarve — I'll  never  fee  his  face  again. 

Free.  You  will,   I  am  fure. 

0.  Mask.  Never — i*ll  difinherit  hira  — I  won't  lea\-e 

him  a  groat — I'll  cut  him  off  with  a  IhiUing. He's 

ruined  for  ever. 

Free.   He'll  make  his  fortune. 

O,  Mask,  He's  undone  ! 

Free.  He's  m.ade  for  ever  ! 

a  Mask.  He'll  be  hang'd. 

Free.  He's  married. 

O.  Mask.  Who!  what!  when!  where!  how!— 

Free,    tie's  married. 

0.  Mask.   Married  !   to  whom  ? 

Free.  To  a  lady  of  fortune — rich,  young,  and  hand- 
R)mc — A  girl  worth  thirty  thoufand  in  hard  money, 
Mr  Mafk. 

0.  Mask.  What !   George  ? 

Free.  Yes,  George  ! 

O.   Mask.   George  married! — when  J 

Free.  Within  this  half  hour. 

0.  Mask.  To  thirty  thoufand  ? 

Free,  And  better. 

0.  Mask.  Indeed  I— Well  faid,  George,  i'faith.— Hc'j 
a  fine  boy — I  knew  he  would  do— — He  was  always  an 
areh  rogue But  how  d'ye  know  ? 

Free.  I  am  fure  on't — \.i:  difpatched  one  of  my  own 

lervauts 
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fervants  to  me  with  the  IntelligeaGe— My  chariot  caiv 
ricd  them  to  church.     ^ 

0.  MajL  Excellent ! — He's  a  rare  fellow — Pll  leave 
him  ev'ry  farthing  I  have  in  the  world — Pll  fettk — But 
who  is  this  lady  ?     Where  does  (he  live  ? 

Free.  If  you  pleafe.  Sir — I'll  condudl  you  to  the 
houfe — perhaps  we  may  arrive  there  before  their  returij 
— and  he  fhall  prefent  you  with  your  fair  daughter-in- 
law  as  a  peace-offering. 

0.  Mask.  Come  along  then. — It  ftiall  go  hard  but  I'll 

dance  at  the  young  rogue'3  wedding.^ I'll  fettle  five 

hundred  a-year  on  the  firft  boy.— —Did  not  I  tell  you 

he  was  a  fmart  lad,  and  wou'd  thrive  in  the  world  ? • 

Odd's-my-life — ftrip  him  ftark-naked,  and  throw  him 
into  the  fea,  he  would  rife  up  again  with  a  fword  and 
bag -wig.  ^Exeunt, 

Scene  changes  to  the  Hall  at  Sophy'/. — Muficians-^' 
viufic-Jlands — and  every  thing  prepared  for  a  concert, 

*  Rof.  Come,  are  the  fcores  all  right  ?  are  you  all 
»  ready  in  your  parts  ? 

*  Sing.  I'm  afraid  we're  not  quite  perfed  in  thi» 
«  ftrange  Trio  which  Mr  Mafic  has  left  with  us. 

*  Rof,  Strange  Trio,  d'ye  call  it ! — Let  me  fee — 

^Reads  the  paper  o 
«  And  alfo,  nor,  neither, 

*  For,  becaufe,  or  either ; 

*  But,  that,  although,  therefore, 

<  If,  yet,  unlefs,  wherefore. 

*  Very  pretty  wopds,  and  extremely  mufical ! — Suppofe 
"••you  run  them  over — you'll  have  time  enough. 

*  Singer.  With  all  my  heart. 

'The     r  Kl  O. 

*  Words   hy   Dr   Bufby. 

*  Muftc  hy  Mr  Battiihull. 

<  And,   alfo,  nor,  neither, 

*  For,  becaufe,  or,  either, 

*  Bat,  that,  although,  thereforCp 
^  If,  yet,  unlefs,  wherefore. 

Towards 
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Toivards  the  end  of  the  Song,  enter  Old  Mafk  a?id  Free- 
man. 

0.  Mask.  Odd's-my-life  !   a  very  handfome  houfe . 

What  a  magnificent  lide-board  of  plate  in  the  parlour 
we  came  through  ! 

Free,  O,  Sir,  you'll  find  every  thing  agreeabk  to 
your  vi^ifhes  and  the  account  I  have  given  you. 

0.  Mafk.   But  is  flie  is  fo  mufical,  d'ye  fay  ? 

Free,   Hift !  they're  here — Let  us  retire  a  while. 
Enter  Maflc  and  Sophy, 

Sop.  Di  due  belle  alme  amanti,  (ifc.  L^^^g^"^* 

Free,  {^advancing.)  How  now,  Malk  ?  May  we  give 
you  joy?     You're  married,   I  hope. 

Mask.  Ay,  ay — fall  enough.  Freeman. 

Sop,  O  y«s — married  in  a  filthy  church  without  an  or- 
gan in  it But,  Signor  Mafquali,    d'ye    know   that 

gentleman  ?  \_Seeing  Old  Mafk,  nvho  advances. 

Mask.  My  father! I'll  carry  it   through  boldly, 

however — [_y^ftde.'\  You  fee,  my  dear,  I  told  you  he 
would  be  in  town.  —  \To  Sophy.]     This  is  a  pleafure  I 

had  not  flatter'd  myfelf  in  the  expeftation  of Give 

me  leave,  Sir,  to  prefent  you  with  this  lady — whom  I 
have  juil  now  had  the  happinefs  to  make  my  wife,  and 
your  daughter.  < 

0.  Mask.  Madam,  1  give  you  joy — and  my  fon  joy— 
and  myfelf  joy —  I  have  heard  of  all  your  pranks,  George; 
and  if  you  had  not  overccmic  me  with  this  agreeable  fur- 
prife — odd's-my-life,  I  fliould'have  taken  youfoundly  to 
tafk,  I  can  tell  you.  IJpart  to  Mafk. 

Sop.  Well,   I  proteft,   I  am  glaxl  to  fee  fo  much  good 
company. — >'— I  have  a  concerto  ready — you  will  be  ra-_ 
vifhed  with  it — all  the  airs  are  of  my  own  compofition.  I 

0.  Mask,    A  concert! — With  fubmiffion.  Ma'am,  a? 
good  country-dance   would  make   fts  a   thoufand  times 
merrier. Odd's-ray-life  !   give  me  but   a  lively  part- 
ner, and  I'll  crofs  over,   and  figure  in,  and  right  hand 
and  left,  till  fix  in  the  morning- — Toll  de  roll,  de  roll. 

\_Singiug  a  dance-tune*  ' 

Sop.  O  monflrous!    Signor  Mafquali,  d'ye  hear?     Is  ; 
it  poflible  this  can  be  a  father  of  your's,  and  have  fo 
little  gufto  ? 

0,  Mask.  His  father !  Yes,  Madam,  and  you'll  find 
3  '  him 
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him  his  father's  own  fon,  I  believe — A  chip  of  the  old 
block,  I  promife  you. 

Sop.  Oh,  he's  the  very  abftrad  of  vertu — 

OMask.  Yes,  yes — George  has  virtue  enough,  for  that 
matter. 

Sop,  Vertii — gufto — mufical  tafte,  Sir  ! 

0  Mask,  What,  George  ? 

Sop.  A  complete  conofcente—  ♦ 

OMask.  My  fon? 

Sop^  A  moit  excellent  judge  of  ilylc  and  compoii- 
Iron. — 

0.  Mask.  He  ! 

Sop.  And  a  peffon  of  the  niceft  ear  in  the  v^rorld. 

0.  Mask.  O  dear,  O  dear,  O  dear !  What,  has  the 
young  rogue  made  you  believe  that  he  underllands  mu- 
iic? 

Sop.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  not'eafily^deceivcd  in  thofe  par*- 
ticulars.  \_ConceiteJly. 

-    0.  Mask.  A  -fly  dog! He  was  always    an  arch 

rogue — ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! Why,  this  is  all  a  bamj 

Madam ! 

Sop.  A  bam,  Sir  !— What  d'ye  me^n? 

0.  Mask.  The  young  rogue  has  play'd  6n  us  both, 
•Ma'am. — Tafte  !  he  knows  no  more  of  vertu,  as  yots 
call  it,  than  I  find  he  does  of  the  law. — A  fly  dog  ! — 

Mufic  ? He  ! — Why,  he  has  no   notion   of  a  tunc 

beyond  Derry-down,  or  the  hundredth  pfalm As  tb 

finging,  he  has  no  more  mufical  notes  in  his  voice  than 

a  cuckow And  the  ear  is,  I  believe,  the  laft  part  of 

the  human  frame  by  which  he  would  choofe  to  be  dif- 
tinguiflied. 

*  Sop.  Nay,  now,  Sir,  you  carry  yonr  raillery  too 
*'far.     I  am  too  Nvell  acquainted  with  his  acGomplifii'- 

*  ments.     Don't  I  know  that  he  mixt  with  all  the  vir- 

*  tuofi  in  Italy  ? — Does  not  he  abominate  filthy  Englifh, 

'and  idolize  dear   Italian? And  is   nothejuilre^ 

^  turned  from  being  the  object  of  public  admiration  at 

*  Rome  ? 

0. /If.  Rome!  GeiOrge  been  at   RorWe ! — ^^Vhat,  has 

*  he  perfuaded  you  into  that  too  ?  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ^ 

*  An  arch  dog  ! — \_Laughing  heartily.'] — Why,  Ma'am, 
'  he  never  was  out  of  England  in  his  life,     He  knows 

Vol.  II.  F  f  no 
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«  no  more  of  Rome  than  the  Pope  does  of  my  feat  hi 
«  Wiltfliire. 

Sop.  How  ! 

0  Mask.  And  as  to  Italian j  he*s  not  acquainted  with 
twenty  words  of  the  language. 

*  Sop.  Impoffible  j 

*  0.  Mask.  I  tell  you,  Ma*am,  again  and  again,  'tis 

*  all  a  bam  upon  you — George  is  an   areh   rogue,  and 

*  has  been  too  hard  for  us  both — ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

*  ^Mafk  nvinhi  and  makes  Jtgns  to  h'wi. 

*  Ah,  what  fignifies  your  winking  and  nodding  to  me  f 

*  Isn't  it  all  true,  firrah  V 

Sop.  And  do  you  confefs  this  charge,  Sir  ? 

[r^Mafk. 

Mask.  Guilty,  upon  my  honour  !  Before  marriage, 
as  I  favv  it  pleafed  you,  I  was  content  to  feem  an  Ita- 
lian ;  but  now,  my  love,  you  ihall  find  me  a  true  Bri- 
ton, I  promife  you, 

0.  Mask  Look  ye  there  1 — did  not  I  tell  yon  fo  ?— 
ha,  ha,  ha  !  - 

S^p.  Nay,  now,  Sir,  I  fee  you  are  in  jcft— for  I'm 
convinc'd  that  Signor  Mafquali — 

Mask.  Mafquali ! — Mafli — Mafk  is  my  name,  my 
.^ear  ! — and  your  name  too — thanks  to  the  parfon. 

Sop.  Maili  !^-I  fhall  never  bear  to  be  called  Mafk— 
Mrs  Mafk  ! — Such  an  unmufical  appellation  ! — I  (hall 
;never  endure  it. 

Mask.  Yes,  yes,  you  will  endure  it  very  well,  and  a 
great  deal  more  too,  I  warrant  you. 

Sop.  Why,  furely,  Signor — 

Mask.  Signor  ! — 1  am  no  Signor. — Mr  Ma/li — or,  if 

youpleafe,   George  Mafli — an  Ehglilh  gentleman 

worth  twenty  marquifes  from  France,  or  counts  from 
Italy. 

0,  Mask.  Odd's  my  life  !  he'll  fret  her  guts  to  fiddle- 
Ilrings. 

Sop,  And  you  are  really  no  virtuofo  ?  not  a  perfon  ot 
gufto  ? 

Mask.  In  nothing,  Madam,  but  in  my  paffion  for 
you. 

Sop.  Alloni/hing  !^-— I  fliall  ftill  have  one  confola* 

tiony 
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tion,  however — and  that  a  great  one — I  (hall  have  the 
pleafure  of  forming  your   taile  myfelf — and  as  a  good 
{eflbn — I'll  have  the  concerto  performed'  immediately,  • 
Where  are  all  my  people?     Here,   Rofmi !    Caprice! 
Scrapelli  !    Squeakalli !  [^Calling  the  fingers. 

0.  Alajk,  Odd's  my-Iife,  the  whole  kennel ! Sil- 
ver and  Trueman  !   Sweetlips  and  Dido  ! 

So/f.  Ah,  Tramontani !  what  horrible  difcord  !  no- 
thing but  the  performance  of  my  concerto — 

Mask.  Come,  come,  my  dear  Sophy,  we'll  have  no 
cojicerto — nothing  Italian — We'll  celebrate  our  nuptials 
after  the  old  Englifh  fafhioa — 

So/^.  What ! 

Mask,  ril  give  away  five  guineas  to  the  bell-ringers. 

Sop.   Horrible  ! 

Mask.  All  the  fervants  fhall  go  roaring  drunk  to -bed. 

Sop.   Monftrous! 

Mask.  And  to-morrow  morning,  my  love,  you  fliall 
be  roufed  with  the  drums,  and  the  true  Britifh  ferenadc 
of  marrow-bones  and  cleavers. 

Sop.  Barbarous  and  horrible  !  Is  this  the  Affettuofo 
Mafquali  ?     Is  this  the  tender  Spofo  ? 

Mask.  Englifh,  my  dear  Sophy ;  fpeak  EngHfh,  for 
Heaven's  fake  !   I  can  converfe  in  no  other  language. 

Sop.  How  am  I  deceived  and  impofed  on  !.  And 
don't  you  intend  to  carry  me  to  Italy'? 

Mask.  To  Italy  !  ridiculous  !  No,  no,  my  love  ;  we'll 
ftay  here,  in  the  comfortable  enjoyment  of  beef,  liberty, 
and  Old  England* 

*  Sop.  Disappointed  in  every  thing !  deluded,  cajo- 

*  led  !  coaxed  !  wheedled  into  a  marriage  with  a  horrid 
«  Enghfh 

Mask.  Have  a  care,  Sophy  ;  no  hard  words  to  your 

*  lord  and  hufband. 

<  Sop.   Hufband  !    I  fhall  faint  at  the  found. 

•  Free.  Have  patience.  Madam,   and  reconcile  your- 

*  felf  to  your  fituation.     To  be  laugh'd  out  of  one's  fol- 

*  lies,  is  the  beft  and  mofl  agreeable  method  of  being 

*  cured  of  them.'  p?;      ?':y;r|?^?%i 

0.  Mask.  Odd's-my-life,  daughter  ! — I  have  a  right 

to   call  you  daughter   now — -down'On  your  knees,  and 

thank  heaven  that  you  have  had  fuch  an  efcape.     Why^ 

Ff  2  it 
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it  was  a  thoufand  to  one  but  what  you  had  married  ar 
iiddler^ — You  have  met  with  one  o£  the  archell  young 
rogues  in  the  world.  I'll  anfwer  for  it,  that  his  fortune 
ftall  be  little  inferior  to  your  own — and  I  waiTant,  that 
he  will  make  the  beft  of  hufbands. 

Sop.  Beft  of  hufbands  indeed  !  and  deny  me  the  en- 
joyment of  mufic  and  vertu? 

Mask.  That,  my  deareft  Sophy,  fhall  be  almoft  the 
€^nly  thing  I  will  deny  you.  And  you  will  thank  me 
ijereafter  for  oppof-ng  a  foible,  wliich  eclipfed  your  good 
fenfe,  and  ferved  only  to  make  you  ridiculous. — Nay» 
more ;  to  convince  you  that  I  can  endure  the  found  of 
an  inftrument,  do  but  defer  your  concert  till  the  eve- 
rang,  you  fhall  invite  what  company  you  plcafe,  and  iny 
father  may  be  indulged  with  his  couniry-dance  after- 
wards Into  the  bargain. 

*  0.  Mask.   Afterwards! — ^W'e'll  have  a  dance  nov^'- — . 

*  Away  with  your  mufic-ftands  and  big-bellied  bafs- 

*  viols,  and  let  the  fiddles  llrike   up  here,  and  call  in. 

*  your  fingers  to  go  down  the  dance  with  us. 

*  D/Iask.  With  all  my  heait — But  I  have  more  won- 

*  ders  for  you, 

*  Sop.  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

<  Mask,  I'll  fhow  yoAi'— Rofmi  ! 

\To  Rofin,  *tt;Z^(?  advances^ 

Rof,   Signor ! 

Mask,  iSignor  ! — don't  Signor  me,  puppy.  Sophy, 
do  you  know  this  gentleman  ? 

Sop.   Nobody  better ; — it  is  Signor  Rofini. 

Mask.  See  now,  how  eafy  it  is  to  impofe  on  you. 
He  is  as  great  a  cheat  as  myfelf.  This  is  no  Signor 
Rofmi,  but  honeft  Jack  Rofin,  from  Comus's  court ; 
•*--one  of  the  choice  fpirlts — the  chief  leader  in  all  my 
concertos,  and  by  my  diredllon  he  crept  Into  your  pay 
as  Signor  Rofini. 

Sop.  Indeed  !  I  mufl  fairly  own,  that  this  laft  circum- 
ftance  mortifies  me,  and  makes  me  more  afliamed  of  my 
mufical  attachment  than  all  the  refl. — To  be  duped  by 
Mr  Rofin,  is  too  palpable  a  weaknefs  not  to  be  repented! 
But  now,  Sir,  if  I  confent  to  lower  my  note,  (to  make 
ufe  of  a  mufical  phrafe  once  more),  may  I  not  hope  that 
you  will  lower  your  note  too  i 

Mask. 
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Mask,  In  every  particular  that  does  not  hiirtr  your 
fortu-ne,  or  injure  your  character,  you  fhall  find  me  the 
tendered  and  mofl  compliant  of  hufbands.  And  now» 
Sophy,   do  but   cheerfully   refign  this   one  foible,    wc 

fhall  be  the  happiefl  couple  in  Great  Britain. And 

though  there  has  been  fome  Utile  difcord  between  us  at 
firll,^  we  (hall  agree  for  tke  future  as  well  as  bafs.  and 
treble.  And  give  me  leave  to  congratulate  you,  that 
inftead  of  Signer  Mas^^uali,  you  have  got  houc^- 
George  Mask.  - 
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ACT        I. 

^■he  curtain  rijingy  difcovers  the  I^eathsn  Duties,  feated. 
ofnidji  the  clouds,  vi  full  council :  they  addrefs  Juj^hos 
in  chorus r  accompanied. by  all  the  injiruments^ 

Cher  us  of  all  ths  Gcds*^ 

JOVE,  in  his  chair, 
Of  the  fky  Lori  U^Yr, 

VVitli 
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With  his  riods 
Men  and  Gods 

Keeps  in  awe ; 
When  he  winks. 
Heaven  fhrinks ; 
When  he  fpeaks, 
Hell  fqueaks  ; 

Earth's  globe  is  but  his  taw* 
Cock  of  the  fchool . 
He  bears  defpotic  rule  ; 
His  word, 
Tho'  abfurd, 
Muil  be  law. 

Even  Fate, 

Tho'  fo  great  J. 

Mufl:  not  prate  5 

His  bald  pate 

Jove  would  cufF, 

He's  fo  bluff, 
For  a  ftraw. 

Cow'd  deities, 

Like  mice  in  cheefe, . 

To.  ftir  muft  ceafe, 
Or  gnaw. 

Jup.  {rijing. )  Immortals,  you  have  heard  your  plain^ 
tive  fov'reign, 
A>id  culprit  Sol's  high  crimes.     Shall  we  who  goverir, 
Brook  fpies  upon  us  ?     Shall  Apollo  trample 
On  our  commaml*?     We'll  make  him  an  example. 
As- for  you,  Juno,  curb  your  prying  temper,  or 
We'll  make  you,  to  your  coft,  know — we're  your  cm-^ 
peror. 
Juno.  I'll  take  the  law,  {to  Jupiter:)  Myprodlor,  wfth 
a  fummons, 
fiball  cite  you,  Sir,  t'appea«-  at  Doctors  Co|mmoiis. 
Jup,  Let  him — but  Aril  I'll  chafe  from  heaven  yon 

varlet. 
Jum»  What !  for  dcte£ling  you  and  your  vile  harlot! 

A    I    R. 

Think  not,  lewd  Jove, 

Thus  to  wrong  my  chvifte  love  > 
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For,  fpite  of  your  rakehelly  godheatl^ . 
By  day  and  by  night, 
Juno  will  have  her  right. 

Nor  be  of  dues  nuptial  defrauded. 

1*11  ferret  the  haunts 
Of  your  female  gallants  ; 

In  vain  you  in  darknefs  inclofe  them  j 
Your  favourite  jades  j 
I'll  plunge  to  the  (hades. 

Or  into  eows  metamorphofe  them. 

^vp.  Peace,  termagant — I  fwearby  Styx,  our  thunder 
Shall  hurl  him  to  the  earth — Nay,  never  wonder  j  . 
-I*ve  fworn  it,  gods. 

Apollo.  Hold,  hold,  have  pati^ence, 
Papa — No  bowels  for  your  oiwni  relations  t 

A    I     R. 

Be  by  your  friends  advisM, 

Too  harfh,  too  hafly  dad  ! 
Maugre  your  bolts,  and  wife  head. 

The  world  will  think  you  naad. 

What  worfe  can  Bacchus  teach  men,  • 

His  roaring  bucks,  when  drunk. 
Than  break  the  lamps,  beat  watchmen,  • 

And  dagger  to  fome  punk. 

^up*  You  faucy  fcoundrel — therCj   Sir — Come  DIf-- 
order, 
Down  Phcebu8,  down  to  cartK,  we'll  hear  no  farther. 
Roll,   thunders,  roll ;  blue  lightnings  flafh  about  him  ; 
The  blab  fhall  find  our  iky  can  do  without  hira. 

Thunder  and  lightning,  Jupiter  darts  a  holt  at  him -i 
he  y«/A.— Jupiter  re^ajfiunes  his  throne^  and  th-: 
Cods  all  afcend  together,  fudging  thi  initial  chorus  :  ■ 

Jove  in  his  chair,  6cc. 

SceneJI 
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CBNE,       A  ehavipaign  country  nvith   a   dij^ant  village  ; 

violent  Jlortn  of  thunder  and  lightning.  A  Jljepherd 
Jleeping  in  the  field  is  roufed  by  ity  and  runs  anvay 
frighted,    having  his  cloaky    hat,  and  guittar,   behind 

hivu     Apollo   {^as  cafl  frojri  heaven^  falls  to  the  earth, 

njoith  a  rude  fhock,  and  lies  for   a  ^jjhile  flunn\i :  at. 

le?if^th  he  begins  to  ?7iove,  rifes,  advances,  and,  looking 
for'ward,  fpeaks.     After  nvhich,  enters  to  him  Sil^no. 

ApiL  Zooks,  what  a  crufK  !  a  pretty  decent  tumble ! 
Kind  ufage,  Mr  Jove — fweet  Sir,  your  humble. 
Well,  down  I  aoij — no  bones  broke — though  fore  pep- 

per'd  ! 
Here  doom'd  to  fl^iy. — What  can  I  do  ? — turn  fhepherd. 

\^Puts  on  the  cloak,   &c. 
A  lucky  thought. — In  this  difguife,  Apollo 
No  more,  but  Pol  the  fwain,  fome  flock  I'll  follow. 
Nor  doubt  I,  with  my  voice,  guittar,  and  perfon, 
Among  the  nymphs  to  kick  up  fome  diverfion. 

Sileno,  Whom  have  we  here  I  a  fightly  clown  ! — and 
fturdy : 
Hum — plays,   I  fee,  upon  tie  hurdy-gurdy. 
Seems  out  of  place — a  ftranger — all  in  tatters ; 
I'll  hire  him — he'll  divert  my  wife  and  daughters. 
— Whence,  and  what  art  thou,  boy  ? 

Pol.   An  orphan  lad,   Sir; 
Pol  is  my  name — a  fliepherd  once  my  dad.  Sir, 
I'  th'  upper  parts  here — though  not  born  to  ferving, 
I'll  now  take  on,  for  faith  I'm  almoil  ftarving. 

Sil.  You've  drawn  a  prize  i'  the  lottery — So  haveltoo). 
Why — I'm  the  mailer  you  could  beft  apply  too. 

Since  you  mean  to  hire  for  fervice, 

Come  with  me,  you  joliy  dog  ; 
You  can  help  to  bring  home  harveft. 

Tend  the  fheep,  and  feed  the  hog. 
Fa  la  la. 

With  three  crowns,  your  flandmg  wages, 

You  {hall  daintily  be  fed  ; 
Bacon,  beans,  fait  beef,  cabbages, 

Butter-milk,  and  oaten-bread. 
Pa  la  la. 

Come 
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Come,  llrike  hands,  you'll  live  in  clover^, 

When  we  get  you  once  at  home; 
And  when  daily  labour's  over, 

We'll  all  dance  to  your  llrum  llrum. 
Fa  la  la. 

PoK  I  ftrike  hands,  I  take  your  offer  ; 
Farther  on  I  may  fare  worfe ; 
Zooks,   I  can  no  longer  fiiffer 
Hungry  guts  and  empty  purfe.. 
Fa  la  la. 
Sil.    Do,  ^nkt  hands  ;   'tis  kind  I  offer,. 
Pol.   T  ftrike  hands,  and  take  your  offer. 
5/7.    Farther  feeking  you'll  fare  worfe, 
PoL  Farther  on  I  may  fare  worfe. 
Sil.   Pity  fuch  a  lad  Ihould  fufFer, 
PoL  Zooks,   I  can  no  longer  fuffer, 
Sil.   Hungry  guts  and  empty  purfe, 
Pol,  Hungry  giits  and  empty  purfe. 
Fa  la  la. 

[Exeunt,  dancing  and jmging» 

Scene,  SilenoV  Farm-houfe. 
Enter  Daphne  and  Nyfa,  "My ^is  following  behind. 
Daph.  But,  Nyfa,  how  goes  on  Squire  Midas'  court- 
fhip? 
Njif.  Your  fweet  Damsetas,  pimp  to  his  great  wor- 
ihip, 
Brought  me  from  him  a  purfe; — but  the  conditions — 
^^I've  cur'd  him,  I  believe,  of  fuch  commiirions. 
Daph.  The  moon-calf!     This  muft  blaft  him  with 

my  father. 
Nyf.  Right.     So  wc  are  rid  of  the  two  frights  toge- 
ther. 

JBoih.  Ha,  ha,  ha!- — Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Myf.  Hey-day!    what  mare's  neft's  found? For* 

ever  grinning : 
Ye  rantipoles-r-is't  thus  ye  mind  your  fpinning  ? 

A     I    R. 

Girls  are  known 
To  mifchief  prone, 
H  ever  they  be  i41e. 

Who 
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W1\o  would  rear 
'I'vvo  daughters  fair, 

MuA  hold  a  ileady  bridle  5 
For  here  they  fkip, 
And  there  they  trip,  .■ 

And  this  and  that  way  fidlc. 
Giddy  maids, 
Poor  rdly  jades, 

/Vll  after  men  are  gadding  ; 
They  flirt  pell-mell, 
Their  train  to  fwell, 

To  coxcomb,  coxcomb  adding  i 
To  evVy  fop 
They're  cock-a-hoop, 

And  fet  their  mothers  madding* 

Enter  Sileno  introducing  Pol. 
i5/7.  Nowj  dame  and  girls^  no  more  let's  hear  yom 
grumble 
At  too  hard  toil; — I  chancM,  juft  now,  to  fLumble 
On  this  flout  drudge— and  hir'd  Ilim — fit  for  labour, 
To'm  lad — then  he  can  play,  and  fing,  and  caper. 
Myf.  Fine  rubbifh  to  bring  home  ;  a  ftrolling  thrum* 
mer ! 
What  art  thou  good  for  ?  fpeak,  thou  ragged  mummer? 

[r^PoL 
Nyf.  Mother,  for  fhame — 
Myf,  Peace,  faucebox,  or  I'll  maul  you. 
Pol.  Goody,  my  ftrength  and  parts  you  undervalue* 
For  his  and  your  work,  I  am  briflc  and  handy. 

Daph.  A  fad  cheat  elfe 

Myf,  What,  you,  you  jack-a-dandy  ? 

A     I     R, 
Pray,  goody,  pledfe  to  moderate  the  rancour  of  your  tongue : 

Why  flafh  thdfi^  fparks  of  fury  from  your  eyes  ? 
Remember,  when  the  judgment's  weak,  the  prejudice  is 
A  ftranger  why  will  you  dcfpife  ?  (ftrong. 

Ply  me. 
Try  me, 
Prove,  ere  you  deny  mc  : 
If  you  cafl  me 
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Off,  you  blaft  mc 
Never  more  to  rife. 
Myf.  Sirrali,  this  infolence  deferves  a  drubbing. 
Nyf  With  what  fweet  temper  he  bears  all  her  fnub* 
bing !  \_Afide% 

SiL  Oons,  no  more  words. — Go,  boy^  and  get  yout 
dinner.  [Exit  PoL 

Si/.  Fye,  why  fo  crofTgrain'd  to  a  young  beginner  ? 
Nyf.  Somodeft! 
Dapb.  So  genteel  ! 

Si/.  Not  pert  nor  lumpi{1^.  [T<p  Myf\ 

M}f.  Wou'd  he  were  hang'd  ! 
Nyf.  and  DapL  La,  mother,  why  fo  fruittpifh  ? 
AIR. 
JVy/  Mamrtia,  how  can  you  be  fo  ill-natur'd. 

To  the  gentle,  handfome  fwain  ? 
JDapL  To  a  lad,  fo  limb'd,  fo  featured. 
Sure  'tis  cruel  to  give  pain. 

Sure  'tis  cruel,  &c. 
Myf'  Girls,  for  you  my  fears  perplex  mc, 

rm  alarm'd  on  your  account. 
^;7.  Wife,  in  vain  you  teafe  and  vex  me, 

1  will  rule,  depend  upon't. 
Ny/,  Ah,  ah! 

Dap/f,  Mamma ! 

^bf'     Z  Mamma,  hov^r  can  you  be  fo  ill-natur'd, 
Daph.  S  Ah,  ah,  to  a  lad  fo  limb'd  and  featured  ? 
Nyfi     7  To  the  gentle^  handfome  fwain  ; 
Dap/j,  1  Sure  'tis  cruel  to  give  pain  ; 
Nyf.      1  Sure  'tis  cruel  to  give  pain, 
Daph,  3  To  the  gentle,  handfome  fwain. 
My/.        Girls,  for  you  my  fears  perplex  me  ; 

I'm  alarm'd  on  your  account. 
5//.  Wife,  in  vain  you  teafe  and  vex  me; 

.  I  will  rule,  depend  upon't. 
^yf'     ?.  Mamma ! 

My/.     5  P^a!  pfha ! 

DapL  5  Papa  ! 

5/7.       5  Ah!  ah! 

Dap/f,  )  Mamma,  how 'can  yo<i  be  fo  ill-nallirM, 
SJl.       V  Pfha,  piha,  you  muft  not  be  fo  ill-natur'd ; 
^yf     J  Ah,  ah,  to  a  lad  fo  limb'd,  fo  featur'd  ? 

9  D^phi 
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I  To  the  gentle  handfomc  fwain, 
He's  a  gentle  handfome  fwain, 
Sure  'tis  cruel  to  give  pain. 
'Tis  my  pleafure  to  give  pain, 
Sure  'tis  cruel  to  give  pain, 
He's  a  gentle,  handfome  fwain, 
To  the  gentle,  handfome  fwain, 
To  your  odious,  fav'rite  fwain.  \_Exeunf, 

Enter  Midas  and  Damoetas. 
Mid.  Nyfa,  you  fay,  refus'd  the  guineas  Britiih. 
Dam.    Ah,    pleafe  your  worfhip — flie  is  vvond'rous 

fldttifh. 
Mid.   I'll  have  her,  coft  what  'twill.     Odfbobs— I'll 

force  her — 
Dam.  The  halter — 

Mid.  As  for  Madam,  I'll  divorce  her. — 
Some  favoured  lout  in  cog  our  blifs  oppofes. 

Dam.  Aye,  Pol,  the  hind,  puts  out  of  joint  our  nofes. 
Mid.  I've  heard  of  that  Pol's  tricks, — of  his  fly  tam- 
pering. 
To  fling  poor  Pan  ;  but  I'll  foon  fend  him  fcampering. 
'Sblood,  I'll  commit  him — drive  him  to  the  gallows  ! 
Where  is  old  Pan  ? 

Dam.  Tipling,  Sir,  at  the  ale-houfe. 
Mid.   Run,  fetch  him — we  fliall  hit  on  fome  expe- 
To  rout  this  Pol.  [dient. 

Dam.   I  fly;   {goings  returns)   Sir,  your  obedient. 

lExit. 
Mid.  What  boots  my  being  'fquire, 

Juftice  of  peace  and  quorum  ; 
Church-warden — knight  o'  th'  flilre, 

And  cuflos  rotulorum  ; 
If  fancy  little  Nyfa's  heart  rebellious, 
My  'fquirefliip  flights,  and  hankers  after  fellows? 

A     I     R. 

6hall  a  paltry  clown,  not  fit  to  wipe  my  flioes. 

Dare  my  amours  to  crofs? 
Shall  a  pcafant  minx,  when  Juftice  Midas  wooes, 
Her  nofe  up  at  him  tofs  ? 
No  :    I'll  kidnap- — then  poflefs  her  : 
I'll  fell  her  Poll  a  flave,  get  mundungus  in  exchange ; 
Vol.  II.  Q  g  So 
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So  glut  to  the  height  of  pleafure, 
My  love  and  my  revenge. 

No  :   I'll  kidnap,  &c.  lEx'if, 

Scene,  Pan  //  difcjvered fitting  at  a  table,  nvith  a  tank" 
ardy  pipes  and  tobacco,  before  hifn  ;  his  bagpipes  lying 
hy  him, 

AIR. 

Jupiter  wenches  and  drinks, 

He  rules  the  roafl  in  the  ficy ; 
Yet  he's  a  fool  if  he  thinks, 
That  he's  as  happ)'  as  I  : 

Juno  rates  him, 

And  grates  him, 
And  leads  his  highnefs  a  weary  life ; 

I  have  my  lafs, 

And  my  glafs. 
And  ftroll  a  bachelor^s  merry  life. 

Let  him  flufter. 

And  blufter, 
Yet  cringe  to  his  harridan's  furbelow  ; 

To  my  fair  tulips, 

1  glue  lips. 
And  clink  the  cannikin  here  below. 

Enter  Damaetas, 
Dam.  There  fits  the  old  foaker — his  pate  troubling 
Uttle 
How  the  world  v^'ags,  fo  he  gets  drink  and  vittle. — 
Hoa,  mafter  Pan — Gad,  you've  ttod  on  a  thiftle! 
You  may  pack  up  your  all.  Sir,  and  go  whiftle. 
The  wenches  have  turn'd  tail — to  yon  buck-ranter  : 
Tickled  by  his  guittar — they  fcorn  your  chantcf . 

A     I     R. 

All  around  the  maypole  how  they  trot, 
Hot 
Pot 
And  good  ale  have  got : 
Routing, 
Shouting, 
At  your  flouting, 

Flecringi 
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Fleering, 

Jeering, 
And  what  not. 
There  is  old  Slleno  frifks  like  a  mad 

Lad, 

Glad 
To  fee  us  fad  ; 

Cap'ring, 

Vap'ring  ; 
While  Pol  fcraping, 

Coaxes 

The  lafles 
As  he  did  the  dad. 

Enter  Myfis. 
Myf.  O  Pan  !  the  devil  to  pay — botli  my  fluts  frantic, 
Both  in  their  tantrums,  for  yon  cap'ring  antic. 
But  I'll  go  feek  'em  all — and  if  I  find  'em, 
Pil  drive  'em —  as  if  Old  Nick  were  behind  *em. 

Pan.   Soa,  foa  —  don't  flounce  : 

Avaft — difguife  your  fury. 
Pol  we  fhall  trounce  ; 

Midas  is  judge  and  jury. 

AIR. 
Myf*   Sure  I  fhall  run  with  vexation  dillrafted, 
To  fee  my  purpofes  thus  counterafte'd  ! 
This  way  or  that  way,  or  which  way  foev^r, 
All  things  run  contrary  to  my  endeavour. 
Daughters  projecting 

Their  ruin  and  fhame  ; 
Fathers  neglefting 

The  care  of  their  fame  5 
Nurfing  in  bofom  a  treacherous  viper  ; 
Here's  a  fine  dance — but  'tis  he  pays  the  piper. 

Scene,  A^oodand  laion  near  Sileno'/yarw,  Jiocks  gra- 
zing at  a  dij}ajice — a  tender  Jlo'vo  fympkony.  Daphne 
crojfes  7nelancholk  and fde?it ;  ^yh  ^Matching  her.  Then 
Daphne  returns  running. 

G  g  3  Nyf. 
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Nyf.  O  ho,  is  it  fo — Mifs  Daphne  in  the  dumps  ? 
Mum — fnug's  the  word — I'll  lead  her  fuch  a  dance 
Shall  make  her  ilir  her  Humps. 

To  all  her  fecret  haunts, 
Like  her  fhadovv,  I'll  follow  and  watch  her : 
And,  faith,  mamma  fliall  hear  on't  if  I  catch  her. 

Dafh.    La !    how  my   heart    goes   pit-a-j>it !    what 
thumping. 
E'er  fince  my  father  brought  us  home  this  bumpkin ! 

AIR. 

He's  as  tight  a  lad  to  fee  to. 

As  e'er  ilept  in  leather  fhoe ; 
And,  what's  better,  he'll  love  me  too, 

And  to  him  I'll  prove  true  blue. 

Tho'  my  filler  calls  a  hawk's  eye, 

I  dsify  what  flie  can  do ; 
He  o'erlook'd  tlie  little  doxy, 

I'm  the  girl  he  means  to  woo. 

Hither  I  Hole  out  to  meet  him ; 

He'll,  no  doubt,  my  fteps  purfue  : 
If  the  youth  prove  true,   I'll  fit  him  j 

If  he's  falfe—I'll  fit  him  too. 

Enter  Pol. 
Pol  Think  o'  the  devil — 'tis  faid, 
He's  at  your  fhoulder  — 
This  wench  was  running  in  my  head^ 
And,  pop — behold  her. 

AIR. 

Lovely  nymph,  aiTuage  my  anguifh  ; 

At  your  feet  a  tender  fwain 
Prays  you  will  not  let  him  languifh, 

One  kind  look  would  eafe  his  pain. 
Did  you  know  the  lad  who  courts  you, 

He'd  not  long  need  fue  in  vain  ; 
Prince  of  fong,  of  dance,  of  fports-— you 

Scarce  will  meet  his  like  again, 

Daph,   Sir,  you're  fuch  an  oglio, 
Of  perfedion  in  folio, 

Mo 
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No  damfel  can  refift  you  : 
Your  face  fo  attraftlve, 
Limbs  fo  fupple  and  a6llve, 
That  by  this  light, 
At  the  firfl  fight, 
I  could  have  run  and  kifs'd  you. 

AIR. 

If  you  can  caper  as  well  as  you  modulate, 
With  the  addition  of  that  pretty  face, 

Pan,  who  wa^  helcl  by  our  (liepherds  a  god  o'late. 
Will  be  kicked  out,  and  you  fet  in  his  place. 

His  beard  fo  frowfy,  his  geftures  fo  aukward  are, 
And  his  bagpipe  has  fo  drowfy  a  drone, 

That  if  they  hnd  you,  as  I  did,  no  backwarder, 
You  may  count  on  all  the  girls  as  your  own. 

M}f.    {from 'within.)    Pol,    Pol,    make  halle,    come 
Pot.  Death,  what  a  time  to  call !  (hither. 

Oh,  rot  your  old  lungs  of  leather. 
B'ye>  Daph. 
Daph.  B'ye,  Pol.- 

Enter  Nyfa. 
N)'f.   Marry  come  up,  forfooth  1 
Is't  me,  you  forward  vixen. 
You  clioofe  to  play  your  tricks  on  ? 
And  could  your  liquorifh  tooth 

Find  none  but  my  fweetheart  to  fix  on  ? 
Dapk,  Marry  come  up  again, 
H  Indeed,  my  dirty  coulin  ! 

H.  Have  you  a  right  to  ev'ry  fwain  ? 

H!     Nyf.     Ay,  though  a  dozen. 

K  AIR. 

jfj)aph.    My  minikin  mifs,  do  you  fancy  that  Pol 

'  Can  ever  be  caught  by  an  infant's  dol? 

Nyf.       Can  you,  Mifs  Maypole,  fuppofe  he  vvill  fall 
In  love  with  the  giantcfs  of  Guildhall? 

Daph.  Pigmy  elf. 

Nyf  Coloffus  itfelf. 

Both.     You  will  lie  till  you're  mouldy  upon  the  flielf. 

Daph,    You  flump  o'  th'  gutter,  you  hop  o'  my  thumb, 
A  hufband  for  you  rauft  from  Lilliput  com.c. 

G  g  3  m 
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Nyf.       You  ftalking  fteeple,  you  gawky  ftag, 

Your  hufband  mull  come  from  Brogdignag. 
Daph^  Sour  grapes, 

Nyf.  Lead  apes, 

Both.  1*11  humble  your  vanity,  miftrefs  Trapes. 

Daph.  Mifs,  your  affurance, 

Nyf.  And,  Mifs,  your  high  airs, 

Daph.  Is  paft  all  endurance, 

Nyf.  Are  at  their  laft  prav'rs. 

Daph.    No  more  of  thefe  freedoms,  Mifs  Nyfa,  I  beg, 

Nyf       Mifs  Daphne's  conceit  muft  be  lowered  a  peg, 

Daph.  7  Poor  fpite  ! 

Nyf    3  Pride  hurt  1 

Daph.  7  Liver  white  I 

Nyf    5  Rare  fport ! 

Daph.  7  Do,{hewyourteeth,fpitfire,do,butyoucan*tbite. 

Nyf.    3  This  haughtinefs  foon  will  be  laid  in  the  dirt. 

Poor  fpite,   &c. 

Pride  hurt,   &c. 

ACT      IL 

Scene,  A  Grove. 

Enter  Nyfa,  follo'wed  hy  Midas. 

Mid.  ^  I  ''URN,  tygrefs,  turn  ;  nay,  fly  not  •— 
1.      I  have  thee  at  a  why  not. 
How  comes,  little  Nyfy, 
That  heart  to  me  fo  icy 
Should  be  to  Pol  like  tinder. 
Burnt  up  t'  a  very  cinder  ? 
Nyf  Sir,  to  my  virtue  ever  fteady, 
Firm  as  a  rock, 
I  fcorn  your  (hock  ; 
But  why  this  attack  ? 
A  mifs  can  you  lack. 
Who  have  a  wife  already  ? 
Mid,  Ay,  there's  the  curfe — but  ihe  is  old  and  fickly ; 
And  woxild  my  Nyfa  grant  the  favour  quickly. 
Would  (he  yield  now — I  fwear  by  the  Lord  Harry, 
'i'hc  moment  madam's  cofBn'd — her  I'll  marry. 

A  I  R. 
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A     I     R. 

O  what  pleafures  will  abound 
When  my  wife  is  laid  in  ground  ! 

Let  earth  cover  her. 

We'll  dance  over  her, 
When  my  wife  is  laid  in  ground, 
O  how  happy  fhould  I  be, 
Would  little  Nyfa  pig  with  me  ! 

How  Pd  mumble  her, 

-Touze  and  tumble  hei-, 
Would  little  Nyfa  pig  with  me  ! 

Nyf.  Young  birds  alone  are  caught  with  chafF^ 

At  your  bafe  fcheme  1  laugh. 
Mid.  Yet  take  my  vows  — 

Nyf.   I  would  not  take  your  bond,  Sir, — 
Mid.  Half  my  eftate — 

Nyf.  No,  nor  the  whole my  fond  Sir," 

A     I     R. 
Ne'er  will  I  be  left  i'  the  lurch ; 

Ceafe  your  bribes  and  wheedling  : 
Till  I'm  made  a  bride  i'  the  church, 
I'll  keep  man  from  meddling. 
What  are  riches 
And  foft  fpeeches  ? 
Baits  and  fetches 
To  bewitch  us : 
When  you've  won  us, 
And  undone  ns, 
Cloy'd  you  fhun  us. 
Frowning  on  us, 

For  our  heedlefs  piddling.      \_E>^i{, 
Enter  Pan  ;  and  Pol,  lifiening. 
Mid.  Well,  mafter  Pol  I'll  tickle, 
For  him,  at  leaft,  1  have  a  rod  in  pickle  : 

When  he's  in  limbo. 
Not  thus  our  hoity  toity  mifs 

Will  ftick  her  arms  a-kimbo. 

Pan.  So,  fquire,  well  met 1  flew  to  know  your 

bufinefs. 
Mid.  Why,  Pan,  this  Pol  we  muft  bring  down  on 
his  knees* 

Pan. 
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Pan.  That  were  a  feat  indeed ;— a  feat  to  brag  on. 
Mid.  Let's  home — we'll  there  concert  it  o'er  a  flagon. 

I'll  make  him  flap 

Pan.  —As  St  George  did  the  dragon, 

A     I     R. 

If  into  your  hen-yard 
The  treacherous  reynard 

Steals  flily,  your  poultry  to  ravage  j 
With  gun  you  attack  him, 
With  beagles  you  track  him  ; 

All's  fair  to  deftroy  the  fell  favage. 
So  Pol,  who  comes  picking 
Up  my  tender  chicken, 

No  means  do  I  fcruple  to  baniih  ; 
With  power  I'll  o'erbear  him, 
With  fraud  I'll  enfnare  him, 

By  hook  or  by  crook  he  fhall  vanifh.  [^Exeunt, 

Scene,  j1  Laiun  before  Midas V  Hou/e. 
Enter  Nyfa. 
N)f.  Good  lack  !  what  is  come  o'er  me  ? 
Daphne  has  ftepp'd  before  me  ! 
Envy  and  love  devour  me. 
Pol  doats  upon  her  phiz  hard  ; 
'Tis  that  flicks  in  my  gizzard. 
Midas  appears  now  twenty  times  more  hideous. 

Ah,  Nyfa,  what  refource  ! a  cloyfler. 

Death  ahve yet  thither  muft  I  run, 

And  turn  a  nun. 
Prodigious  ! 

AIR. 

In  thefe  greafy  old  tatters 

His  charms  brighter  fhine  ; 
Then  his  guittar  he  clatters 
With  tinkling  divine  : 
But  my  fifter. 
Ah,  he  kifs'd  her, 

And  me  he  pafs'd  by  ; 
I'm  jealous 
Of  the  fellow's 

Bad  tafle  and  blind  eye,  \_Exit, 

Scene, 
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Scene,  Midas'/  Parlour. 

Midas,    Myfis,    and  Pan,    in  confultation  over  a  large 
bo'xul  of  punchy  pipes  a?:d  tobacco. 
Mid.  Come,  Pan,  your  toafl — 
Pafj.   Here  goes  our  noble  umpire  ; 
Myf.   And  Pol's  defeat—  Pll  pledge  it  \n  a  burtiper. 
Mid.   Hang  him,  in   every   fcheme   that  whelp   has 

crofs'd  us. 
Myf.   Sure  he's  the  devil  himfelf — 
Pan.  Or  Do6lor  Fauftus. 

Myf.  Ah,   Squire — for  Pan  would  you  but  lloutly 
ftickle, 
This  Pol  would  foon  be  in  a  wretched  pickle. 

Pan.  You  reafon  right 

Mid.  His  toby  I  fhall  tickle. 

Myf  Look,  Squire,   Pve  fold  my  butter  j  here  its 
price  is 
At  your  command,  do  but  this  job  for  Myfis. 
Count  'em — fix  guineas  and  an  old  Jacobus, 
Keep,  Pan,  and  fliame  that  fcape-grace  coram  nolis* 
Mid.  Goody,  as  'tis  your  requeft, 
I  pocket  this  here  fluff ; 
And  as  for  that  there  peafant, 
Trufl  me  I'll  work  his  buff. 
At  the  mufical  flruggle 
Pll  bully  and  juggle  j 
My  award's 
Your  fure  card; 

Blood,  he  (hall  fly  his  country that's  enough. 

Pan.  Well  faid,  my  lad  of  wax. 
Mid.   Let  s  end  th'  tankard  ; 
I  have  no  head  for  bus'nefs  till  Pve  drunk  hard. 

Pan.  Nor  have  my  guts  brains  in  them  till  they're 
addle ; 
When  I'm  moft  rocky,  I  beft  fit  my  faddle. 

Mid.  Well,  come,  let's  take  one  bouze,  and  roar  a 
catch. 
Then  part  to  our  affairs 

tPan.   A  match. 
Myf  A  match. 
Mid. 
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A     I     R. 
Mid.  Mailer  Pol 

And  his  toll -de -roll-loll, 

I'll  buffet  away  from  the  plain,  Sir. 
Pan.  And  I'll  affift 

Your  worfhip's  fift 

With  all  my  might  and  main,  Sir  : 
Myf.  And  ril  have  a  thump, 
Though  he  is  fo  plump, 

And  make  fuch  a  woundy  racket. 
MU.  I'll  bluff, 
Pan.   I'll  rough, 
Myf.   I'll  huff, 
Mhi.   I'll  cuff; 

Own.  And  I'll  warrant  we  pepper  his  jacket. 
Mid.  For  all  his  cheats, 

And  wenching  feats, 

He  fhall  rue  on  his  knees  'em, 
Or  fkip,  by  goles. 
As  high  as  Paul's, 

Like  ugly  witch  on  befom  : 
Arraign'd  he  fhall  be, 
Of  treafon  to  me ! 
Pan.       And  I  with  my  davy  will  back  it  ; 

I'll  fwear. 
Mid.   I'llfnare, 
Myf.    I'll  tear. 
Omn.  O  rare  ! 

And  I'll  warrant  we  pepper  his  jacket. 

Enter  Sileno  and  Damsetas,  in  nvarnt  argument. 

Sil.  My  Daph  a  wife  for  thee ;  the  fquire's  bafe  pandar! 
To  the  plantations  fooner  would  I  fend  her. 

Dam.  Sir,  your  goodwife  approv'd  my  offers. 

Sil.  Name  her  not,  hag  of  Endor; 
"What  knew  fhe  of  thee  but  thy  coffers  ? 

Da7?i.  And  (hall  this   ditch-born  whelp,  this  jacka- 
By  dint  of  congees  and  of  fcrapes [napes, 

Sil.  Thefe  are  thy  flanders,  and  that  canker'd  hag's. 

Dam.  A  thing  made  up  of  pilfer'd  rags 

Sil-   Richer  than  thou  with  all  thy  brags 
Of  flocks,  and  herds,  and  money-bags. 

A  I  R. 
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AIR. 

If  a  rival  thy  charafter  draw, 

In  perfedlion  he'll  find  out  a  flaw ; 
With  black  he  will  paint, 
Make  a  de'Il  of  a  faint. 

And  change  to  an  owl  a  macaw. 
Dam.  Can  a  father  pretend  to  be  wife, 

Who  his  friend's  good  advice  will  defpife  ? 
Who,  when  danger  is  nigh. 
Throws  his  fpe6tacles  by. 

And  blinks  through  a  green  girl's  eyes  ? 
SiL      You're  an  impudent  pimp  and  a  grub. 
Darn.  You  are  fool'd  by  a  beggarly  fcrub  ; 

Your  betters  you  fnub. 
Sil.       Who  will  lend  me  a  club, 

This  infolent  puppy  to  drub  ? 

You're  an  impudent  pimp  and  a  grub  ; 
Da VI.  You're  cajol'd  by  a  beggarly  fcrub, 
SiL    Who  will  rot  in  a  powdering  tub. 
Dam.  Whom  the  prince  of  impoftures  I  dub ; 
Sil.    A  guinea  for  a  club. 
Dam.  Your  bald  pate  you'll  rub, 
SiL       This  muckworm  to  drub, 
Dam.  When  you  find  that  your  cub 
iS/7.        Rub  off,  firrah,  rub,  firrah,  rub, 
Dam.   Is  dcbauch'd  by  a  whipt  fyllabub.  ]_Exit. 

Enter  Myfis,  attended  hy  Daphne  and  Nyfa. 

Myf.  Soh — you  attend  the  trial we   (hall  drive 

Your  vagabond [hence 

Sil.   I  fmoke  your  foul  contrivance. 

Daph.  Ah,  Ny,  our  fate  depends  upon  this  iflue — 

Nyf  Daph, for  your  fake  my  claim  I  here  forego ; 

And  with  your  Pol  much  joy  I  wifh  you. 

Daph.  O  gemini !  fay'll  thou  me  fo  ? 
Dear  creature,  let  me  kifs  you. 

Nyf  Let's  kneel,  and  beg  his  (lay  ;  papa  will  back  us. 

Daph.  Mamma  will  florm. 

Nyf.  What  then?  fhe  can  but  whack  us. 

AIR. 
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AIR. 

Daph.  Mother,  fure  you  never 
Will  endeavour 
To  diffever 
From  my  favour 

So  fweet  a  fwain  ! 
None  fo  clever 

E'er  trod  the  plain. 
Nyf*    Father,  hopes  you  gave  her  ; 
Don't  deceive  her ; 
Can  you  leave  her 
Sunk  for  ever 

In  pining  care  ? 
Hade  and  fave  her 

From  black  defpair. 
Daph.  Think  of  his  modell  grace. 
His  voice,  fhape,  and  face  ; 
Nyf.     Hearts  alarming, 
Daph.  Bofoms  warming, 
Nyf,    Wrath  difarming, 
Daph.  With  his  foft  lay  : 

Nyf    He's  fo  charming, 

Ay,  let  him  itay, 
Both.  He's  fo  charming,  &c. 

IVIyf.  Sluts,  are  you  loft  to  fhame? 
Sil.    Wife,  wife,  be  more  tame. 
Myf  This  is  madnefs  ! 
^/7.    Sober  fadnefs  ! 
Myf.  I  with  gladnefs 

Cou'd  fee  him  fwing, 
For  his  badnefs. 
^/7.  'Tis  no  fuch  thing. 

Dam.  Muil  Pan  refign  to  this  fop  his  employment  ? 
Muft  I  to  him  yield  of  Daph.  the  enjoymen  t? 
Myf  Ne'er,  while  a  tongue  1  brandifh, 
Fop  outlandifli 
Daph.  (hall  blandifh. 
Dam.  Will  you  rejeft  my  income, 

Herds  and  clinkum  ? 
SiL     Rot  and  fmk  'em. 

2  Dam* 
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Z)^ W.Midas  muft judge. 

Myf,  And  Pol  muft  fly. 

Sil.     Zounds,  Pol  fhan't  budge  : 

Myf  You  lie  ; 

Darn,  You  lie  ; 

Myf-  1  . 

Dam,  >  You  lie,  you  he. 

SiL      b 

Nyf.   Pan's  drone  is  fitfor  wild  rocks  and  bleak  mountains  j 

DapL'PoVs  lyrefuits  beft  our  cool  grots  and  clear  fountains. 

I\Jyf.   Pol  is  young  and  merry  ;  ' 

Dapk.JLlght  and  aiiy, 

Si/,      As  a  fairy. 

N}f    Pan  is  old  and  mufly  5 

Dap6. Siif^  ?ind  fufty  ; 

-5"//.      Sour  and  crufty. 

Daph.  Can  you  banilh  Pol  ? 

Nyf.  No,  no,  no,  no. 

Let  Pan  fail. 
Dapb.  Ay,  let  liim  go. 

Daph.  C  Ay,  let  him  go. 
Stl.      3 

Midas  omes  forth  enrag'd,  attended  hy  a  croiijd  of 
vyinphs  and f'wains. 

Mid,  Peace,  ho !  is  hell  broke  loofe  ?  wliat  means  thi« 
jawing  ? 
Under  my  very  nofc  this  clapper-clawing  ? 

AIR. 

What  the  deviPs  here  to  do, 

Ye  loggerheads  and  gypfies  ? 
Sirrah  you,  and  huffey  you. 

And  each  of  you  tipfcy  is  : 
But  I'll  as  fure  pull  down  your  pride  a$ 

A  gun,  or  as  Pm  juftice  Midas. 

CHORUS. 

O  tremendous  juflice  Midas ! 

Who  (hall  oppofe  wife  juAice  Midas  ? 

Vol.  II.  '         Hh  AIR. 
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AIR. 
3IU.  I*m  given  lo  iinderfland,  th-at  yoiiVe  all  in  a  pothci- 
here, 
Difputing  whether  Pan  or  Pol  fhall  play  to  you 

another  year : 
Dare  you  think  your  clumfy  lugs  fo  proper  to  de- 
cide, as 
The  delicate  ears  of  juilice  Midas? 

Chorus.  O  tremendous,  Sec. 

Mid.  Soh,  you  allow  It  thcn^ — ye  mobbifli  rabble  ! — ^ 
Enter  Pol  and  Pan  fever  ally. 
Oh,  here  comes  Pol  and  Pan — now  ftint  your  gabble. 
I^etch  my  great  chair — Pll  quickly  end  this  fquabble. 

AIR. 

Kow  I'm  feated, 
I'll  be  treated 

Like  the  Sophi  on  his  throne ; 
In  my  prefence. 
Scoundrel  pcafants, 

Shall  not  call  their  fouls  their  own. 
My  beheft  is, 
He  who  bell  is, 

Shall  be  fix'd  mufician  chief; 
-     "  Ne'er  the  lofer, 

Shall  fliow  nofe  here, 

But  be  tranfported  like  a  thief. 

Chorus,      O  tremendous,   &c. 

T)avi.  Mafters,  will  you  abide  by  this  condition  ? 

Pafu  I  allc  no  better. 

Pol,  — I  am  all  fubmiflion. 

Pan,  Strike  up,  fweet  Sir. 

Pol,  — Sir,    I  attend  your  leifure. 

Mid.  Pan,  take  the  lead. 

Pan.  — Since  'tis  your  worfliip's  pleafure. 

A     I     R. 

A  pox  of  your  pother  about  this  or  that  'y 
Your  fhrleking  or  fqueaking  a  ftarp.  or  a  flat : 
I'm  fharp  by  my  bumpers ;  you're  fiat,  mailer  Pol ; 
So  hei^  goes  a  fet  to  a  toli-de-roli-luil. 

Whea 


MIDAS,  363 

When  Beauty  her  pack  of  poor  lovers  would  hamper, 
A.nd  after  Mifs  Will-o'-the-Wifp  the  fools  fcamper  j 
Ding  dong,  ip-fing-fong,  they  the  lady  extol: 
Pray  what's  all  this  fufs  for,  but — tol-de-roll-loll. 

Mankind  are  a  medley a  chance-medley  race  ; 

All  Hart  in  full  cry,  to  give  dame  Fortune  chacc  : 
There's  catch  as  catch  can,  hit  or  mifs,  luck  is  all; 
And  luck's  the  beft  tune  of  life's  toll-de-roll-loU. 

I've  done,  pleafe  your  worlhip  ;  'tis  rather  too  long  ; 
I  only  meant  life  is  but  an  old  fong  : 
The  world's  but  a  tragedy,  comedy,  droll ; 
Where  all  ad  the  fcene  of  toll-de-roU-loll. 

Mid.  By  jingo,  well  perform'd  for  one  of  his  age  : 
How,  hang-dog,  don't  you  blufh  to  fliow  your  vifage  ? 
JPoL  Why,  mailer  Midas,  for  that  matter, 
'Tis  enough  to  dallTi  one, 
To  hear  the  arbitrator, 

In  fuch  unfeemly  fafhion, 
One  of  the  candidates  befpatter, 
With  fo  much  partial  paffion. 

[Midas/^jr///  ajleep, 

AIR. 

Ah,  happy  hours,  how  fleeting 

Ye  danc'd  on  down  away  ; 
When  my  foft  vows  repeating, 

At  Daphne's  feet  I  lay  ! 

But  from  her  charms  when  funder'd, 

As  lylidas'  frowns  prefage, 
Each  hour  will  feem  an  hundred, 

Each  day  appear  an  age. 

Mid*  Silence.-r — this  juft  decree,  all,  at  your  peril^ 
Obedient  hear elfe  I  fhall  ufe  you  very  ill, 

THE    DECllEE. 

Pan  fiiajl  remain  ; 
Pol  quit  the  plain. 

Chorus.  Oh  tremendous,  i&c. 

H  h  2  md. 
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Mid.  All  bow  with  me  to  mighty  Pan enthrone 

him — 

No  pouting— and  with  feftal  chorus  crown  him 

[  The  cro'wdform  t<wo  raiiks  hejide  the  chair  ^  and  join 
in  the  chorus y  nuhilj}  Midas  cro--wns  hi7n  luith  bays,'^ 
CHORUS. 
See,  triumphant  fits  the  bard, 
Crown  d  with  bays,  his  due  reward  : 
Exil'd  Pol  (hall  wander  far  ; 
F.xil'd,  twang  his  faint  guittar  ; 
While,  with  echoing  fhouts  of  praife, 
We  the  bagpipe's  glory  raife. 

Mid.  *Tis  well. ^What  keeps  you  here,  you  rag- 
amuffin ? 

Oo  trudge or  do  you  wait  for  a  good  cufling  ? 

Pol.  Now,  all  attend.  The  wrath  of  Jove,  for  rapine, 
Corniption,  luft,  pride,  fraud,  there's  no  efcaping. 

[_Thron)Js  off  his  difguifst  and  appears  as  Apollo. 
Tremble,    thou  wretch !    thou'ft  ftretch'd  thy  utmoft 

tether ; 
Thou  and  thy  tools  fhall  go  to  pot  together. 

A     I     R. 

Dunce,  I  did  but  (ham, 
For  Apollo  I  am, 
God  of  mufic,  and  king  of  Parnafs : 
Thy  fcurvy  decree, 
For  Pan  againft  me, 
I  reward  with  the  ears  of  an  afs. 

Mid,  Detefted,  baulk'd,  and  fmall, 
On  our  marrow-bones  we  fall. 
Myf.  Be  merciful. 

T)am,  Be  pitiful. 

^Mid,  Forgive  us,  mighty  Sol.— Alas,  alas  1 

AIR. 

^poU     Thou  a  Billlnfgate  quean,  [T^jMyf. 

Thou  a  pandar  obfcene,  \To  Dam. 

With  ftrumpets  and  bailiffs  fhall  clafs  ; 

Thou,  driven  from  man,  \To  Mid. 

Shalt  wander  with  Pan, 
^e  a  llinking  old  goat,  thou  an  afs,  an  afs,  ^c. 

Be 
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Be  thou  fquire — his  eftate  [7i?  Sil. 

To  thee  I  tranflate.  r  T  n     h 

To  you  his  ftronc^  chells,  wicked  mafs  :  i     ° ,  ^f  P, " 

Live  happy,  thile  I,  .  i^Nyfa. 

Recall'd  to  the  fky, 
Make  all  .the  gods  laugh  at  Midas. 

^   Together  nvUh    C      7""  '''^^"g^^^,  ^^^  f  ^^^^ 

arjpwains.    -    /^^^P  ^"^'  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^"^^^^  ^^ 

Now,  critics,  lie  fnug, 

Not  a  hifs,  groan,  or  fhrug ; 
Remember  the  fate  of  Midas, 

Midas ; 
Remember  the  fate  of  Midas, 

CHORUS. 
Now,  critics,  lie  fnug,  tdc  j 


End  or  the  Second  Volume, 
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